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CHAPTER  I 
IT  was  May-time  in  England. 

its  final  farewel?acro"^h^'^L°^L'7,T*^^  ^^<J  Wown 
from  the  broad,  low-lying  fieWrl  '  •  ^'"^^  ^''^  "^'^''^ 
the  clods  of  nch.  rlZ'^'^^l'^^^Z  ^r^" 
broken,  were  sprouting  thick  with  fh.  '   '°^'   ^"^^ 

green.  It  had  been  a  hZ  •  ,  ^°""«  ^^''^'^  ^"der 
time,  since  Februa^  onwtd'  had T"'  ''^^°"-  ^^^  * 
buds  Of  trees  and  sLb^ren  n^^VreS  ^"'''^ 
a  biting  east  wind  had  withered  ^he  ^rl^  ,  coJd,-many 
of  the  lilac  and  the  hawthorn  --anH  Tk  ^*^'  ^'""  '^^^«' 
a  chill  northern  Spring  had'X^HK  '*°™^  '^"P"^^'  °^ 
dainty  woodland  blossoms  thafJhr  M  '°'  ^'^'^  ^  *« 
andent^Shepherd's  Calendar 'hLt^^^^  ^°   the 

the  daffodils  and  primroses      BuT  h  T''^^  ^""^  "^'^ 

of  April  a  sudden  grated  warftu  ^T^  *'  ''°''"«  ^^' » 
divine  goddess,  seemed  to  "wSen  fro  '1  '"'-Nature, 
stretch  out  her  arms  with  a  Ttnv      °1    °"^  ''""^'^^^  ^'^ 
morning    dawned    on    the  world^it  '"''"'-^"^  ^^^^  May 
glory,  robed    in    clear  Zn^h;  .^^"^   ^   ^  ^ion   of 

-k.es.  Birds  brokeTto  entered  .o'^^^^^  ^^'^  ^^^^ 
and  apple  boughs  quivererS  '°"?:,-^°""«  ^'"ond 
into  pink  and  white^blTom     ITv   "^''^^^  '^^^'^  '"^"'ent 

the.  heads  from  .ossy^or^Tt  ^ri^r'  '''''' 
1  ^  Brass,  and  expressed 
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a»  s;:rr s:s  ::yr •^■^"-'•^  -  ^"*«"'  «>..  - 

K  leaves,  the  bushes  with  blossoming  budde- 

glamour  and  witchery  of  th,.  ™  'T""-.  ^o  experience  t 
mm.  perforce.  Si  1  couZ""?''""  °'  *'  ^'"'  « 
breaA  of  Spring  i.fo,.M™eSh    ^f, '"  *'.'°™'.< 

:".3.reS'  ^:  --n"r;^re;t^^ 

and  ;eacJ  rct„*;TS^„T^™*:  ?^-  """-'". 

•bings  are  so  many  offe^'^,^„'™'  crushing,  _  al.  ,h« 

walls  of  obstacle  set  aS^K       ^""'''  ""*  >«  «  dea 

forces  with  whS  sttrowstrXf^t^r'  ="'"«*»"■ 

field  and  mountain.     Out  on  thi      u  L"""  °'  *''  <■<"«' 

in  the  heart  of  the  wMd    Z  T  7'^  'T*''^  "■''"'''"d 

the  pungent  seem  of  Zs    '  <i  oLif "  .''"'^  ''"'^  ""- 

invigorating  influences  oTbvthf^^"?'''  ""^  *'  »••'  «» 

fully  under  bending  wmows'aidZ'    "/""•  "''^'"'^  •>«■== 

the  king.fisher  swoops  do™  wifh*^^.     '      ''""'*'^'-  "■>=« 

moor-hen  paddles  to  and  frlTlr  *'/""■">'  ""d  the  timid 

such  haunts  as  these,  the  Ze^JT  ""°"« '''=  "=*'-'" 

is  fraught  with  that  tremor  ^IT  ^  ? ."""  '"<*  brilliant  May 

and  conceml  whichXt         ^^^'  "'''*  8'"=^  '''"'>  '<>  beaut/ 

Sir  Thomas  Z^'^^'^^    "Xt^  ^^^Tu'^'^''''^- 

flourisheth  and  flowerth  in  n,«n7      '^  as  May  moneth 

every  man  of  worship  'll^T^'^l^-l-Z^^^  '" 
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There  was  a  certain  'man  of  worshin'  in  tu^ 
par.icular.tae  when  ,hi,  prese'^tLd  ^nrl",*' 
begins,  who  found  himself  verv  waII  J^         ^  *"^  '°^« 

heart 'in  the  Maloryrmannl^  T       l^^^^^  *°  'flourish  his 

dark  days    of   unSUrcX^d    ''  "'r  ^^"  "^^"^ 
depression.   May  at  last  r!™?-    «"?. general  atmospheric 

broad  applUougVwhthrp^ldlS'^hL  ll"^^'  ""'^^ 
studded  with  rosy  bud-jewels  tha?  Z        ,        ^!^^  *  *^°Py 

the  rough  dark-bLnsielt  he  su^^^^^^^^^  f  '?>''  ^^'"^^ 
of  his  own  garden  with  an  nV,   1""^^?^°  **^e  smihng  scenery 

boyis,  .ho4h  ht,r  hTdr:rpLrr«f:'„:?  •'"-- 

parson  to  boot.    A  eravelv  a^r^ot^  ^        ^  ^'  **"°  ^®  ^^s  a 

.he  n.o«  m.i„g  faS  «^^str?r°rn?r"'-"«' 

accepted  na.ure  of  his  calling  -a  k^nrt  Ir  T         *'  «'""'">' 

of  .he  sunshine  as  pan  o^L  „n  "at  'S'^J '''''";'°" 

thmgs, — oraconrfpc!r>or.^:»  "ciaai    vanity   of  mundane 

biosfo'n,s  wi'ir'; "  rrrdT%°'*''"^^^^^ 

s.»^  Which  could  nei.,,XS/:r fvoSe^"'"'''  ^™- 

.he  oniina^/he'r:/  hTs'h'^or'S  hflf  r*""* 
the  casual  observer  woi.lH  ..  !   ^    ""  *'  *  distance, 

eiU>e,  an  a.h,e.eTrr"c:  ^Th  ^  ^^  s""'"".^  ^ 

flesh  about  him  •  he  wa«!  tali  onH  ,  "°  superfluous 

broad  shoulders;  an7a"h^  ^   .^rMacrr;^"'^  ^^ 
or  concilia.ory  •  droop  ■  which  all  ShL        ^       ""^  ''"'"'''= 
for  .he  benefi.  of  .heir  riS^  fZf T' """T '"'''™'"= 
proudhead,-aln,osta2^resriv,        /■         ^  "  <iis.inc.ively 
and  =elf.rehance  „    1  SZTmt'T^''^  "'  '"°"8charac.er 
considerable  quan.i  "  S  datk  brow^",,*^ '■  V"  «'  "f  ^y  a 
m  brushing,  inclined  .0  unc^Tnical  cuT^    T  7*""°'^ 
dashed  with  grey.    A   bro.,rt  f^Li^    j  ^    '  "''  P'onSMly 
eyes,  a  s.n.igh.  and  very  l„^"!Sr'  '^'''"^■^''  '^*-'""' 
obs.ina.e  chin._a  VZ' T^T   ""f  "  ^'""8  '»"  ^"d 
a  -.  and  .ender  i^^^r^^^Z^^Zr^Z'^ZZ 
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gentle  smiling  that  were  scarcely  hidden  by  the  sUver-browr 

though  only  a  country  clergyman,  of  whom  the  great  world 
knew  nothmg  was  the  living  representative  of  more  powerful 
authonty  to  h.s  little 'cure  of  souls 'than  either  the  bishop 
of  the  diocese,  or  the  King  in  all  his  majesty. 

He  was  the  sole  owner  of  one  of  the  smallest  'livings'  in 
England.-an  obscure,   deeply-hidden,  but  perfectly  unspoilt 
and  beautiful  rehc  of  medieval  days,  situated  in  one  of  °he 
loveliest  of  woodland  counties,  and  known  as  the  village  of  St 
Rest  sometimes  called  .St.  Est'    Until  quite  lately  there  had 
been  considerable  doubt  as  to  the  origin  of  this  name,  and  the 
correc    rnanner  of  its  pronouncement.     Some  said  it  should 
be.    St.  East,  because,  right  across  the  purple  moorland  and 
beyond    the  line  of   blue  hills  where  the  sun  rose,   there 
stretched  the  sea,  miles  away  and  invisible,  it  is  true,  but 
nevertheless  asserting  its  salty  savour  in  every  breath  of  wind 
that  blew  across  the  tufted  pines.     'St.  East,'  therefore.  Said 
certain  rural  sages,  was  the  real  name  of  the  village,  berause 
it  faced  the  sea  towards  the  east.     Others,  howevir,  dec  Jed 
that  the  name  was  derived  from  the  memory  of  some  early 
Norman  church  on  the  banks  of  the  peaceful  rivar  that  wound 
Its  slow  clear  length  m  pellucid  silver  ribbons  of  light  round 
and  about  the  clover  hdds  and  high  banks  fringed  with  wild 
rose  and  snowy  thorn,  and  that  it  should,  therefore,  be  'St 
Rest,  or,  better  still  'The  Saint's  Rest'    This  latter  theory 
had  recently  received  strong  confirmation  by  an  unexoected 
witness  to  the  past,-as  will  presently  be  duly  seen  and  attVsted 
But  St  Rest,  or  St  Est,  whichever  name  rightly  belonged  to 
It,  was  m  Itself  so  msignificant  as  a  'benefice,'  that  its  present 

T°VT'  P"f  ^^  P^''°"  ^^^  '^^"S^t  it  for  himself, 
through  the  good  offices  of  a  friend,  in  the  days  when  such 
purchases  were  possible,  and  for  some  ten  years  had  been 
suprenie  Dictator  of  his  tiny  kingdom  and  limited  people 
The  church  was  his,-especially  his,  since  he  had  restored  it 
entirely  at  his  own  expense, the  rectory,  a  lop-sided,  half- 
timbered  house,  built  in  the  fifteenth  century,  was  his  -the 
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prden.  full  of  flowering  shrubs,  carelessly  planted  and  allowed 
to  flounsh  at  their  own  wild  will,  was  hi^-the  ten  ac  es  of 
pastun-land  that  spread  in  green  luxuriance  ;ound  and  about  h^ 
dwelling  were  h.s.-and,  best  of  all,  the  orchard.  contaiCsome 

Z::ZIIT  "''  *'^  ^'"^"^  ^PP'^^'  ^^--'  P"- "  nd 
Sr^oh  T  '^""''  "'  ^°"^'  ^'gh  southern  waU  the 
finest  peaches  and  nectarines  in  the  coutUy.  was  his  also  He 
had,  in  fact,  everything  that  the  heart  of  a  „,an,  espedallv  thl 
heart  of  a  clergyn^un.  could  desire,  except  a  wife  !!a^  "'thai 
commodity  had  been  offered  to  him  from  many  'qu^  fn 
various  dehcate  and  diplomatic  ways.-only  to  be  as  de^^cLlv 
and  diplomatically  rejected  aeiicately 

conllor'n^haV""''   "°   ""'  '''  ^"^  ^^-g^  -  ^^ 
condition.     He  had  gone  on  so  far  in  life.-' so  far''  he 

would  occasionally  remind  himself,  with  a  'little  smile  and 

s  gh.-that  a  more  or  less  solitary  habit  had.  by  long  fam 

Jianty.  become  pleasant.      Actual   loneliness  he  haSnevl 

H?s' wZk  '1  '"T'  ''  ^''  "°^  '"  h'^  -^"-  to  feel  lonely 
His  well-balanced  intellect  had  the  brilliant  quality  of  a 
finely-cut  diamond,  bearing  many  facets,  and  reflectL  a'S 
the  hues  of  life  in  light  and  colour;  thus  it  quite  naturaSv 

mterested  him.  He  was  a  great  lover  of  books,  and.  to  a 
moderate  extent,  a  collector  of  rare  editions;  he  also  had  a 
passion  for  archeology,  wherein  he  was  sustained  by  a  certain 
poetic  msight  o  which  he  was  himself  unconscious  The 
ordinary  archaeologist  is  generally  a   mere   Dry-as-Dut    who 

tr  "k'  '":'  '°""  °'*'^  P^^^  -  Shakespeare's  Julfet  fancied 

e  might  play  with  her  forefathers'  Joint,  and  who  eschrall 

use  of  the  imagmative  mstinct  as  though  it  were  some  deadly 

eviL     Whereas,  it  truly  needs  a  very  powerful  imaginative  lens 

I'oT/thr"  'Tk^'^  """^^  °''^^°-  civilisatL,  and  re 
people  the  ruined  haunts  of  dead  men  with  their  shadov^^y  ghosTs 

of  learning,  art,  enterprise,  or  ambition.  '  ^ 

^..r^r^  *^K  ^""^'™°^'  ^yes  of  his  soul  in  such  looking  back- 
«ai    crystal  sea    of  the  unknown  Future,  flowing  round  the 
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Great  White  Throne  whence  the  river  of  life  proceeds  was  a 
favounte  mental  occupation  with  John  Walden      He  Toved 

SrT  r^"'?'  ^^  ^"  ^"^'^  '"^'-'^'fi^  P^ol^'^-s  as  involve 
abstruse  study  and  complex  calculation.-but  equally  he  loved 
the  amplest  flower  and  the  most  ordinary  village\ale  of  so^ow 
or  mirth  recounted  to  him   by  any  one  of  his   unlessoned 

as  he  thought  he  required,  by  taking  long  swinging  walks  about 

he  country   and  found  sufficient  relation 'in 'gardening   a 

saence  m  wh.ch  he  displayed  considerable  skill.'  NoTnein 

all  the  neighbourhood  could  match  his  roses,  or  offer  anything 

quite  early  ,n  January  came  out   under  his  glass  frames  no 
only  perfect  m  shape  and  colour,  but  full  of  the  real  'English 
violet  fmgmnce,  a  benediction  of  sweetness  which  somehow 
wZs      F    t'"'^  "f '"'"  '■^°'"  ^^^  ^--h  and  Russian 

h^thv  J^y  ^  '""'•  ''  "''  P^y^'^^"y  ^°""d  -"d  morally 
healthy,  and  hved.  as  ,t  were,  on  the  straight  line  from  earth 
to  heaven,  begmnmg  each  day  as  if  it  were  his   first  Hfe 

."TerhiJ'ras""  "'"'  '  "'"''  "'  "''  P^^>'^^'  ^^  ^'^-^h 

of  Nat'Jif  th  "'k?  '"1  ^^'"P^^^'"^"'  ««  his.  the  influences 
IniT  '-^  ^'^""^  '^"'^  °^  *^"  Universe,  and  the  environ- 
ment of  existence,  must  needs  move  in  circles  of  harmonious 
unity    making  loveliness  out    of  commonness,   and    p^el 

ZJ    ^'^'      ^^^  ^^"***""  °^  ^^^*  •«   '"i^takenly  ^lled 
pWe.'~enervated  or  satiated  with  the  sickly  moral  exhala 

tions  of  a  corrupt  society,  -  would  be  quite  at  a  loss  to 
Si?    f  T  ^r''^^  ^"J^y'"^"*  -"^  be  obtained  ly 
yTLn^S.^T^^'  ^  "PP^"-*'"^"  ^^^b  ^  well-thumbed 
i^  thrh«nH      Tl?'"  °^  the  inspired  pagan  Slave,  Epictetus, 
m  the  hand,  and  the  eyes  fixed,  not  on  any  printed  page,  bu 
Z   .h^7      ;*^'"^y-bJ"«hing  almond  blossom,  where  a  well- 
fed  thrush    ruffling  its  softly  speckled  breast,  was  singing  a 
wdd  strophe  coriceming  its  mate,  which,  could  humarskiU 
have    anguaged  its  meaning,  might  have  given   ideas  to  a 
nations    laureate.      Yet    John    Walden    found    unalloyed 
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,  happiness  in  this  apparently  vague  and  vacant  way.  There 
was  an  acute  sense  of  joy  for  him  in  the  repeated  sweetness 
of  the  thrush's  warbling,— the  light  breeze,  stirring  through  a 
great  bush  of  early  flowering  lilac  near  the  edge  ot  the  lawn, 
sent  out  a  wave  of  odour  which  tingled  through  his  sensitive 
blood  like  wine,— the  sunlight  was  warm  and  comforting,  and 
altogether  there  seemed  nothing  wrong  with  the  world, 
particularly  as  the  morning's  newspapers  had  not  yet  come  in. 
With  them  would  probably  arrive  the  sad  savour  of  human 
mischief  and  muddle,  but  till  these  daily  morbid  records  made 
their  appearance,  May-day  might  be  accepted  as  God  made 
it  and  gave  it,— a  gift  unalloyed,  pure,  bright  and  calm,  with 
not  a  shadow  on  its  lovely  face  of  Spring.  The  Stoic  spirit  of 
Epictetus  hims'lf  had  even  seemed  to  join  in  the  general 
delight  of  nar  e,  for  Walden  held  the  book  half  open  at  a 
page  whereoi    chese  words  were  written : 

"Had  w  understanding  thereof,  woulr'  any  other  thing 
better  beseem  us  than  to  hymn  the  Di%.  Being  and  laud 
Him  and  rehearse  His  gracious  deeds  ?  Ti.  se  things  it  were 
fitting  every  man  should  sing,  and  to  chant  the  greatest  and 
divmest  hymns  for  this,  that  He  has  given  us  the  power  to 
observe  and  consider  His  works,  and  a  Way  wherein  to  walk. 
If  I  were  a  nightingale,  I  would  do  after  the  manner  of  a 
nightingale ;  if  a  swan,  after  that  of  a  swan.  But  now  I  am  a 
reasoning  creature,  and  it  behoves  me  to  sing  the  praise  of 
God;  this  is  my  task,  and  this  I  do,  nor  as  long  as  it  is 
granted  me,  will  I  ever  abandon  this  post.  And  you,  too,  I 
summon  to  join  me  in  the  same  song." 

"A  wonderfully  'advanced'  Christian  way  of  looking  at 
life,  for  a  pagan  slave  of  the  time  of  Nero ! "  thought  Walden, 
as  his  eyes  wandered  from  the  thrush  on  the  almond  tree' 
back  to  the  volume  in  his  hand,—"  With  all  our  teaching  and 

preaching,  we  can  hardly  do  better.     I  wonder ?' 

Here  his  mind  became  altogether  distracted  from  classic 
lore,  by  the  appearance  of  a  very  unclassic  boy,  clad  in  a  suit 
of  brown  corduroys  and  wearing  hob-nailed  boots  a  couple  of 
sizes  too  large  for  him,  who,  coming  suddenly  out  from  a  box- 
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«P  Off.  «,d  .reallin,  on  ht  "  ^^J'"?'*^  """«>  P^g 
v«.ted-"  What  U  it  ?  "  "^       *  Epictetus  on  the  «., 

Reverend  jr„"vv^K'T'""    ""    "■"?""■""  '»  « 

»hat  day  and  hour  this  weak  t         '  "I '  **  S'"" '»  '"O"  ' 
to  the  church  with  htWriend."         '"'"'™"'"''»P*''io 

p-mi;?!;:  .s;  ^ndfeiz  ur.?"-"  ,'^«"''"'»  ^ 

fragments  into  one  of  hiTSl^''  ""  "°"  '™"«"r.  Put  th, 

a  shjed  of  paper  on  hi^br  r°  r  ^hs'"'  ""  ""  ™«" 

which  neither  he  nor  any  of  th<»e  t,T  ."^  ^  ""^  "  °"'™« 

"How  i.  your  mother! Bob?^\t  ,he„^'r,''"="™°'i''ed. 

s^e;'foC^:;r'TiLr-'^^^^^^ 

"Ve^  sir  ■•replied  Bob  ■n^J^L''",'' "  f"  "«-*'" 
round  and  wondering  what^p' „  .  "*  '""  "^P  ™nd  and 
have  such  a  'funny  ifokl^  J^»'  "-  'Wni<ing  alx,u,  to 

wecLTfo/ltf  MytitS'"*"^'  "^^  -"  -  wh« 
Bob,  and  say  I  will  wrife  "°""™'""  '"  «"  "^"o-  Kppitt, 
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"Nothinkdie,  sir?" 

"Nolhing~or  as  you  put  it.  Bob.  'nothink  else'!  I  wish 
you  wou  d  remember,  my  dear  boy."_.nd  here  he  laid  hi. 
firm,  well-shaped  hand  protectingly  on  the  small  brown 
corduroy  shoulder.-" that  the  word  'nothing'  does  no" 
termmate  m  a  'k.'    If  you  refer  to  your  spelling-booTl  ^m 

would  not  approve  of  your  pronunciation.  Bob,  and  I  am  en- 

BrtheTL    hT«'""vc'"'"^'  ^^°"''''  "•^'^  '"^^  Government 
By  the  way,  did  S.r  Morton  Pippitt  give  you  anything  for 
bringing  his  note  to  me?"  «-      «»       /  /mnig  lor 

"Sed  he  would  when  I  got  back,  sir." 

a'  "t^'^^l  ''°"^*^  ''^*'"  y°"  K°t  ^cJc?  Well,--I  have  mv 
doubts.  Bob.-I  do  not  think  he  will.    And'the  laL«r 

do  a  sum  ,n  your  slate,  you  will  find  is  at  the  rate  of  one 
penny  per  m.le.  When  you  are  a  working  man,  vou  ^11 
understand  the  strict  justice  of  my  payment.  It  is  three  mHes 
from  Badsworth  Hall  and  three  back  again.-and  now!  come 
to  think  of  It.  what  were  you  doing  up  at  Badsworth?" 

nob  Keeley  grinned  from  ear      ear 
^I^Me^an-  Kitty  Spruce  w.      ..    on  spec  with  a  Maypole 

wi'^"an?in!H  ""n'"^-    /L '^^  "^'^  morning.-c'  course  it 

RivlLn  "^  T  '""  ^'^'  "P'  ^^°"S^  '"  *he  county  town  of 
Riversford,  only  seven  miles  away,  they  were  forgotten    or  if 

"You  and  Kitty  Spruce  went  up  on  spec?    Verv  enter- 
Zl^lr  ^^^'  '  -  --'    An'd  did  y?u  makeTnythln, 

oZv''.nZ'~7'^T  ^'"'*  ""*  ^^^^'  '^''^'  '^P^  M'«  Tabitha.- 
2  ^  ?f  °",  e«"'^'-«"d  Sir  Morton,  'e  flew  into  an 

orful  passion-like  'e  do.  sir.-an'  told  us  to  leave  off  singin" 
and  git  out.-«Git  off  my  ground.'  he  'ollers-«  Git  off  • 'I^t^ln 
jest  as  we  was  a  gittin'  off,  he  cools  down  suddint  like,  an'  'e 
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sez,  sez  'e :  •  Take  a  note  to  the  dam  passon  for  me,  an'  brir 
a  hamser,  an'  I'll  give  yer  somethink  when  yer  gits  back.'  Ai 
all  the  gents  was  a-sittin'  at  breakfast,  with  the  winders  wid 
open  an'  the  smell  of  'am  an'  eggs  comin'  through  strong,  ai 
they  larfed  fit  to  split  theirselves,  an'  one  on  'em  tried  to  ki: 
Kitty  Spruce,  an'  she  spanked  his  face  for  'im  !" 

The  narration  of  this  remarkable  incident,  spoken  wit 
breathless  rapidity  in  a  burst  of  confidence,  seemed  to  caus 
the  relief  supposed  to  be  obtained  by  a  penitent  in  the  coi 
fessional,  and  to  lift  a  weight  off  Bob  Keeley's  mind.  Th 
smile  deepened  on  the  'Passon's'  face,  and  for  a  momer 
he  had  some  difficulty  to  control  an  outbreak  of  laughter,  bu 
recollecting  the  possibly  demoralising  effect  it  might  have  o 
the  more  youthful  members  of  the  community,  if  he,  th 
spiritual  director  of  the  parish  were  reported  to  have  laughe 
at  the  pugnacious  conduct  of  the  valiant  Kitty  Spruce,  he  coi 
trolled  himself,  and  assumed  a  tolerantly  serious  air. 

"That  will  do.  Bob  1— that  will  do!  You  must  learn  nc 
to  repeat  all  you  hear,  especially  such  objectionable  words  a 

may  occasionally  be  used  by  a a a  gentleman  of  Si 

Morton  Pippitt's  high  standing." 

And  here  he  squared  his  shoulders  and  looked  severe! 
down  on  the  abashed  Keeley.  Anon  he  unbent  himself  some 
what  and  his  eyes  twinkled  with  kindly  humour:  "Why  didn' 
you  bring  the  Maypole  here?"  he  enquired;  "I  suppose  yoi 
thought  it  would  not  be  as  good  a  'spec'  as  Badsworth  Hal 
and  the  London  gents — eh  ?  " 

Bob  Keeley  opened  his  round  eyes  very  wide. 

"We  be  all  comin'  'ere,  sir !"  he  burst  out :  "All  on  us- 
ever  so  many  on  us !  But  we  reckoned  to  make  a  round  o 
the  village  first  and  see  how  we  took  on,  and  finish  up  wi'  you 
sir !  Kitty  Spruce  she  be  a-keepin'  her  best  ribbin  for  comin 
'ere — we  be  all  a-comin'  'fore  twelve ! " 

Walden  smiled. 

"Good!  I  shall  expect  you!  And  mind  you  don't  r\ 
stag  out  of  tune  when  you  do  come.  If  you  commit  such  ai 
offence,  I  shall let  me  see  I— I  shall  make  mincemeat  of  you 
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- 1  Shan  indeed  I  Positive  mincemeat  !-and  bottle  you  up  in 
jars  for  Chnstmas ! »  And  he  nodded  with  the  ferociously  bland 
air  of  the  giant  in  a  fairy  tale,  whose  particular  humour  is  the 
devourmg  of  small  children.  "Now  you  had  better  eet  back 
to  Badsworth  Hall  with  my  message.  Do  you  remerSber  it  ? 
My  compliments  to  Sir  Morton  Pippitt,  and  I  will  write  " 

He  turned  away,  and  Bob  Keeley  made  as  rapid  a  departure 
as  was  consistent  with  the  deep  respect  he  felt  for  the  '  Pwson  ' 
having  extracted  a  promise  from  the  butcher  boy  of  the  village 
who  was  a  friend  of  his,  that  if  he  were  'quick  about  it' he 
would  get  a  drive  up  to  Badsworth  and  back  again  in  the 
butcher  s  cart  going  there  for  orders,  instead  of  tramping  it. 

The  Reverend  John,  meanwhUe,  strolled  down  one  of  the 
m^y  wmdmg  garden  paths,  past  clusters  of  daffodils,  narcissi 
and  primroses   into  a  favourite  corner  which  he  called  the 
Wilderness,    because  it  was  left  by  his  orders  in  a  more  or 
less  untnmmed,   untrained  condition   of  luxuriantly  natural 
growth     Here    the    syringa,   ,x  name  sometimes  ^ven    by 
horticultural  pedants  to  the  lilac,  for  no  reason  at  aU  except  to 
create  confusion  in  the  innocent  minds  of  amateur  growera. 
was  opening  its  white  'mock  orange'  blossoms,  and  a  ma» 
of  flowering  aconites  spread  out  before  him  like  a  carpet  of 
wm^n  gold.     Here,  too.  tufts  of  bluebells  peeped  forth  from 
behind  the  moss^rown  stems  of  several  ancient  oaks  and  elms, 
and  purple  pansies  bordered  the  edge  of  the  grass.     A  fine 
old  wistana  grown  in  tree-form,  formed  a  natural  arch  of  entry 
to  this  shady  retreat,  and  its  flowers  were  just  now  in  their 
fuU  beauty  hangmg  in  a  magnificent  profusion  of  pale  mauve 
papehke  bunches  from  the  leafless  stems.     Many  roses,  of 
it     r^;r^°'  'ramWing'  kind,  were  planted  here,  and 
John  Waldens  quick  eye  soon  perceived  where  a  long  «een 
shoot  of  one  of  those  was  loose  and  waving  in  the  wind  to  its 
own  possible  detriment.     He  felt  in  his  pockets  for  a  bit 
of  roffia  or  twine  to  tie  \ip  the  straying  stem,-he  was  very 
seldom  without  something  of  the  kind  for  such  emcrgenciei 
but  this  time  he  only  groped  among  the  fragments  of  Sir 
Morton  Pippitt's  note  and  found  nothing  useftiL    Siepgiag 
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if 


Thefigure  slowly „ised  itself,  and  as  slo,ly.„„ed  its  h« 

"Jmt  come  here  and  tie  this  rose  up,  will  you?" 
The  mdmdnal  addressed  approached  «  a  very  deliberal 
^.  toggrng  out  some  entangled  roffia  from  his  ^ct^Th 
«me  and  severing  ,t  mto  lengths  with  his  teetL    w"de 

in  tne  way  it  should  go,  and  on  his  arrival  assisted  him  in  fK 
business  of  securing  it  to  the  knotty  hough  fr^th'S  it^t 

"Thit  looks  better!"  he  remarked  approvinriy  as  h, 
rtepped  back  and  surveyed  it.  «« You  might  7^ Ms  ^e  a 
the  same  time  while  you  are  about  it.  Sainton." 

And  he  pointed  to  a  network  of  'Crimson  rambler'  rose 

S'aTrgrat™ '- "'-  *^''  -Hngs'-'L;:: 

ttJt'^Z  Ti  '  7Y  ''="•  ""'•"  """ked  Sainton 
.k.  ^  1  ^  "P  *"'''"•  =s  h^  stooped  to  gather  on 
the  refractory  branches:  "It  beats  me  altogether"  Sn  to 
know  what  you  wants  wi'  a  fnrr.;«'  u  a  r  "'^'^'/ *^5°"»  ^ 
in   fh*.  mJ^^iV^  ir      i  ""    ^^**  *o^  ^eeds  an'  stuff 

m   the  middle  of  a  decent  garden.     That  old  Wistaria  Sk, 
yens  (Sinensis)  is  the  only  thing  here  that  is  worth  keepb" 
Ah     Yare  a  preaous  sight,  y'are!"  he  continued,  atxwtm! 

Jur/  >  u  '""'^'  '^''  y'^' '  ^"  ^ham  an'  'umbug.  y'are  I 
Tkno^on  t°'  '"'"°  «-er,-like  a  great  many'jio^e 
^dcTe;^tal7±i7^   "°'  "/"  '""  ^-^  -nage  nl^hen 

"Don't  open  the  old  argument,  Bainton!"  he  said  jrood- 
humouredly ;  "  We  have  talked  of  this  before.     I  like  a  bko 
wild  Nature  sometimes."  °*^ 

"Wild  natur!"  echoed  Benton.     "Seems  to  me  natur 
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alius  wants  a  bit  of  a  wash  an'  brush  up  'fore  she  sits  down  to 
hermaster;stabe;-an'who's'er  master?    Man!    Shells" 
hke  a  ch.  d  comm'  out  of  a  play  in  the  woods,  an'  'er 'ai^s  S 
blown,  an   'er  nads  is  all  dirty.     That's  natur!    Trimtr  up 
f  curl    er  'a.r  an'  she's  worth  looking  at.     Nat^    L/ 

gard  ner.  But  if  ye  pays  me  an'  keeps  me,  ye  must  'spect  me 
to  do  my  duty.  Wherefore  I  sez"  why  not  'ave  tWs  'ere 
musty-fusty  place,  a  reg'Ier  breedin"ole  for  hinsects  wooses 
'omzts,  snails  an'  green  caterpiUars-ah !  an'  I  shouldn't  wS 
.potato-fly  got  amongst  'em.  tool-why  not,  I  say  hTve  k 
cleaned  out?"  '       '      -   y*  "*^®  '* 

•   "L^u^uM*   ^   '*    '''"  responded    Walden    with    cheerful 
.mperturbabihty,  and  a  smile  at  the  thick-set  obstinL-lo^k  „e 

fcTired      "h"'  "'"  f  °"^  *'^  P'^'^^ '  -  Baint^nlov^'^S 
be  called.     '  Have  you  planted  out  my  phloxes  ?  " 

Pknted  em  out  every  one,"  was  •'.e  reply;  "Likewhich 
the  Delphy  Inums.  An'  I've  put  en.ugh  swe;t  pelsTn  to 
supply  Covmt  Garden  market,  bearin'  fn  mind  af'ow  you 
sedyou  couldn't  have  enough  on  'em.  Sir  Morton  PippS 
Lunnon  valet  come  along  the  day  I  was  a-doin°  of  Hn' 

are3>°"No  '  ''^V^'  ''  '^^  ^   '^  =  'Weedin' V™. 
are  yer?        No,  ye  gowk,'  sez  I!     'Ever  seen   corn  at  5 

'cept  m  a  bin?  Mixed  wi'  thistles,  mebbeJ'  An'  h^ 
he  used  a  bit  of  'is.  master's  or'nary  language,  whii  a  ye 
knows  Passon,  is  chice-partikler  chice.  'Evl  communir 
tions  c'rupts  good  manners'  even  in  a  vakt  wo  f,°"""""'^- 
todo  than  wash  an'  comb  a  man  Hke  a  t  s  aL' pocTetT 
pun  a  year  for  keepin'  of 'is  haristocratic  mastScIn  t)^ ,"' 
whatawurrlditisl-whatawurrld!"  '^' '^'^^"'    ^or'!-. 

He  had  by  this  time  tied  up  the  '  Crimson  rarv,K7    ,  • 
^  fashion,  and  the  Reve^n/john,  s.X  h  "mot';^" 

la.se  bloom.  „  „„gh  and  coarse  com^'tir;!,  i  Z 
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smaller  variety.     Put  plenty  of  the  'common  stuff'  in     <=.,. 
mignonette  as  our  grandmothers  grew  in  Tergardeis'Tefo 

rrh.^r'°''"«  horticultural  wise-acres  began  to  trfor' 
rather  than  sweetness."  *  t"  iry  lor  si 

Ugh.,„g  „p  i«  native  expression  of  ^"^unllne  s:SI  nl'"""" 

dabbles  in  it  a  hit     lu      u\    '.  ^°""^  *°  confess 

dr«,Kc  IV  T  ?**'-*0"gh  there's  a  cha,.  .vot  I  gets  chea. 
shrubs  of,  his  Latin's  worse  nor  mine  an'  V^  ^L  if!?  .  ' 
letters  after  'is  name.  'Ow  di^Wet  'em?  V  ^^'■'' 
^nipetition  in  the  Chrysanthtm  IC  ll'^ZTfo: 
can  grow  ye  a  chrysanthum  as  big  as  a  cabbLe  if  S 

she  never  'ad  in  heighth.    As  I  was  a-i.i„'  /i,  J  t  °' 

ge«  dm.bs  of.  reels'off  'is  LatinTke  S  '     of  t?/"^  ' 
gard«  scraper;  but  -edon't  unders-^dtl^  'esS","  t' 

itm'isCatlog!    Hor  !-hor !-hor  >     Passon  „  k/ ' .  t     ^°' 
go  down  wi'  some  folk  in  the  garj'nin^^ne    i^  Jl''     i"^'^"  ^° 
"  Talking  of  Sir  Morton  PippS  "  said  H^W       !,'''^  "°"^ ' " 
his  gardener's  garrulity  "ftseem;  h! t  '  disregarding 

HalL"  ^'  ^  ^®  ^  ^'"*0"  up  at  ttie 

•"E  'as  so,"  returned  Bainton-  "Rpo'ipr  »^j 

.^ys  o.  witv  if  „™  .a.  go  t;  oS;^L::tori 
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single  firm,  well-put-down  leg  among  'em.  Mosly  ♦  lords '  and 
'sirs.'  Bein'  so  jes'  lately  knighted  for  buildin' a  'ospital  at 
Riversford,  out  of  the  proceeds  o'  bone  meltin'  into  buttons, 
Sir  Morton  couldn't  a'  course  be  expected  to  put  up  wi'  a 
plain  'mister'  takin'  food  wi'  'im." 

"Well,  well,— whoever  they  are,  they  want  to  see  the 
church." 

"Seems  to  uie  a  sight  o'  folks  wants  to  see  the  church  since 
ye  spent  so  much  money  on  it,  Passon,"  said  Sainton  some- 
what resentfully;  "There  oughter  be  a  charge  made  for 
entry." 

VValden  smiled  thoughtfully ;  but  there  was  a  small  line  of 
vexation  on  his  brow. 
"They  want  to  see  the  church,"  he  repeated,  "Or  rather 
Sir  Morton  wants  them  to  'inspect '  the  church;" — and  then 
his  smile  expanded  and  became  a  soft  mellow  laugh ;  "  What 
a  pompous  old  feUow  it  is !  One  would  almost  think  he  had 
restored  the  church  himself,  and  not  only  restored  it,  but 
built  it  altogether  and  endowed  it ! "  He  turned  to  go,  then 
suddenly  bethought  himself  of  other  gardening  matters,— 
"  Bainton,  that  bare  comer  near  the  house  must  be  filled  with 
clematis.  The  plants  are  just  ready  to  bed  out.  And  look 
to  the  geraniums  in  the  front  border.  By  the  way,  do  you 
see  that  straight  line  along  the  wall  there,— where  I  am 
pointing?" 

"  Yes,  sir ! "  dutifully  rejoined  Bainton,  shading  his  eyes 
from  the  strong  sun  with  one  grimy  hand. 

"  Well,  plant  nothing  but  hollyhocks  there,— as  many  as  you 
can  cram  in.  We  must  have  a  blaze  of  colour  to  contrast 
with  those  dark  yews.  See  to  the  jessamine  and  passion-flowers 
by  the  porch ;  and  there  is  a  '  Gloire '  rose  near  the  drawing- 
room  window  that  wants  cutting  back  a  bit."  He  moved  a 
step  or  two,  then  again  turned :  "I  shall  want  you  later  on  in 
the  orchard,— the  grass  there  needs  attending  to." 
A  slow  grin  pervaded  Sainton's  countenance. 
"Ye  minds  me  of  the  'Oly  Scripter,  Passon,  ye  does 
reely  nowl"    he    said— "Wi*  all    yer   difierent    orders  an' 
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VV^'dr  "  ""'"•"'  *^  '"^  ''^  '"^^  -y  --'  o'  the  Uv 
Walden  looked  amused. 
"  How  do  you  make  that  out  ?  •• 

on  h.s  master  was  one  of  offence  or  apprecTaU^n      H. 
pretty  sure  of  his  ground,  however,  for T  !e ft  Tohn  wM' 

It  win  not  hurt  Sir  Morton  to  be  kept  waitinir     n«  ,h. 
trary,  it  will  do  him  good.    He  had  ft  Th^  T" 

parish  before  I  r«m-     i  .  ,  "  ""^  °™  "J  '"  'h  s 

Cwn  whaT  Itt  ,!;Tt-  .  ""''.  '"'  *'  !»='  "=n  X"'^  he  has 

Church  tTho  i.  '   \4'.tr"ch„*l  ""t  '."^  '^'"■"^'^ 

"olCf,'     """"=  Chutcirnt  tS:l'donT.fse"rand": 
go«i.y  portion  of  the  other  half  misuse  it.     bC,  when  y^t: 

Sir  Morton  P.ppu,  ,„  deal  wi.h,  the  pressure  of  the 
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n^on^hand  sl,o..ld   l^  distinctly  exercised   under  the  relvet 

Ho  laughed  heartily,  throwing  back  his  head  with  a  sense  of 
enjoyment  m   h.s  laughter.     Then,  rising  from  his  deTk    he 
turned  towards  the  wide  latticed  doors  of  his  study,  which 
opened  ,nto  the  garden,  and  looked  out  dreamily,  as  though 
lookmg  across  the  world  and  far  beyond  it.     The  sweet  mi^S 
warbling  of  birds,  the   thousand  iListinguishrbir^UTof 
flowers,   niade    the    air   both    fragrant    and    musical      The 
glonous  sunshine,  the  clear  blue  sky.  the  rustling  of  the  young 
leaves   the  whispenng  swish  of  the  warm  wind   through  "h! 
rubbenes,-all  these  influences  entered  the  mind  and  fou  lof 
the  man  and  aroused  a  keen  joy  which  almost  touched  the 
verge  of  sadness.     Life  pulsated  about  him  in  such  waves  of 
creative  pass.on.  that  his  own  heart,  throbbed   uneasily  4h 
Nature's   warm   restlessness;    and    the    unanswerable  q^ry 
which    ,n  spue  of   his  high    and  spiritual  faith  had  often 

Vh     .h     M  ?r  .'"'  ^«''"   '^""^'"^'y  ^°   »^«  '"ind.- 
Death?"  Life  be  made  so   beautiful  only  to  end  in 

This  was  the  Shadow  that  hung  over  all  things;  this  was 
the  one  darkness  he  and  others  of  his  calling  ^'T^^Z 
missioned  to  transfuse  into  light.-this  was  the  one  di^^I 
end  for  al  poor  human  creatures  which  he.  as  a  midster  o 

he  Gospel  was  bound  to  try  and  represent  L  not  an  End  but 
a  Beginning.-and  his  soul  was  moved  to  profound  love  and 

i'mself.-Vv^^:?  f  ^^-  ^°  ^he  serene  h'eavens  and  ask^d 
teaching  and  n       "^"'P^^f  ^°"   '^^  a"   the  most  eloquent 

rshin!?  r^  !?'"^."'''^'  *°  "^^"  ^°^  '^^  ^°«^  of  the  mere 
sunshine  ?  Can  the  vision  of  a  world  beyond  the  grave  satisfy 
the  heart  so  much  as  this  one  perfect  morning  of  JvfayT" 

swallow  flv""'r  ''?^  "'''^'^  ^''"-  "^^^  I'^^ting  wings  of  a 
swallow  flying  from  its  nest  under  the  old  gabied  eaves  ahnv^ 

atv  tn  fh  '  •;'"  °'  ^"^^^^^^  «^^^  agist  his  :;^3  td 
7Z  J  ""'^^  ^^"^°^  ^^y°"d'  ^here  the  happv  ^aUle 
wandered  up  to  their  fetlocks  in  cowslips  and  lush  «Ls  h« 
cuckoo  called  with  cheerful  persistence.'  One  of  old  C^n<^l 
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cZlSv'L'^'?.^.  ''«'"*'  """"^  *°  ^^  mind.-telling  how 
courtly  knight  Arcite, 

"It  risen,  and  looketh  on  the  merrie  daye 
All  lor  to  do  his  6bservance  to  Maye  — 
And  to  the  grove  of  which  that  I  you  told, 
By  ^venture  his  way  he  gan  to  hold 
To  maken  him  a  garland  of  the  greves, 
Were  it  of  woodbind  or  of  hawthorn  leaves, 
And  loud  he  sung  against  the  sunny  sheen.- 
O  Maye  with  all  thy  fi  )wers  and  thy  green. 
Right  welcome  be  thou,  fair^,  freshii  Maye  1 
I  hope  that  I  some  green  here  getten  may!'" 

Smiling  at  the  antique  simplicity  and  freshness  of  the  Hi 
as  they  rang  across  his  brain  like  the  musical  jingle  of  an  o 
world  spinet,  his  ears  suddenly  caught  the  sound  of  you 
voices  singing  at  a  distance.  ^ 

"Here  come  the  chUdren  ! "  he  said;  and  stepping  out  frc 

hsten.    The  tremulous  voices  came  nearer  and  nearer  ai 

Dri^riv^        "°"  ^  distinguished,    breaking  through    tl 
primitive  quavering  melody  of  'The  Mayers'  Song'  known 

all  the  country  side  since  the  thirteenth  century: 

"  Remember  us  poor  Mayers  all— 
And  thus  do  we  begin, 
To  lead  our  lives  in  righteousness, 
Or  else  we  die  in  sin. 

We  have  been  rambling  aU  this  night,      * 

And  almost  all  this  day ; 
And  now  returning  back  again, 

We  bring  you  in  the  May. 

The  hedges  and  trees  they  are  „o  green. 

In  the  sunne's  goodly  heat, 
^"wT'^"'^  Father  He  watered  them 

With  His  Heavenly  dew  so  sweet. 

A  branch  of  May  we  have  brought  you •» 
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Here  came  a  pause  and  the  chorus  dropped  into  an 
uncertain  murmur.  John  Walden  heard  his  garden  gates 
swing  back  on  their  hinges,  and  a  shuffling  crunch  of  numerous 
snail  feet  on  the  gravel  path. 

"Cam,  Susie!"  cried  a  shrill  boy's  voice— "If y'are  leadin' 
us,  lead !     Cam ! " 

A  sweet  flute-like  treble  responded  to  this  emphatic  adjur- 
ation, singing  alone,  clear  and  high, 

"A  branch  of  May » 

and  then  all  the  other  voices  chimed  in : 

"A  branch  of  May  we  have  brought  you 
And  at  your  door  it  stands, 
'Tis  but  a  sprout, 
But  'tis  budded  out 
By  the  work  of  our  Lord's  hands ! " 

And  with  this,  a  great  crown  of  crimson  and  white 
blossoms,  set  on  a  tall,  gaily-painted  pole  and  adorned  with 
bright  coloured  ribbons,  came  nid-nodding  down  the  box-tree 
alley  to  the  middle  of  the  lawn  opposite  Walden's  study 
window,  where  it  was  quickly  straightened  up  and  held  in 
position  by  the  eager  hands  of  some  twenty  or  thirty  children, 
of  all  sizes  and  ages,  who,  surrounding  it  at  its  base,  turned 
their  faces,  full  of  shy  exultation  towards  their  pastor,  still 
singing,  but  in  more  careful  time  and  tune : 

"The  Heavenly  gates  are  open  wide. 
Our  paths  are  beaten  plain ; 
And  if  a  man  be  not  too  far  gone. 
He  may  return  again. 

The  moon  shines  bright  and  the  stars  give  light 

A  little  before  it  is  day, 
So  God  bless  you  all,  both  great  and  small. 
And  send  you  a  merrie  May  I " 
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CHAPTER   II 

FOR  a  moment  or  two  Walden  found  himself  smltt™  I,, 
strong  a  sense  of  the  mere  sim,.r.  '  '*"  ""i"™  b)' 
that  he  could  do  no  more  >!,?„,  T  ^"""""'  «'  "'  """ 
tion  at  the  pretty  lrofe>I  ',  .''  ''"'''"«  '"  '"'"' '«''»' 
round  the  M^poTanS  l^^r^XilZl  Z'T  'T' 

lamly  a  very  different  individual  fr„^V-k  ^  .  ^'J''«;-<» 
but  resembling  him  in  »  fj  '  L,  be'^f '"l^''''/™'^ 
■mo  the  woods  early,  moved  hJTk  """d  e"dently  gon. 
.  .ha.  I  some  green  he  e  genet  may  r  ^T,  f"'"-^  ''  ""l" 
the  front,  with  a  clean  ih  te  f^l  J  "">'  «^''  "'"  » 

her  tangle  of  golden  Lf^ '",?,  °"  "f  "»  ""'  '»  cover 
very  last,  of  Ae  seemSy  Lle«'  ""PP"  l^-'he  last,  the 
of  the  sexton,  Adam  S  Wh^  .f""""*  °'™  """ehe. 
doomed  to  carry  ft^na^e  of  WnJS'.'^''  "■""  ^"^  "^^ 
When  he,  Wald'en,  had  l^'e^ThS^'r  T  '""  ""'"■ 
whether  he  had  heard  ihTi.  ^  '  ""^  '^°"»'  "ioubted 
ventured  to  ask   .h"<,t£''of  tlT""""  ""■«'"•  '"" 

-  ..e  could  no  lon^-^p  t^^^^t^ 
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'^^^!^f^'  't  r^'  .'?P'*  ^"«""»  ^^•P^'"*!  font 
S«r«n!^  .  T  ^"'.  K^  ?"'•'  designation.  She  was,  however. 
jrr.K  .  P'"'  ^^  •'"'  Pl-ymates.  and  even  her  mothe 
and  father,  who  were  entirely  responsible  for  her  name  in  the 
first  instance  found  it  somewhat  weighty  for  daily  utterance 
and  gUdly  adopted  the  simpler  sobriquet,  though  the  elders  of 
the  village  sjenerally  were  rather  fond  of  calling  her  with  much 
solemn  unct.on:   'Baby   Hippolyta.'  as   though   it   werTan 

"^^TJ^)t'  'rr"  ""'  °'  *'^  loveliest'children  in  the 
village  and  though  she  was  only  two-and-a-half  years  old  she 

fi«^of  the  Maypole  this  morning,  merely  because  she  was 
p«tty,-and  she  knew  ,t  That  was  why  she  lifted  the  extreme 
edge  of  her  short  skirt  and  put  it  in  her  mouth,  thereby  dis- 
playmg  her  fat  innocent  bare  legs  extensively,  aid  smiled  at 

foiget-me-not  blue  eyes.  Then  there  was  Bob  Keeley,  more 
or  less  breathless  with  excitement,  having  just  got  back  ^an 
fit,m  Badsworth  Hall,  his  friend  the  butcher  boy  having  drii" 

described    it, —and    there    was    a    very  soarklina    «m:i: 
vivacious  U.a.  pe^n  „f  about  fifteen,  iS^ .  C^'^;„™^  f 
-ho  wore  a  w«.,h  of  laburnum  on  her  black  curb,  no  o*t 
to.  Km,  Spruce  generally  alluded  to  in  ,he  villag;  „  °Bob 
Keeley's  gel';-^d  standing  near  Baby  Hippolyta,  or  '  Itie- 
was  the  acknowledged  young    beauty  of  the^ace.  De 
Pj«cot^  a  sl,p  of  a  lass  with  a  fair  Madonna-like  fac^,  long 
chestnut  curl,  and  great,  dark,  srft  eyes  like  pansies  fiS 
with  dew.    Susie  had  a  decided  talent  for  music -J^he  san» 
very  prettily  and  led  the  village  choir,  under  *Tguidtce„f 
M«.  Janet  Eden  the  schoolmistress.    This  momi„|,  however 
she  was  nskmg  the  duties  of  conductorship  on  her  o™  a^ou« 
»d  «,y  sweet  she  looked  in  her  cheap  white  nuns^iC 
^  weanng  a  bunch  of  narcissi  carelessly  set  in  her  S 
»d  «jy,„g  a  aowering  hazel-wand  in  her  hand,  with  IhS, 
Jte  teat  t,me  for  h^r  companions  as  they  folbwrf  her  biS 
like  c«onmg  »  fte  .  Mayers'  Sons'    But  just  now  all  s  „X 
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had  cea8ed,-and  every  one  of  the  children  had  their  i 
eye.  fixed  on  John  Walden  with  a  mingling  of  Un^d!  ; 
Uon  «,d  awe  that  wa.  very  winning  and  prc«y  to  3 

k  wL  .!/"     -        u   P"'"'*  **^  "»*"'*•  y°""»  wd  beau, 
rt  wa«  set  against  the  pure  background  of  the  sky.  W, 

It"^  '^V:  ^"  ''"^'"'^  ^°  «aysomething,lb  f. 
had  been  called  upon  to  say  something  every  year  at  th  a  i 

nell^'  r"  "^^^  ^''^  ^°  ^-^""  th^ '"burner 
ness  which  always  overcame  *      °" '"^^  occasions.     It  U 
thing  to  preach  from  a  pulpit  to  an  assembled  congre«. 
who  are  prepared  for  orthodoxy  and  who  are  readyto 
with  more  or  less  paUence  to  the  expounding  of  the  wm 
but,  „  quite  another  to  speak  to  a  number  of  girls  aTdl 
all  full  of  mirth  and  mischief,  and  as  ready  for  a  f«5?c 
herd  of  young  colts  in  a  meadow.     Especially  when  it  hapr 
that  most  of  the  girls  are  pretty,  and  when,  as  a  clew 
and  director  o  souls  one  is  conscious  that  the  boys  arfn 
or  less  all  in  love  with  the  girls.-that  one  is  a  bac"el° 
getting  on  in  years  too;-a„d  that-chiefest  of  ^^U  is  ^ 
morning  I    One  may  perhaps  be  conscious  of  a  contm^o^ 
U,e  heart.-a  tightening  of  the  throat.-cven  a  sS 
before  the  eyes  may  tease  ar^   perplex  such  an  one-- 
knows?    A  flash   of  lost  youtn  may  sting  the  mem^ 
boyish  craving  for  love  and  sympathy  may  stir  the  bS 
may  make  the  gravest  parson's  s^c'h  i/coh  rfnl-^a 
all,  even  a  mmister  of  the  Divine  is  but  a  maa 

At  any  rate  the  Reverend  John  found  it  difficult  to  he. 
The  round  forget-me-not  eyes  of  Baby  Hippolyta  stared  h 
his  face  with  relentless  persistency,-the  veh^t 'pLnsy  cofou" 
ones  of  Susie  Prescott  smiled  confidingly  up  ThTm  wiS. 

thTi     H^r^"'"'""^  '"'  -consciousness  of  charm"  t 
the  mischief-loving  small  boys  and  village  yokels  whT^to 

grouped  against  the  Maypole  like  rough  flyLesteiT  °    d° 

magic  umber  were,  with  all  the  rest  of  the  children   hush 

mto  a  breathless  expectancy,  waiting  eagerly  for  'Passo„' 

speak.    And  'Passon'  thereupon  began.-1^  the  lamestTh. 

most  paternally  orthodox  manner :  '*'  ^''*''^' 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  ,3 

"  My  dear  children • 

"  Hooray  I  Hooray  I  Three  cheers  for '  Passon '  I  Hooray  I " 
Wild  whoopii.y,  followed,  and  the  Maypole  rocked  uneasily, 
and  began  to  slant  downward  in  a  drunken  fashion,  like  a  con- 
viyial  giant  whom  strong  wine  has  made  doubtful  of  his  footing 
"Take  care,  you  young  rascals!"  cried  Walden,  letting 
sentiment,  orthodoxy  and  eloquence  go  to  the  winds,— "You 
will  have  the  whole  thing  down!" 

Peals  of  gay  laughter  responded,  and  the  nodding  mast 
of  bloom  was  swiftly  pulled  up  and   assisted    to  support 
Its   necessary  vertical   dignity.      But  here  Baby   Hippolyta 
suddenly  created  a  diversion.     Moved  perhaps  by  the  con- 
sciousness of  her  own  beauty,  or  by  the  general  excitement 
around    her,  she    suddenly  waved    a    miniature    branch  of 
hawthorn  and  emitted  a  piercing  yell. 
"  Passon !  Tum  't.« !    Passon !  Tum  'ere  1 " 
There  was  no  possibility  of  'holding  fortli'  after  this.    A 
short  address  on  the  brevity  of  life,  as  being  coequal  with  the 
evanescent  joys  of  a  Maypole,  would  hardly  serve,— and  a 
fatherly  admonition  as  to  the  unbecoming  attitude  of  mendic- 
ancy assumed   by  independent  young    villagers    carrying  a 
great  crown  of  flc  .vers  round  to  every  house  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, and  demanding  pence  for  the  show,  would  scarcely  be 
popular.     Because  what  did  the  '  Mayers'  Song '  say : 

"The  Heavenly  gates  are  open  wide. 
Our  paths  are  Ijeaten  plain ; 
And  if  a  man  be  not  too  far  gone. 
He  may  return  again." 

And  the  'Heavenly  gates'  of  Spring  being  wide  open,  the 
Reverend  John  thought  his  special  path  was  'beaten  plain' 
for  the  occasion;  and  not  being  'too  far  gone'  either  in 
bif  ry  or  lack  of  heart,  John  did  what  he  reverently  imagined 
the  Divme  Master  might  have  done  when  He  'took  a  little 
child  and  set  it  in  the  midst.'  He  obeyed  Baby  J  ppolyta's 
imperious  command^,  and  to  her  again  loudly  reiterated 
"Passon!  Tum  'ere!"  he  sprang  forward  and  caught  her  up 
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in  his  arms,  kissing  her  rosy  cheeks  heartily  as  he  did  s( 
Seated  in  'high  exalted  state'  upon  his  shoulder,  'Ipsit 
became  Hippolyta  in  good  earnest,  so  thoroughly  aware  wz 
she  of  her  dignity,  while,  holding  her  as  lightly  and  buoyant) 
as  he  would  have  held  a  bird,  the  Reverend  John  turned  hi 
smiling  face  on  his  young  parishioners. 

"Come  along,  boys  and  girls!"  he  exclaimed,— " Com 
and  plant  the  Maypole  in  the  big  meadow  yonder,  as  you  di( 
last  year !  It  is  a  holiday  for  us  all  to-day,— for  me  as  well  a 
for  you !  It  has  always  been  a  holiday  even  before  the  day 
when  great  Elizabeth  was  Queen  of  England,  and  though  man^ 
dear  old  customs  have  fallen  into  disuse  with  the  changinj 
world,  St.  Rest  has  never  yet  been  robbed  of  its  May-da^ 
festival !  Be  thankful  for  that,  children  !— and  come  along  ■- 
but  move  carefully  !— keep  order,— and  sing  as  you  come ! "' 

Whereupon  Susie  Prescott  lifted  up  her  pretty  voice  agair 
and  her  hazel-wand  baton  at  the  same  moment,  and  startec 
the  chorus  with  the  verse : 

"We  have  been  rambling  all  this  night, 
And  almost  all  this  day; 
And  now  returning  back  again, 
We  bring  you  in  the  May!" 

And  thus  carolling,  they  passed  through  the  garden  moving 
meadow-wards,  Walden  at  the  head  of  the  procession,-and 
Baby  Hippolyta  seated  on  his  shoulder,  was  so  elated  with  the 
gladsome  sights  and  sounds,  that  she  clasped  her  chubby  arms 
round  '  Passon's '  neck  and  kissed  him  with  a  fervour  that  was 
as  fresh  and  delightful  as  it  was  irresistibly  comic. 

Bainton,  making  his  way  along  the  southern  wall  of  the  orchard 
to  take  a  'glance  round'  as  he  termed  it,  at  the  condition  of 
the  wall  fruit-trees  before  his  master  joined  him  on  the  usual 
morning  tour  of  inspection,  stopped  and  drew  aside  to  watch 
the  merry  procession  winding  along  under  the  brown  stems 
dotted  with  thousands  of  red  buds  splitting  into  pink-and-white 
bloom  ;  and  a  slow  smile  mo'-  a  the  furrows  of  his  face  upward 
m  various  pleasant  lines  as  he  saw  'le  '  Passon '  leading  it  with 
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a  light  step,  carrying  the  laughing  'Ipsie'  on  his  shoulder,  and 
now  and  again  joining  in  the  'Mayers'  Song 'with  a  mellow 
baritone  voice  that  warmed  and  sustained  the  whole  chorus 

"TiAre  'e  goes!"  he  said  half  aloud— "Jes'  like  a  boy!— 
ft.  lii  ci.e  vvurrH  like  a  boy !     I  reckon  'e's  got  the  secret  o' 
n  ver  growin'  o\..,  for  all  that  'is  'air's  tumin'  a  bit  grey.     'Ow 
n  .n;  passons  i  i  this  'ere  neighbrood  would  carry  the  children 
uKt  tiiai,  i  wonder?    Not  one  on  'em !— though  there's  a 
many  to  pick  an'  choose  from— a  darned  sight  too  many  if 
you  axes  my  opinion !     Old  Putty  Leveson,  wi's  bobbin'  an' 
'IS  bowm's  to  the  east-hor  !-hor  !-hor  !-a  fine  east  'e's  got 
m  'is  mouldy  preachin'  barn,  wi'  a  whitewashed  wall  an'  a 
dirty  bit  o'  tmsel  fixed  up  agin  it— he  wouldn't  touch  a  child 
o'  ourn,  to  save  'is  life-though  'e's  got  three  or  four  mean 
lyin'  pryin'  brats  of  'is  own  runnin'  wild  about  the  place  a^ 
might  jest  as  well  'ave  never  been  born.     And  as  for  Francis 
Anthony,  the  'igh  pontiff  o'  Riversford,  wi's  big  altar-cloak 
embnded  for  'im  by  all  the  poor  skinny  spinsters  wot  ain't 
never  'ad  no  chance  to  marry-'e'd  see  all  the  children  blowed 
to  bits  under  the  walls  of  Jericho  to  the  sound  o'  the  trumpets 
afore  'e'd  touch  'em !    Talk  o'  saints  !-I'm  not  very  good  at 
unnerstannin'  that  kind  o'  folk,  not  seein'  myself  'owever  a 
samt  could  manage  to  get  on  in  this  mortal  wurrld;   but  I 
reckon  to  think  there's  a  tollable  imitation  o'  the  real  article 
m  Passon  Walden— the  jolly  sort  o'  saint,  o'  coorse,— not  the 
praym',  whinin',  snufim'  kind.     'E's  been  doin'  nothin'  but  good 
ever  since  'e  came  'ere.  which  m'appen  partly  from  'is  not 
bem  married.     If  'e'd  gotten  a  wife,  the  place  would  a'  been 
awsome  different.     Not  but  wot  'e  ain't  a  bit  cranky  over  'is 
flowers  'isself.     But  I'd  rather  'ave  'im  fussin'  round  than  a 
petticut  arter  me.     A  petticut  at  'ome's  enough,  an'  I  ain't 
coraplainm'  on  it,  though  it's  a  bit  breezy  sometimes,— but  a 
petticut  in  the  gard'nin'  line  would  drive  me  main  wild— it 
would  reely  now ! " 

And  still  smiling  with  perfect  complacency,  he  watched  the 
Maypole  being  carried  carefully  along  the  space  of  grass  left 
open  between  the  fruit  trees  on  either  side  of  the  orchard,  and 
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folmr"*  '*'  bright  patch  of  colour  and  the  children's  faces  a, 

^K   K  fv  f.    """P  °^  ^''"^  *^*^  ^"^^ered  the  'big  meado. 
wh,ch  Walden  generally  kept  clear  of  both  crops  and  cattle 
the  benefit  of  the  village  sports  and  pastim.  s. 

He  was  mdeed  the  only  land-owner  in  the  district  who  ea 
any  cons.deration  of  this  kind  to  the  needs  of  the  ^o'p, 
St.  Res  was  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  several  large  priva 
properties,    richly   wooded,    and   possessing   many^acre" 
ploughed  and  pasture  land,  but  there  was  no  public  right-of-w- 
across  any  smgle  one  of  them,  and  every  field,  every  woodla 
path,  every  tempting  dell  was  rigidly  fenced  and  guarded  fro, 
'vulgar'  mtrusion.     None  of  the  proprietors  of  These  estate 
however,  appeared  to  take  the  least  personal  joy  or  pr  ^i 
he.r  possessions.    They  were  for  the  most  part  awly  in  L^ndo 
for   the  season   or  abroad  'out'  of  the  season.-and  their  a 
tensive  woods  appeared  to  exist  chiefly  for  the  preservation 
game,  reared  solely  to  be  shot  by  a  few  idle  louts  o7  fashio 
dunng  September  and  October,  L  also  for  the  Invent 
and  support  of  a  certain  land  agent,  one  Oliver  Leach  who  cu 
down  fi,.e  old  timber  whenever  he  needed  money,  and  Though 
It  advisable  to  pocket  the  proceeds  of  such  devastVtion 

Scarcely  m  one  instance  out  of  a  hundred  did  the  actua 
owners  of  property  miss  the  trees  sufficiently  to  ask  wtat  hac 
become  of  them.     So  long  as  the  game  was  all  righ     the 
paid  little  heed  to  the  rest.     The  partridges  and  tL  phisai' 
thnved,  and  so  did  Mr.  Oliver  Lerch.     He  enjoye5.To^er 
the  greatest  unpopularity  of  any  man  in  the  idghUuS 
wMch  was  some  small  comfort  to  those  who  believed  inThe 
laws  of  compensation  and  justice.     Bainton  was  his  particular 
enemy  for  one,  and  Sainton's  master,  John  Walden,  fof  Mother 
His  long-practised  'knavish  tricks' and  the  malicious  deighi 
he  took  m  trying  to  destroy  or  disfigure  the  sylvan  beauty  o 
the  landscape  by  his  brutish  ignorance  of  the  art  of  fores^r^ 
combined  with  his  own  personal  greed,  were  beginnkgTo  be 
wel -known  m  St  Rest,  and  it  is  very  certain  t'hat^n  May 
morning,  when  the  youngsters  of  the  village  were  abroad  and 
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to  a  great  extent,  had  it  all  their  own  way,  (aided  and  abetted 
in  that  way  by  the  recognised  authority  of  the  place,  the 
minister  himself,)  he  would  never  have  dared  to  show  his  hard 
face  and  stiffly  upright  figure  anywhere,  lest  he  should  be  un- 
mercifully 'guyed '  without  a  chance  of  rescue  or  appeal. 

With  the  disappearance  of  the  Maypole  into  the  further 
meadow,  Bainton  likewise  disappeared  on  his  round  of  duty, 
which,  as  he  had  declared,  moved  him  '  in  sundry  places,'  and 
for  a  little  while  the  dove-like  spirit  of  Spring  brooded  in 
restful  silence  over  the  quiet  orchard  and  garden. 

The  singing  of  the  May-day  children  had  now  grown  so  faint 
and  far  as  to  be  scarcely  audible,— and  the  call  of  the  cuckoo 
shrilling  above  the  plaintive  murmur  of  the  wood  pigeons,  soon 
absorbed  even  the  echo  of  the  young  human  voices  passing 
away.  A  light  breeze  stiried  the  tender  green  grass,  shaking 
down  a  shower  of  pink  almond  bloom  as  it  swept  fan-like 
through  the  luminous  air,— a  skylark  half  lost  in  the  brilliant 
blue,  began  to  descend  earthwards,  flinging  out  a  sparkling 
fountain  of  music  with  every  quiver  of  his  jewe -like  wings,  and 
away  in  the  sheltered  shade  of  a  small  hazel  copse,  the  faint 
fluty  notes  of  a  nightingale  trembled  with  a  mysterious  sweet- 
ness suggestive  of  evening,  when  the  song  should  be  full. 

More  than  an  hour  elapsed,  and  no  living  being  entered  the 

seclusion  of  the  parson's  garden   save  Nebbie,   the  parson's 

rough  Aberdeen  terrier,  who,  appearing  suddenly  at  the  open 

study-window,  sniffed  at  the  fair  prospect  for  a  moment,  and 

then,  stepping  out  with  a  leisurely  air  of  proprietorship  lay 

down  on  the  grass  in  the  full  sunshine.     A  wise-looking  dog 

was  Nebbie,— though  few  would  have  thought  that  his  full 

name  was  Nebuchadnezzar.     Only  the  Reverend  John  knew 

that.     Nebbie  was  perfectly  aware  that  the  children  had  come 

with  the  Maypole,  and  that  his  master  had  accompanied  them 

to  the  big  meadow.     Nebbie  also  knew  that  presently  that 

same  master  of  his  would  return  again  to  make  the  circuit  of 

the  garden  in  the  company  of  Bainton,  according  to  custom,— 

and  as  he  stretched  his  four  hairy  paws  out  comfortably,  and 

blinked  his  brown  eyes  at  a  portly  blackbird  prodding  in  the 
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turf  for  a  worm  within  a  stone's  throw  nf  h,-,»  i, 
considering  ,vl,..her  it  would  ^:1„7k1  ZLIZ  "* 
:Z:t  -  «-.  .he,e  .wo  „,en  on  ...el;  ttl  l^r; 
a  »arn.  pleasant  morn.ng.    For  i.  was  a  dog's  real  iLl 

LtT^r  "'"'"'  '"  '■'  ""  "«'  P"*  «»^  suffiden7„tS 
Hon  for  the  can.ne  mind.     And  Nebbie   v»w„i„  • 

and  s...eHi^,  himself  a  li.tle  n,ortlo2d'bre;^  i^Z' 

r^?anTeT^w-ro;:r^"''^-" -<-•--"• 

"Nebbie!  Nebbie  I" 

Nebbie  was  nothing  if  not  thoroughbred  and  th^  vn.V 

..is  mo^  wi.h  excess  of  £  a"nd^n.h~Sr  """^^  °"'  " 

deep  in  the  bed  of  the  stream  ""'  '""'^ 

••.V,n.pheaOdoraa,>'_hem„a,ured,  in  the  yearning  tone  of 
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a  lover  addressing  his  beloved ;— "  Nymphea  Chromatclla 

now  I  wonder  if  I  shall  see  anything  of  them  this  year  I    The 
Aurora  Caroliniana  must  have  been  eaten  up  by  water-rats  I " 

Nebbie  uttered  a  short  bark.  The  faintest  whisixir  of 
'rats'  seriously  affected  his  nerves.  He  could  have  told  his 
master  many  a  harrowing  story  of  those  mischievous  creatures 
swimming  to  and  fro  in  the  peaceful  flood,  tearing  with  their 
sharp  teeth  at  the  lily  roots,  and  making  a  horrible  havoc  of 
all  the  most  perfect  buds  of  promise.  The  river  Rest  itself 
was  so  clear  and  bright  that  it  was  difficult  to  associate  rats 
with  its  silver  flowing,— yet  rats  there  were,  hiding  among  the 
osiers  and  sedges,  frightening  the  moorhens  and  reed-warblers 
out  of  their  little  innocent  lives.  Nebbie  caught  and  killed 
them  whenever  he  could,~but  he  had  no  particular  taste  for 
swimming,  and  he  was  on  rather  'strained  relations'  with  a 
pair  of  swans  who,  with  a  brood  of  cygnets  kept  fierce  guard 
on  the  opposite  bank  against  all  unwelcome  intrusion. 

His  careful  examination  of  the  lily  beds  done,  John  Walden 
sprang  back  again  from  the  pier  to  the  land,  and  there  hesi- 
tated a  moment.  His  eyes  rested  longingly  on  a  light  punt, 
which,  running  half  out  of  a  rustic  boathouse,  swayed 
suggestively  on  the  gleaming  water. 

"I  wish  I  had  time,—"  he  said,  half  aloud,  while  Nebbie 
wagging  his  tail  violently,  sat  waiting  and  expectant.  The 
river  looked  deliciously  tempting.  The  young  green  of  the 
Sliver  birches  drooping  above  its  shining  surface,  the  lights 
and  shadows  rippling  across  it  with  every  breath  of  air,— the 
skimming  of  swallows  to  and  fro,— the  hum  of  bees  among  the 
cowslips,  thyme  and  violets  that  were  pushing  fragrantly 
through  the  clipped  turf,— were  all  so  many  wordless 
mvitations  to  him  to  go  forth  into  the  fair  freedom  of  Nature. 

"The  green  trees  whispered  low  and  mild, 
It  was  a  sound  of  joy ! 
They  were  my  playmates  when  a  child. 
And  rocked  me  in  their  arms  so  wild  1 
Still  they  looked  on  me  and  smiled 
As  if  I  werft  a  boy  1 " 
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the  S^  oZ  r  '"^^  Longfellow  too,  the  despised  o, 
tJ  y  u'  °'^"'^'^'«'".-yet  coming  to  Walden's  men 
suddenly,  they  touched  a  chord  of  vivid  emotion. 

"And  still  they  whispered  soft  and  low  I 
Oh,  I  could  not  choose  but  go  | " 

he  hummed  half  under  his  breath,  and  then  with  a  deci, 

""ZTVT^'^r  ^^^  '^^"^-g  -er  towards  the  hous 
No,  Nebbie,  it's  no  use,"  he  said  aloud,  addressing 
four-footed  comrade,  who  thereupon  got  up'relurnTy". 
began  to  trot  pensively  beside  him-"  We  mustn't  be  ^ 
There  are  a  thousand  and  one  things  to  do.     There  is  din 
to  be  served  to  the  children  at  two  o'clock-there  is  M 
Keeley  to  cal    upon-there  are   the  school  accounts  to 
looked  into,-"  here  he  glanced  at  his  watch-"  Good  Heave, 
-how  time  flies !    It  is  half-past  eleven  I    I  shall  have  to  i 
■Bainton  later  on. ' 

He  hurried  his  steps  and  was  just  in  sight  of  his  stu 
window,  when  he  was  met  by  his  parlourmaid,  a  neat,  tr 

Rrur""!,"  T  "^  ''J°^''*^ '"  '^^  euphonious  name  of  Hesl 
Rockett,  and  who  said  as  she  approached  him : 

•  If  you  please,  sir,  Mrs.  Spruce." 

His  genial  face  fell  a  little,  and  he  heaved  a  short  sigh. 

Hest^/'*  V  "■"''  ^  ^^  V'"^  '-I  '"^-">  y^ry  well !  Show  her  I 
Hester  \  ou  are  sure  she  wants  to  see  me  ?  Or  is  it  her  a 
Kitty  she  is  after  ?  "  ® 

"Sh!'l!;dtf  "''k'!?"  ^'"^'  '''"  ""^P"^^  Hester  demurelj 
bhe  said  she  wished  to  see  you  very  particular." 

All  right !    Show  her  into  my  study,  and  afterwards  iu 

ZrZw   ?'  "^"A"^'^  ^^"  ^^'"^^  '  -»  -  hi-  whe 
least !"  '''  ''"'  ^  '^"'"''  ^''  °^  ""^^^  ^"  1^°"^  ^ 

..r^  fff  ^^^'"'  *^^"  ""''^^'  ^"^  «"*^^^^  '^^  house,  Nebbi 
sedately  following.  Arrived  in  his  own  quiet  sanctum,  he  tool 
off  his  soft  sloucl  ^d  hat  and  seated  himself  at  hi,  desk  with  ; 
composed  air  of  patient  attention,  as  the  door  was  opened  U 
admit  a  matronly-looking  lady  with  a  round  and  florid  coun 
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tenance,  clad  in  a  voluminous  black  gown,  and  wearing  a  some- 
what aggressive   black   bonnet,  '  tipped '  well   forward,  under 
which  her  grey  hair  wan  plastered  so  far  back  as  to  be  scarcely 
visible.    There  was  a  certain  aggrieved  dignity  about  her,  and 
a  generally  superior  tone  of  self-consciousness  even  in  the 
curtsey    which    she    dropped    respectfully,   as    she  returned 
WaldeAS  kindly  nod  and  glance. 
•'  Good-morning,  Mrs.  Spruce !  '• 
"  Good-morning,  sir  1    I  trust  I  see  you  well,  sir  ?  » 
"Thank  you,  Mrs.  Spruce,  I  am  very  well." 
"Which  is  a  mercy  indeed!"  said  Mrs.  Spruce  fervently; 
"  For  we  never  knows  from  one  day  to  another  whether  we' 
may  be  sound  or  crippled,  considering  the  diseases  which  now 
flies  in  the  air  with  the  dust   in   the   common   road,  as  the 
papers  tell  us,— and  dust  is  a  thing  we  cannot  prevent,  do 
what  we  may,  for  the  dust  is  there  by  the  will  of  the  Almighty 
Who  made  us  all  out  of  it." 
She  paused.    John  Walden  smiled  and  pointed  to  a  chair. 
"Won't  you  sit  down,  Mrs.  Spruce?" 
"Thank  you,  kindly,  sir!"  and  Mrs.   Spruce  accordingly 
plumped  into  the  seat  indicated  with  evident  relief  and  satis- 
faction.    "  I  will  confess  that  it  is  a  goodish  step  to  walk  on 
such  a  warm  morning." 

"Vou  have  come  straight  from  the  Manor?"  enquired 
Walden,  turning  over  a  te.f  papers  on  his  desk,  and  wondering 
within  himself  when  the  good  voman  was  going  to  unburden 
herself  of  her  business. 

"Straight  from  the  Manor,  sir,  yes,  — ^nd  such  a  heat 
and  moil  I  never  felt  on  any  May  morning,  which  is  most 
onwholesome,  I  am  sure.  A  cold  May  and  a  warm  June 
IS  what  I  prefers  myself,  — but  when  you  get  the  cuckoo 
and  the  nightingale  clicketin'  together  in  the  woods  on  the 
First  of  May,  you  can  look  out  for  quarrelsome  weather  at 
Midsummer,  leastways  so  I  have  heard  my  mother  often  say, 
and  she  was  considered  a  wise  woman  in  her  time,  I  do  assure 


you 


t» 


Here  Mrs.  Spruce  untied  her  bonnet-strings  and  flung  them 
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apart,— she  likewise  loosened  the  top  button  of  her  collar  ar 
heaved  a  deep  sigh.  Again  the  Reverend  John  smiled,  ar 
vaguely  balanced  a  penholder  on  his  fore-finper. 

"I  daresay  your  mother  was  quite  right,  Mrs.  Sprua 
Indeed,  I  believe  all  our  mothers  were  quite  right  in  the 
day.  All  the  same,  I'm  glad  it's  a  fine  May  morning,  f« 
the  children's  sakes.  They  are  all  down  in  the  big  meado 
having  a  romp  together.  Your  little  Kitty  is  with  then 
lookmg  as  bright  as  a  May  blossom  herself." 

Mrs.  Spruce  straightened  herself  up,  patted  her  ample  bosoi 
with  one  hand,  and  threw  her  bonnet-strings  still  further  back 

'•Kitty's  a  good  lass,"  she  said,  "though  a  bit  mettlesom 
and  wild;  but  I'm  not  saying  anything  again  her.  The  Lor 
forbid  that  I  should  run  down  my  own  flesh  and  blood !  Ai 
she's  better  than  most  gels  of  her  age.  I  wouldn't  grudge  he 
a  bit  of  fun  while  she's  got  it  in  her,— Heaven  knows  it'll  b 
soon  gone  out  of  her  when  she  marries,  which  nat'rally  she  wi 
do,  sooner  or  later.  Anyhow,  she's  all  I've  got,— which  is 
marvel  how  the  Lord  deals  with  some  of  us,  when  you  see 
little  chidester  of  a  woman  like  Adam  Frost's  wife  with  fifteei 
boys  and  girls,  and  me  with  only  one  nesh  maid." 

Walden  was  silent.  He  was  not  disposed  to  argue  on  sue! 
marvels  of  the  Lord's  way,  as  resulted  in  endowing  one  famil' 
with  fifteen  children,  and  the  other  with  only  a  single  sprout 
such  as  was  accorded  to  the  righteous  Jephthah,  judge  o 
Israel 

"Howsomever,"  continued  Mrs.  Spruce,  "Kitty's  welcom< 
to  jump  round  the  Maypole  till  she's  wore  her  last  pair  o 
boots  out,  if  so  be  it's  your  wish,  Mr.  Walden,— and  manj 
thanks  to  you,  sir,  for  all  your  kindness  to  her ! " 

"Don't  mention  it,  Mrs.  Spruce!"  said  Walden  amicably, 
and  then,  determining  to  bring  the  worthy  woman  sharply 
round  to  the  real  object  of  her  visit,  he  gave  a  side-glance  at 
the  clock.  "Is  there  anything  you  want  me  to  do  for  you 
this  morning  ?    I'm  rather  busy " 

"Beggin'  your  pardon,  I'm  sure,  sir,  for  troubling  you  at 
all !— knowin'  as  I  do  that  what  with  the  moithering  old  folks 
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land  the  maupsing  young  ones,  your  'ands  is  always  full.  But 
Iwhen  I  got  the  letter  this  morning,  I  says  to  my  husband, 
Iwilliam— '  Wir  am,'  says  I,  very  loud,  for  the  poor  creature's 
Igrowing  so  deaf  that  by  and  by  I  shall  be  usin'  a  p'lice  whistle 
Ito  make  him  'ear  me— •  William,'  says  I,  'there  is  only  one 
jman  in  this  village  who's  got  the  right  to  give  advice  when 
■advice  L.  asked  for.  Of  course  there's  no  call  for  us  to  follow 
jadvJce,  ev^n  when  we  gets  it,— howsomever,  it's  only  respect- 
jable  ^nr  decent  church-going  folks  to  see  the  minister  of  the 
Iparish  whenever  there's  any  fear  of  our  makin'  a  slip  of  our 
jsouls  and  goin'  wrong.  Therefore,  William,'  says  I,  shaking 
Ihim  by  the  arm  to  make  the  poor  silly  fool  understand  me, 
•it's  to  Passon  Walden  I'm  goin'  this  mornin'  with  this  letter] 
I— to  Passon  Walden,  d'ye  'ear?'  And  he  nodded  his  head 
jwise-like,  for  all  the  world  as  though  there  were  a  bit  of  sense 
lin  it,  (which  there  ain't),  and  agrees  with  me ;— for  the  Lord 
Iknows,  if  William  doesn't,  that  it  may  make  an  awsome  change 
Ifor  him  as  well  as  for  me.  And  I  do  confess  I've  been  took 
Iback." 

Following  as  best  he  could  the  entangled  thread  of  the 
lestimable  lady's  discourse,  Walden  grasped  the  fact,  albeit 
lyaguely,  that  some  unexpected  letter  with  unexpected  news  in 
lit  had  arrived  to  trouble  the  Spruces'  domestic  peace.  Sup- 
jpressin''  a  slight  yawn,  he  endeavoured  to  assume  the  proper 
I  show  ol  interest  which  every  village  parson  is  expected  to 
I  display  on  the  shortest  notice  concerning  any  subject,  from 
I  the  birth  of  the  latest  baby  parishioner,  to  the  death  of  the 
I  earliest  sucking  pig. 

"I'm  sorry  you're  in  trouble,  Mrs.  Spruce,"  he  said  kindly  j 
"What  letter  are  you  speaking  of?  You  see  I  don't  quite 
I  understand " 

"Which  ifs  not  to  be  expected  you  should,  sir!"  replied 
Mrs.  Spruce  with  an  air  of  triumph,— "  Considerin'  as  you 
I  weren't  here  when  she  left,  and  the  Manor  has  been  what  you 
:  may  call  a  stately  'ome  of  England  deserted  as  most  stately 
j  'omes  are,  for  more'n  ten  years,  you  couldn't  be  expected  to 
I  understand  I " 
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The  Reverend  John  looked  as  he  felt,  completely  mysi 
He  'wasn't  here  when  she  left'  Who  was  'she'?  Wii 
his  naturally  sweet  temper  he  began  to  feel  slightly  irritat 

"  Really,  Mrs.  Spruce,"  he  said,  endeavouring  to  thro 
inflection  of  sternness  into  his  mellow  voice,  "  I  must  asl 
to  explain  matters  a  little  more  clearly.  I  know  thai 
Manor  has  be  n  practically  shut  up  ever  since  I've  been 
—that  you  are  the  housekeeper  in  charge,  and  that 
husband  is  woodman  or  forester  there,— but  beyond  t 
know  nothing.  So  you  must  not  talk  in  riddles,  Mrs.  Spr 
—here  his  kind  smile  shone  out  again—"  Even  as  a  boy  i 
never  good  at  guessing  them  !    And  I  am  getting  old  now 

"So  you  are,  sir— so  you  are!"  agreed  Mrs.  Sj 
sympathetically;  "And  'tis  a  shame  for  me  to  come  wo; 
of  you,— for  no  one  more  truly  than  myself  can  feel  pity  fc 
weariness  of  the  flesh,  when  'tis  just  a  burden  to  the  bones 
no  pleasure  in  the  carryin'  of  it,  though  you  don't  put  i 
of  it  on,  Passon  Walden,  you  don't,  I  do  assure  you !  Bi 
Gospel  truth  that  some  folks  wears  thin  like  a  knife,  i 
others  wears  thick  like  a  pig,  and  there  is  no  stopping  thei 
either  way  bein'  the  Lord's  will,— but  I'm  feelin'  real  ok 
myself  to  have  put  you  about,  Passon,  only  as  I  said, 
been  took  back,— and  here's  the  letter,  sir,  which  if  you 
kindly  glance  your  hi  over,  you  will  tell  me  whether  I've  . 
the  right  thing  to  call  on  my  way  down  here  and  get 
couple  of  scrubbers  at  eighteen-pence  a  day,  which  is  i 
but  they  won't  come  for  less,  jest  to  get  some  of  the  rough 
off  the  floors  afore  polishin',  which  polishin'  will  have  t( 
done  whether  we  will  or  no,  for  the  boards  are  solid  oak, 
bein'  ancient  take  the  shine  quickly,  which  is  a  mercy,  for 
day  week  is  none  too  far  off",  seein'  all  that's  put  upon 
suddint."  ^ 

Here,  being  short  of  breath,  she  paused,  and  fumbling 
large  black   calico   pocket  which   hung  loosely  at  her  i 
attached  to  her  ample  waist  by  a  string,  she  drew  out 
great  care  a   rather   large,  square-looking   missive,  and 
rising  from  her  chair  with  much  fluttering  of  her  black  g 
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and  mysterious  creaking  sound,  as  of  tight  under-wcar  strained 
to  breaking  point,  she  held  it  out  toward  VValden,  who  had, 
during  her  last  oratorical  outburst  unconsciously  put  his  hand 
to  his  head  in  a  daze  of  bewildermei.t. 

"There  is  the  letter,  sir,"  she  continued,  in  the  tone  of  one 
who  should  say:  'There  is  the  warrant  for  execution' — 
"  'Short  and  sweet,'  as  the  farmer's  wife  said  when  she  ate  the 
pig's  tail  what  dropped  off  while  the  animal  was  a-roastin'." 

Allowing  this  brilliant  simile  to  pass  without  comment, 
Walden  took  the  thick,  creamy-white  object  she  offered  and 
found  himself  considering  it  with  a  curious  disfavour.  It 
was  a  strictly  '  fashionable'  make  of  envelope,  and  was  ad- 
dressed in  a  particularly  bold  and  assertive  hand-writing  to 
Mrs.  Spruce, 
Housekeeper, 

Abbot's  Manor, 
St.  Rest. 
Opening  it,  the  Reverend  John  read  as  follows : 

•'  Miss  Vancourt  begs  to  inform  Mrs.  Spruce  that  she  will 
arrive  at  Abbot's  Manor  on  the  7th  inst,  to  remain  there  in 
residence.  Mrs.  Spruce  is  requested  to  engage  the  necessary 
household  servants,  as  Miss  Vancourt  will  bring  none  except 
the  groom  in  charge  of  her  two  hunters." 

Over  and  over  again  Walden  read  this  curt  and  common- 
place note,  with  a  sense  of  irritation  which  he  knew  was 
perfectly  absurd,  but  which,  nevertheless,  defied  all  reason. 

The  paper  on  which  it  was  written  was  thick  and  satiny, 

and  there  was  a  faint  artificial  odour  of  violets  about  it  which 
annoyed  him.  He  hated  scented  notepaper.  Deliberately 
he  replaced  it  in  its  envelope,  and  holding  it  for  a  moment 
as  he  again  studied  the  superscription,  he  addressed  the 
expectant  Mrs.  Spruce,  who  had  re-seated  herself  and  was 
waiting  for  him  to  speak. 

"Well,  Mrs.  Spruce,  I  don't  think  you  need  any  advice 
from  me  on  such  a  simpl  matter  as  this,"  he  said  slowly. 
"Your  duty  is  quite  plain.  You  must  obey  orders.  Miss 
Vancourt  is,  I  suppose,  the  mistress  of  Abbot's  Manor?" 
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She  ...  «,r,-of  cou  ,c  «  all  l.eIong,  to  Mm  Maryllia- 

Miss what?"    interrupted    Walden.    with    a    ludi 

lightening  of  his  dark  blue  eyes. 

Ma-rll-yer/"  cxplauied    Mrs.  Spruce  with  considera 

pomposity;    "Many    folk,    never    gets    it    right-Twa 

knowledge  and  practice.     But  if  yoJ  remember  the  picTu 

n  the  gallery  at  the  Manor,  si,  you  may  call  to  mind'one 

the  ancestresses  of  the  Vancourts.  painted  in  a  vi'let  veh 

ntrhtMr^'l^'t;  r  '""^'"'^^'^P'-"^  '^^  --  -i 
he?  ?hi^  Z^Ji^  ^"^"'^'^f  ^"  V«'«"«^0"rf  and  it  was  af, 
her  hat  the  old  Squ.re  called  his  daughter  Maryllia.  roll 
U.e  two  fust  names.  Mary  Elia.  into  one,  as  it  wereJuT 
make  a  name  what  none  of  his  forebears  had  ever  had.  I 
was  a  queer  man.  the  old  Squire-he  wouldn't  a-cared  wheth 
the  name  was  Christian  or  heathen." 

"I    suppose    not."   said    the    Reverend   John    carelessi 
r«.ng  and  pushing  back  hi,  chair  with  a  slightly  t^ 
g«»ture;  whereupon   Mrs.   Spruce   rose   too.  and  stoS   • 
a  tent.on  •  her  loosened   bonnet-strings  flying  and  h«  lar 
black  cahco  pocket  well  in  evidence  to'the  front  of  her  skirt^ 

fron,    h       k'T  ^T'  ^"-  ^P'"^^'"  *"^  "   «he  took  i 

from    h,s    hand  w.th  a  curtsey   he    continued:  "There    i 

ev,dently  nothmg  for  it  but  to  get  the  house  in  order  by  th 

day  appomted  and  do  your  best  to  please  the  lady.    I  can  quU^ 

understand  that  you  feel  a  little  worried  at  havL  to  prepar 

muThZ  'I  '"^"^  ?"'  unexpectedly.-but  afte^al     yo 

old  home  was  likely  to  happen  at  any  time  " 

ally' "No  ^r"'  ^'^;  ""J"  ^'''"'^  ^"-  Spn'ce  emphatic 

was  jest  a  slip  of  fifteen  and  her  uncle,   the  Squire's  own 

h""  ile  ri^  Y  T"^^'  ^"^'"^"-^  heiress'rh'sor 
thm  like  a  hundred  million  of  money,  so  I'm  told,  took  her 
straight  away  and  adopted  her  like,  knd  the  reg'kr  pay  for 
keepm'  up  the  Manor  and  grounds  has  been^sent^*^  us 
through  a  Bank,  and  so  far  we've  got  nothin'  to  compll  of 


is-L.x',.  'i.'jsciji.  z/mLaasa 


■t  y  'i:ryir~(i.i<ix'w:^im.. 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  37 

bein'all  storlctly  honourable  JK>th  way.,  but  of  Mis,  Vancourt 
we  never  heard  a  thing.  And  Mr.  Oliver  Leach  he  is  the 
agent  of  the  property,  and  he  ain't  never  wid  a  word.-and 
we  think,  me  and  my  husband,  that  he  don't  know  nothin'  of 
her  comm  back  and  should  we  tell  him,  sir?  Or  would  you 
reckon  that  we'd  better  keep  a  still  tongue  in  our  heads  till 
nh.  do  come?  For  there',  no  knowin'  why  or  wherefore  she^ 
comm'.--though  we  did  hear  her  poor  uncle  died  two  years 

uV^  "n-  ''°"***'''^  ''^^'^  *^^  *"^  "^^  ^"nt  with  the 
hundred  million  was  got  to-but  mebbe  she'll  change  her 
mmd  and  not  come,  after  all  ?  "  ^ 

"I  should  certainly  not  count  upon  that,  if  I  were  you  Mrs 
Spruce,"  sa.d  VValden  decisively;  "  Your  business  isTo*  keep 
everything  m  order  for  the  lady's  arrival;  but  I  don't  think  - 
I  really  don't  thmk,  you  are  at  all  bound  to  inform  Mr 
Oliver  Uach  of  the  matter.  He  will  no  doubt  (Ind  out  2 
himself,  or  receive  h.s  orders  direct  from  Miss  Vancourt  •' 
Here  he  paused  •«  How  old  did  you  say  she  was  whers he 
went  away  from  home?" 

welk'^ltTtheS  ''^"'  r  "'?^  '^^^^"  '''''  ^«°'Hust  one 

rr.    •       cu  ,  ^  ^""^'*''  ^"^  *  y^^'  ^'■o'e  yo"  came 

here  sir.     She's  gettin'  on  for  seven-and-twenty  now." 

Quite  a  woman  then."  said  Walden  lightly;  "Old  enough 

to  know  her  own  mind  at  any  rate.     Do  you  remember  her  ?" 

"Perfectly  well.  sir,-a  little  flitterin' creature  all  eyes  and 

hair,  with  a  saucy  way  of  tossin'  her  curls  about.  andTtrkk 

of  singin'  and  shoutin'  all  over  the  place.     She  used  to  clh^b 

cones.  Oh,  yes.  sir,  she  was  a  terrible  child  to  rule,  and  it's 
Gospel  truth  there  was  no  ruling  her,  for  the  governesses  came 
and  went  hke  the  seasons,  one  in,  t'other  out.  Ay  but  t^e 
Lord  knows  I'll  never  forget  the  scream  she  gave  when  the 
Sqmre  was    brought   home    from    the   huntin'g    field  "tone 

Here  John  .Walden  turned  his  head  towards  her  with  an 
air  of  more  interest  than  he  had  yet  shown. 
"Ah  !— How  was  that?"  he  enquired. 
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^^  •'fie  was  killed  jumpin'  a  fence;"  went  on  Mrs.  Spnice; 
"A  fine,  handsome  gentleman,  -they  say  he'd  been  wild  in 
his  youth ;  anyhow  he  got  married  in  London  to  a  great  Court 
beauty,   so  I've  been    told.     And  after    the  wedding,  they 
went  travelling  all  over  the  world  for  a  year  and  a  half,  and 
just  when  they  was  expected  'ome  Mrs.  Vancourt  died  with 
the  birth  of  the  child,  and  he  and  the  baby  and  the  nurses 
all  came  back  here  and  he  never  stirred  away  again  himself 
till  death  took  him  at  full  gallop,— which  is  'ow  he  always 
wished  to  die.     But  poor  Miss  Maryllia— "    And  Mrs.  Spruce 
sighed  dolefully— "'Twas  hard  on  her,  seein'  him  ride  off  so 
gay  and  well  and  cheery  in  the  early  mornin'  to  be  brought 
home  afore  noon  a  corpse !     Ay,  it  was  an  awsome  visitation 
of  the  Lord !    Often  when  the  wind  goes  wimblin*  through  the 
pines  near  the  house  I  think  .   .ar  her  shriek  now,— ay,  sir  !— 
it  was  like  the  cry  of  somethin'  as  was  havin'  its  heart  tore 
out!" 

Walden  stood  very  silent,   listening.     This  narrative  was 
new  to  him,  and  even  Mrs.  Spruce's  manner  of  relating  it  was 
not  without  a  certain  rough  eloquence.     The  ancient  history 
of  the  Vancourts  he  knew  as  well  as  he  knew  the  priceless 
archaeological  value  of  their  old  Manor-house  as  a  perfect  gem 
of  unspoilt  Tudor  architecture,— but  though  he  had  traced 
the  descent  of  the  family  from  Robert  Priaulx  de  Vaignecourt 
of  the  twelfth  century  and  his  brother  Osmonde  Priaulx  de 
Vaignecourt  who  had,  it  was  rumoured,  founded  a  monastery 
in  the  neighbourhood,  and  had  died  during  a  pilgrimage  to 
the  Holy   Land,  he  had  ceased  to  follow  the  genealogical 
tree  with  much  attention  or  interest  when  the  old  Norman 
name  of  De  Vaignecourt  had  degenerated  into  De  Vincourt 
and  finally  in  the  time  of  James  i.  had  settled  down  into 
Vancourt.     Yet  there  was  a  touch  of  old-worid  tragedy  in 
Mrs.    Spruce's  modern    history  of   the  young   girl's    shriek 
when  she  found   herself   suddenly  fatherless    on  that  fatal 
hunting  morning.  ^ 

"And  now,"  continued  Mrs.  Spruce,  coaxing  one  bonnet- 
string  at  a  time  off  each  portly  shoulder  with  considerable 
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difficulty;  "I  s'pose  I  must  be  goin',  Passon  Walden,  and 
thank  you  kindly  for  all !     It's  a  great  weight  off  my  mind 
to  have  told  you  just  what's  'appened,  an'  the  changes  likely 
to  come  off,  and  I  do  assure  you  I'm  of  your  opinion,  Passon, 
in  letting  Oliver  Leach  shift  for  himself,  for  if  so  be  Miss 
Vancourt  has  the  will  of  her  own  she  had  when  she  was  a  gel, 
I  shouldn't  wonder  if  there  was  rough   times  in  store  for 
him !     But  the  Lord  only  knows  what  may  chance  to  all  of 
us!"  and  here  she  heaved  another  dismal  sigh  as  she  tied 
the  refractory  bonnet-strings  into  a  bow  under  her  fat  chin. 
"It's  right-down  sinful  of  me  to  be  wishin'  rough  times  to 
any  man,  seein'  I'm  likely  in  for  them  myself,  for  a  person's 
bound  to  be  different  at  nigh  seven-and-twenty  to  what  she 
was  at  fifteen,  and  the  modern  ways  of  leddies  ain't  old  ways, 
the  Lord  be  merciful  to  us  all !    And  I  do  confess,  Passon, 
it's  a  bit  upsettin'  at  my  time  of  life  to  think  as  how  I've 
lived  in  Abbot's  Manor  all  these  years,  and  now  for  all  I  can 
tell,  me  and  William  may  have  to  shift.     And  where  we'll  go, 
the  Lord  only  knows ! " 

"Now  don't  anticipate  misfortune,  Mrs.  Spruce!"  said 
Walden,  beginning  to  shake  off  the  indescribable  feeling  of 
annoyance  against  which  he  had  been  fighting  for  the  past 
few  minutes  and  resuming  his  usual  quiet  air  of  cheerfulness; 
"  Miss  Vancourt  is  not  likely  to  dismiss  you  unless  you  offend 
her.  The  great  thing  is  to  avoid  offence,— and  to  do  even 
more  than  your  strict  duty  in  making  her  old  home  look  its 

best  and  brightest  for  her  return  and "    Here  he  hesitated 

for  a  moment,  then  went  on "  Of  course  if  I  can  do  anything 

to  help  you,  I  will." 

"Thank  you,  sir,  I'm  sure  most  kindly,"  said  Mrs.  Spruce 
curtseying  two  or  three  times  in  a  voluminous  overflow  of 
gratitude.  "I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  asking  you  to  step 
up  during  the  week,  to  see  how  things  appears  to  you  yourself. 
And  as  for  servants,  there's  no  gels  old  enough  at  the  school 
for  servants,  so  I'll  be  goin'  to  Riversford  with  the  carrier's 
cart  to-morrow  to  see  what  I  can  do.  Ah,  it's  an  awsome 
mission  I'm  goin'  on;  there  ain't  no  gels  to  be  got  of  the 
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old  kind,  as  far  as  I  can  make  nut     tu        n 

Wai^n  hl„" '^^  "  "»••  '  "•■"";  ""•  Spacer  ta„gh«, 
out,  a,  ;  broad  hinftLfl  ^'  °'  *'  ""'*>'  f"  her  to  pass 

girls  in  Engtad  r^vtdt  n   """^  '"""""<»"■  '■""%™' 

teach  ^«,    .„yu,i       in    ,ha,    CTVn^'"''  ™  »"«  «» 
Spruce  1"  *  '    ™"    Good  -  morning,   Mre. 

coZtr^r!;,:!^--'/™'''  ""'  -"  "^  «>»  Man.  When 
-if!  Mts|j;.^.r  '^"'  "•     Whenever  convenient  to  ,our. 

i4i.'rw^ich'r';^p,!Si";r  ^r «"  -"  °™ 

slowly  sidled  out.  the  p!Z:  ^^™ '  '"'  '™'™«.  >"<! 
she  tA>„ed  doTO  the  iJ^Z V  ™?'"*  '"'  "'*  "  ™«'  "^ 
■ed  to  the  kitchen  »d  CTenr     '        '  *"  "  """  ""'" 

andrcit"hrsa1S''to1'i„tlf''"Arh'^  "„«'"« 
herself  to  be  sure  I    Bless  thH!  v      "^  *°  """  '"W 

No  wonder  her  hushed  ^  de^T""""  "^  "  '^'^  *=  ""s  I 

He  re-seated  himself  at  his  de.1  .„j  .  i  • 
of  accounts  connected  wi  hTh.    u  '  ^  '^'"«  "P  »  '"'"die 
to  fix  his  attendon  on  them  b^t  if Z'  "2^  *'  '*"'•  "'"i 
He  was  obliged  to  own  to  himXh«  ^"  ""^  ""^"«'- 
irritated  at  the  news  A«  ak^?  ..       ""  "^  ""feasonably 

long  a  sort  of  u:';Su^e^  ^h™"  tl*"°''  "'""'  ""^  '«'"  " 
habited,_«,d.  bv  one  wh^  ,^..  '.     ?'^''  ""^  >8»io  to  be  in- 

«nce  he  had  L^'t  Il;^fl%rT  T.  ^" 
accustomed  to  lake  manv  ^i,?^  ^  "*  ''«  lad  been 
wood.  5un„undi»  A^L^'^  "'"^}'  *""■«"  *'  '""'ly 
Of  being  consid^  a  nTrse?  ^^Tl"!^^""'  "^^  "^ 
through  the  wide,  old-faST^         .'"'*  ""  «""«* 

« though  they  >Jtt':^:^^t!:TM.^t  '"'n-' 

..ousekeeper  being  the  last  1«,so„  inXtori^.o'rb^  '^ 
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minister  to  enter  wherever  he  would.    He  had  passed  lone 
hours  of  delightful  research  in  the  old  library,  and  many 
afternoons  of   meditation    in  the  picture-gallery,   where  the 
portrait  of  the  lady  in  the  'vi'let  velvet,'  Mary  Elia  Adelgisa 
de  Vaignecourt,  had  often  caught  his  eye  and  charmed  his 
fancy  when  the  settmg  sun  had  illumined  its  rich  colouring 
and  had  given  life  to  the  face,  half-petulant,  half-sweet,  which 
pouted  forth  from  the  old  canvas  like  a  rose  with  light  on  its 
petals.    Now  all  these  pleasant  rambles  were  finished.     The 
mistress  of  Abbot's  Manor  would  certainly  object  to  a  wander- 
mg  parson  m  her  house  and  grounds.     Probably  she  was  a 
very  imperious,  disagreeable  young  woman.-full  of  the  liaht 

'!r:..  f/  f"'T'"'  *"^  "'^'"P  ^'^'^"^  <^o«""on  to  L 
smart    lady  of  a  decadent  period,  and  if  it  were  true  that 

she  had  been  for  so  many  years  in  the  charge  of  an  American 

r/r''*  '..'"Jl'^^  '"""°"^'  '""^  -»>-Swere  tenTo^ 
that  she  would  be  an  exceedingly  unpleasant  neighbour. 
He  gave  a  short  impatient  sigh. 

of'll!tV'*''MV"'^*'T  '•'"''•"  P"**  '^''P  t°  the  felling 
of  the  fine  old  trees  m  her  domain."  he  said  half  aloud.-- 

If  rio  one  else  in  the  village  has  the  pluck  to  draw  her 

attention  to  the  depredations  of  Oliver  Leach.  I  will     But. 

so  far  as  other  matters  go,-my  walks  in  the  Manor  woods 

the  faithful  animal,  who.  with  inborn  sagacity  instinctively 
guessing  that  his  master  was  somewhat  annoyed,  was  clamber- 
ing with  caressing  forepaws  against  his  knee.  "Our  rambles 
by  the  big  elms  and  silvery  birches  and  under  the  beautiful 
tall  pmes  are  over.  Nebbie!  and  we  shouldn't  be  human  if  we 

rn7.hr  T^t  f'"^ '  ^"  """^^^^  ^'PP'"  '^  »>-d  enough  « 
a  neighbour,  but  he's  a  good  three  miles  off  at  Badsworth  Hall 

thank  Heaven  !-whereas  Abbot's  Manor  is  but  a  quarter  of 

tt  /"  7f^  l^'"^^''  T''  "^'''^  ^^  pleasant  times  in 
the  dear  old-fashioned  gardens.  Nebbie.  you  and  I.  but  it's  all 
over      The  mistress  of  the  Manor  is  coming  homUand  I'm 

Srr''KTJ!:'ii'^'''^-^^^''  °^^  boy,-!positively"rtL" 
that  we  shall  both  detest  her  r  /  ^luun 


I 
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CHAPTER  III 


WHEN  England's  great  Queen,  Victoria  the  Good,  was 
still  enjoying  her  first  happy  years  of  wedded  life, 
and  society,  under  her  gentle  sway,  was  less  ostentatious  and 
much  more  sincere  in  its  code  of  ethics  than  it  is  nowadays, 
the  village  of  St.  Rest,  together  with  the  adjacent  post-town 
of   Riversford,  enjoyed    considerable  importance  in  county 
chronicles.     Very  great   'county  personages'  were  daily  to 
be  seen  comporting  themselves  quite  simply  among  their  own 
tenantry,  and  the  Riversford  Hunt  Ball  annually  gathered 
together  a  veritable  galaxy  of  '  fair  women  and  brave  men ' 
who  loved  their  ancestral  homes  better  than  all  the  dazzle 
and  movement  of  town,  and  who  possessed  for  the  most 
part  that  'sweet  content'  which  gives  strength  to  the  body 
and   elasticity  to    the    mind.     There  was    then    a    natural 
gaiety  and  spontaneous  cheerfubiess  in  English  country  life 
that  made  such  a  life  good  for  human  happiness;    and  the 
jolly  Squires  who  with  their  'dames'  kept  open  house  and 
celebrated  Harvest  Home  and  Christmas  Festival  with  all 
the  buoyancy  and  vigour  of  a  sane  and  healthful  manhood 
undeteriorated  by  any  sickly  taint  of  morbid  pessimism  and 
indifferent  inertia,  were  the  beneficent  rulers  of  a  merrier  rural 
population  than  has  ever  been  seen  since  their  day.      Squire 
Vancourt  the  elder,  grandfather  of  the  present  heiress  of  Abbot's 
Manor,  had  been  a  splendid  specimen  of  '  the  fine  old  English 
gentleman,  all  of  the  olden  time,'  and  his  wife,  one  of  the 
handsomest,  as  well  as  one  of  the  kindest-hearted  women  that 
ever  lived,  had  been  justly  proud  of  her  husband,  devoted  to 
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her  children,  and  a  true  friend  and  benefactress  to  the  neigh- 
bourhood.    Her  four  sons,  two  of  whom  were  twins,  all  great 
strapping  lads,  built  on  their  vigorous  father's  model,  were  con- 
sidered the  best-looking  young  men  in  the  county,  and  by  their 
fond  mother  were  judged  as  the  best-hearted  ;  but,  as  it  often 
happens,  Nature  was  freakish  in  their  regard,  and  turned  them 
all  out  wild  colts  of  a  baser  breed  than  might  have  been  expected 
from  their  unsullied  parentage.    The  eldest  took  to  hard  drink- 
ing and  was  killed  at  steeple-chasing ;  the  second  was  drowned 
while  bathing;  one  of  the  twins,  named  Frederick,  the  younger 
by  a  few  minutes,  after  nearly  falling  into  unnameable  depths 
of  degradation  by  gambling  with  certain  'noble  and  exalted' 
personages  of  renown,  saved  himself,  as  it  were,  by  the  skin 
of  his  teeth,  through  marriage  with  a  rich  American  girl  whose 
father  was  blessed  with  unlimited  oil-mines.     He  was  thereby 
enabled  to  wallow  in  wealth  with  an  impaired  digestion  and 
shattered  nervous  power,  while  capricious  Fate  played  him  her 
usual  trick  in  her  usual  way  by  denying  him  any  heirs  to  his 
married  millions.     His  first-born  brother,  Robert,  wedded  for 
love,  and  chose  as  his  mate  a  beautiful  girl  without  a  penny, 
whose  grace  and  charm  had  dazzled  the  London  world  of 
fashion  for  about  two  seasons,  and  she  had  died  at  the  age  of 
twenty  in  giving  birth  to  her  first  child,  the  girl  whom  her 
father  had  named  Maryllia. 

All  these  chances  and  change^  <"  life,  however,  occurring 
to  the  leading  family  of  the  neighbourhood  had  left  very  little 
mark  on  St.  Rest,  which  drowsed  under  the  light  shadow  of  the 
eastern  hills  by  its  clear  flowing  river,  very  much  as  it  had 
always  drowsed  in  the  old  days,  and  very  much  as  it  would 
always  do  even  if  London  and  Paris  were  consumed  by  unsus- 
pected volcanoes.  The  memory  of  the  first  '  old  Squire,'— who 
died  peacefully  in  his  bed  all  alone,  his  wife  having  passed  away 
two  years  before  him,  and  his  two  living  twin  sons  being  absent, 
—was  frequently  mixed  with  stories  of  the  other  'old  Squire* 
Robert,  the  elder  twin,  who  was  killed  in  the  hunting  field,— 
.".nd  indeed  it  often  happened  that  some  of  the  more  ancient 
and  garrulous  villagers  were  not  at  all  sure  as  to  which  was 
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which.  The  Manor  had  been  shut  up  for  ten  years, — the  Manor 
•family'  had  not  been  heard  of  during  all  that  period,  and 
the  tenantry's  recollection  of  their  late  landlord,  as  well  as  of 
his  one  daughter,  was  more  vague  and  confused  than  authentic 
The  place  had  been  '  managed '  and  the  cottage  rents  collected 
by  the  detested  agent  Oliver  Leach,  a  fact  which  did  not 
sweeten  such  remembrance  of  the  Vancourts  as  still  existed 
in  the  minds  of  the  people. 

However,  nothing  in  the  general  aspect  and  mental  attitude 
of  the  village  had  altered  very  much  since  the  early  thirties, 
except  the  church.  That  from  a  mere  ruin,  had  under  John 
W.lden's  incumbency  become  a  gem  of  architecture,  so 
unique  and  perfect  as  to  be  the  wonder  and  admiration 
of  all  who  beheld  it,  and  whereas  in  the  early  Victorian 
reign  a  few  people  stopped  at  Riversford  because  it  was 
a  county  town  and  because  there  was  an  inn  there  where 
they  could  put  up  their  horses,  so  a  few  people  now  went 
to  SL  Rest,  because  there  was  a  church  there  worth  look- 
ing at  They  came  by  train  to  Riversford  where  the  railway 
line  stopped,  and  then  took  carriage  or  cycled  the  sever 
miles  between  that  town  and  St.  Rest  to  see  the  church; 
and  having  seen  it,  promptly  went  back  again.  For  one  of 
the  great  charms  of  the  little  village  hidden  under  the  hills 
was  that  no  tourist  could  stay  a  night  in  it,  unless  he  or  she 
took  one  spare  room — there  was  only  one — at  the  small  public- 
house  which  sneaked  away  up  round  a  corner  of  the  street 
under  an  archway  of  ivy,  and  pushed  its  old  gables  through 
the  dark  enshrouding  leaves  with  a  half-surprised,  half-pro- 
pitiatory air,  as  though  somewhat  ashamed  of  its  own  existence. 
With  the  exception  of  this  one  room  in  this  one  public-house, 
there  was  no  accommodation  for  visitors.  Never  will  the  rash 
cyclist  who  ventured  once  to  appeal  to  the  sexton's  wife  for 
rooms  in  her  cottage,  forget  the  brusqueness  of  his  reception  : 

"  Rooms ! "  And  Mrs.  Frost,  setting  her  arms  well  akimbo, 
surveyed  the  enquirer  scornfully  through  an  open  doorway, 
rendered  doubly  inviting  by  the  wealth  of  roses  clambering 
round  it      "  Be  otf,  young  man !    Where  was  you  a-comin' 
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to?  D'ye  think  a  woman  wi'  fifteen  great  boys  and  girls  in 
an'  out  of  the  'ouse  all  day,  'as  rooms  for  payin'  guests!" 
And  here  Mrs.  Frost,  snorting  at  the  air  in  irrepressible 
disdain,  actually  snapped  her  fingers  in  her  would-be  lodger's 
face.     "  Rooms  indeed  I     Go  to  Brighting ! " 

Whereupon  the  abashed  wheelman  went,  —  whether  to 
Brighton,  as  the  irate  lady  suggested,  or  to  a  warmer  place 
unmentionable,  history  sayeth  not.  But  St.  Rest  remained, 
as  its  name  implied,  restful,— and  the  barbaric  yell  of  the 
cheap  tripper,  together  with  the  ecjually  barbaric  scream  of  the 
cheap  tripi)er's  'young  lady'  echoed  chiefly  through  modern- 
ised and  vulgarised  Riversford,  where  there  were  tea-rooms 
and  stufly  eating-houses  and  bad  open-air  concerts,  such  as 
trippers  and  their  '  ladies '  delight  in,— and  seldom  disturbed 
the  tranquil  charm  of  the  tiny  mediaival  village  dear  to  a  certain 
few  scholars,  poets  and  antiquarians  who,  through  John 
Walden,  had  gradually  become  acquainted  with  this  'priceless 
bit'  as  they  termed  it,  of  real  'old'  England,  and  who  almost 
feared  to  mention  its  existence  even  in  a  whisper,  lest  it 
should  be  'swarmed  over'  by  enquiring  Yankees,  searching 
for  those  everlasting  ancestors  who  all  managed  so  cleverly  to 
cross  the  sea  together  in  one  boat,  the  Mayflower. 

There  is  something  truly  pathetic  as  well  as  droll  in  the 
anxiety  of  every  true  American  to  prove  himself  or  herself  an 
offshoot  from  some  old  British  root  of  honour  or  nobility.     It 
would  be  cruel  to  laugh  at  this  instinct,  for  after  all  it  is  only 
the  passionate  longing  of  the  Prodigal  Son  who,  having  eaten 
of  the  husks  that  the  swine  did  eat,  experienced  such  an  indi- 
gestion at  last,  that  he  said  '  I  will  arise  and  go  to  my  father.' 
And  it  is  quite  possible    that    an    aspiring    Trans-Atlantic 
millionaire    yearning  for  descent   more   than  dollars,   would 
have  managed  to   find   tracks  of  a   Mayflower  pedigree  in 
St  Rest,  a  place  of  such  antiquity  as  to  be  able  to  boast  a 
chivalric   'roll  of  honour'  once  kept  in  the  private  museum 
at   Badsworth    Hall    before   the    Badsworth    family    became 
extinct,  but  now,  thanks  to  Walden,  rescued  from  the  modem 
clutch  of  the  Hall's  present  proprietor,  Sir  Morton  Pipi)itt, 
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and  carefully  preserved  in   an   iron   box  locked  up  in  the 
church,  along  with  other  documents  of  value  belonging  to 

uchTnir°K  °^;  ^"  '^''  '''''  '"^^"^^d  '^'  "^">^  of 
h»?K  M^  gentlemen  once  resident  in  the  district,  who 
had  held  certam  possessions  in  France  at  the  accession  of 

nfZ7  ";  V^^'  .^^''^''  '^^  '™"  °f  honour'  there  were 
other  valuable  records  having  to  do  with  the  Anglo-French 
campaigns  m  the  time  of  King  John,  and  much  concerning 

I':  Wa^Tf^kir  ^"'  ''''''''-'  ^'^  '-'  P-  ^" 

th.^r''""  '!;^-'"'  ''*'  °^'""°"''  °'  '■"^^'■^^'•"e  '"^"er  respecting 
the  village  audits  surroundings  had  been  patiently  ferreted  out 
by  John  Walden,  who  had  purchased  the  Hving  partly  because 
he  knew  it  to  be  a  veritable  mine  for  antiquariaVresearrh  and 
one  .kely  to  afford  him  inexhaustible  occupation  and  de  ight 
But  there  were,  of  course,  other  reasons  for  his  settling  down  in 

which"  to  hV^'  '"  'T  ''^  '"^^  '^""^^  °^  -en.-reasons 
which    to  his  own  mind,  were  perfectly  natural  and  simple 

though  on  account  of  his  innate  habit  of  reticence,  and  dis 

inchnation  to  explain  his  motives  to  others,  they  were  by  some 

supposed  to  be  mysterious.     In  his  youth  he  had  been  one  of 

hin    uT'  ^""^  P'°'"'''"S  °^  U"^^^"'^y  s^^holars,  and  all 
those  who  had  assisted  to  fit  him  for  his  career  in  the  Church 

Bishop  before  he  was  thirty;  others  considered  that  he  would 
probably  content  himself  with  being  the  most  intellectuaT^d 
mcisive  preacher  of  his  time.  But  he  turned  out  to  be  neither 
one  nor  the  other.  A  certain  Henry  Arthur  Brent,  his  fellow 
student  at  College  and  five  years  his  senior,  had,  with  appa  enT 
ease,  outstripped  him  in  the  race  for  honour,  though  lacldng  i„ 
all  such  exceptional  mental  ability  as  he  possessed,  and  was  Lw 
Bishop  of  the  very  diocese  in  which  he  had  his  little  living 
University  men  said  he  had  'stood  aside'  in  order  to  allow 

ZlJ°  ^T  r''  '""'^'^^  ^°'^^'"^'  h"*  though  this  was  a 
perfectly  natural  supposition  on  the  part  of  those  who  knew 
sonjethmg  of  Walden's  character,  it  was  not  correct.  Walden 
at  that  time  had  only  one  object  in  life,-and  this  was  to 
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secure   such    name  and   fame,   together  with   such   worldly 
success  as  might  delight  and  satisfy  the  only  relative  he  had 
m  the  world,  his   sister,  a   beautiful  and  intelligent  woman, 
full  of  an  almost  maternal  tenderness  for  him,  and  a  sweet 
resignation  to  her  own  sad  lot,  which  made  her  the  victim 
of  a  slow  and  incurable  disease.     So  long  as  she  lived,  her 
brother  threw  himself  into  his  work  with  intensity  and  ardour- 
but  when  she  died  that  impulse  withered,  as  it  were,  at  its 
very  root.     The  world   became  empty  for  him,  and  he  felt 
that  from   henceforth   he  would   be   utterly  companionless. 
For  what  he  had  seen  of  modem  women,  modern  marriage  and 
modern  ways  of  life,  did  not  tempt  him  to  rashly  seek  refuge 
for  h,s  hearts  solitude  in  matrimony.     Almost  immediately 
following  the  loss  of  his  sister,  an  uncle  of  whom  he  had 
known  very  little,  died  suddenly,  leaving  him  a  considerably 
large  fortune.     As  soon  as  he  came  into  possession  of  this  un- 
expected wealth,  he  disappeared  at  once  from  the  scene  of 
his  former  labours,-the  pretty  old  house  in  the  University 
town.  With  Its  great  cedars  sloping  to  the  river  and  its  hallowed 
memories  of  the  sister  he  had  so  dearly  loved,  was  sold  by 
private   treaty.-his  voice  was  heard  no  more  in  London 
pulpits,  where  it  had  begun  to  carry  weight  and  influence,- 
and  he  manned  to  obtain  the  then  vacunt  and  obscure  living 
of  St.  Rest,  the  purchase  of  the  advowson  being  effected,  so 
It  was  said,  privately  through  the  good  offices  of  his  quondam 
college  friend.  Bishop  Brent    And  at  St.  Rest  he  had  re- 
mained, apparently  well  contented  with  the  very  simple  and 
monotonous  round  of  duty  it  offered.  ^        e         » 

When  he  had  first  arrived  there,  he  found  that  the  church 
consisted  of  some  thick  stone  walls  of  the  early  Norman  period, 
built  on  a  cruciform  plan,  the  stones  being  all  uniformly  Mrrought 

'  2-/h°T°'"''k'-'°^"*^"''  ^'^^  ^  b^"t'f"l  ruined  chancel 
divided  from  the  main  body  of  the  building  by  massive 
columns  which  supported  on  their  capitals  the  fragments  of 
bfty  arches  indicative  of  an  architectural  transition  from  the 
Norman  to  the  E^ly  Pointed  English  style.  There  were  also 
the  hollow  shts  of  several  lancet  windows,  and  one  almost 
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injured  by  .h.  Si.  ^'' ^/^jT^rtr  T"'.' 

painted  deal.-there  was  n  h  ^       .^^  ®^  common 

/.f  fk«    u  .  ®°  woollen  curtain,  and  a  eeneral  air 

of  the  cheap  uphosterer  anH  «i«,k  u  T  5^"erai  air 
whole  concern  And  L  J«."7-bu>lder  hovered  over  the 
thA  1  .      *"*  "^'^  incumbent,  gazine  aehist  at 

Kpoitt  ha'd  r  ^'"™P^^""y  -formed  Jhat  "sir  Moln 
c^Sfch  ?„  th  '"  ^'""■°"'  '"""K'^  ^°  ™°f  «nd  'restore'  the 

condescended  to  L::^^d'D^n    sei^r^^^^^^^^^       '\'^^^'y 
iron  roof  which  he  had  so  ZZll^tA    V^^'t^^^^ 
even  known  that  Sir  Morton  W  «  ^'  "  ^"^  ^" 

To  all  this  information  John  Walden  said  nothing     He  was 
after  his  arrival  he  quietly  announc^  to  hU  ^  °''"'«^' 

would  be  erected  on  his,  wildenV  owi,  wCl''"''*"8 
«n  progress.     This  announcement  brought  about 
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Waldcn's  first  acquaintance  with  his  richest  neighbour.  Sir 
Morton  P.ppitt.    That  gentleman  having  been  accustomed  to 
have  his  own  way  in  everything  concerning  St.  Rest,  for  a  con- 
siderable time,  straightway  wrote,  expressing  his  'surprise  and 
indignation   at  the  mere  assumption  that  any  restoration  was 
required  for  the  church  beyond  what  he,  Sir  Morton,  had 
effected  at  his  own  expense.     The  number  of  parishionen,  was 
exceedingly  8mall,-too  small  to  warrant  any  further  expendi- 
ture  for  enlarging  a  place  of  worship  which,  (considering  that 
some  yeare  ago  it  had  been  a  mere  roofless  ruin,  and  that  the 
people  had  been  compelled  to  walk  or  drive  to  Riversford  in 
order  to  attend  church  at  all  on  Sundays)  Sir  Morton  thought 
was  now  very  comfortable  and  satisfactory.    In  fact,  Sir  Morton 
concluoed,  "Mr.  Walden  would  be  very  ill-advised  if  he  made 
•any  attempt  to  raise  money  for  such  a  useless  purpose  as  the 
entire  restoration '  of  the  church  of  St.  Rest,  and  Mr.  Walden 
might  as  well  be  at  once  made  aware  that  Sir  Morton  him- 
self would  not  give  a  penny  towards  it."    To  which  some- 
what rambling  and  heated  epistle  John  Walden  replied  with 
civil  stiffness  as  follows : 

i/'^^T?^''.'  J"^^"  ^'^^^^  P"""^"*'  h»  compliments  to  Sir 
Morton  Pippitt,  and  in  answer  to  his  letter  begs  to  say  that 
he  has  no  intention  of  raising  any  subscription  to  defray  the 
cost  of  restoring  the  church,  which  in  its  present  condition  is 

Mr.  Walden  will  make  the  restoration  the  object  of  his  own 
personal  care,  and  will  also  be  pleased  to  reimburse  Sir 
Morton  Pippitt  for  any  outlay  to  which  he  may  have  been 
put  m  erecring  the  galvanised  roof  and  other  accessories  for 
the  immediate  convenience  of  the  parishioners  who  have,  he 
understands  already  expressed  their  sense  of  obligation  to  Sir 
Morton  for  kindly  providing  them  with  such  temporary  shelter 
from  the  changes  of  the  weather  as  seemed  to  be  humanely 
necessary."  ^ 

This  calm  epistle  when"  received  at  Badsworth  Hall,  had 
the  effect  of  a  sudden  stiff  breeze  on  the  surface  of  hitherto 
quiet  waters.     Sir  Morton  Pippitt  in  a  brand-new  tweed  suit 
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The  footman  staggered  back  in  terror   and  th*.  W«r.    » 
sauce  reeled  over  drunkenly  on  to  the  S^t       *''  "^"'^"^^ 
There  you  go,   you  clumsy,  gaping   idiot  I"  m«r«^   c-  - 

Why  did  ,o„  engage  .uch  .  ^ZH:.  et;'  "^  "■"  "  "" ' 
aemeanour,  was  already  engaged  in  assisting  the  hanW.  3 
Like  his  damned  impudence  I"  broke  out  Sir  \rnr*«« 

l>«derbi..«ewTi„d  wide -?H^„r.  °"  V'"  ""  "« 
the  .nivelling  puppyTVi;  Z  ilK       "'^'"^  """'- 
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->  like  it  or 


settling  down   in  a   neighbourhood   whet' 
not!" 

Mias  Tabitha  munched  some  toast  slowly  with  a  delicate 
regard  for  her  front  teeth,  which  had  cost  money.  There  was 
no  one  in  the  room  to  suggest  to  Sir  Morton  that  it  is  a  pity 
some  law  is  not  in  progress  to  prevent  the  purchase  of  historic 
houses  by  vulgar  and  illiterate  persons  of  no  family ;— which 
would  be  far  more  a  benefit  to  the  land  at  large  than  the 
suppression  of  privately  purchased  benefices.  For  the  chances 
are  ten  to  one  that  the  ordained  minister,  who,  by  his  own 
choice  secures  a  Church  living  for  himself,  is  likely  at  least 
to  be  a  well-educated  gentleman,  interested  in  the  work  he 
has  himself  elected  to  do,— whereas  the  illiterate  individual 
who  buys  an  historic  house  simply  for  self-glorification,  will 
probably  be  no  more  than  a  mere  petty  and  pompous  tyrant 
over  the  district  which  that  particular  house  dominates. 

Badsworth  Hall,  a  fine  sixteenth-century  pile,  had,  through 
the  reckless  racing  and  gambling  propensities  of  the  last  heir, 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  Jews.    On  the  fortunate  demise  of 
the  young  gentleman  who  had  brought  it  to  this  untimely  end, 
it  was  put  up  for  sale  with  all  its  contents.    And  Sir  Morton 
Pippitt,— a  rich  colonial,  whose  forebears  were  entirely  undis- 
tinguished, but  who  had  made  a  large  fortune  by  a  bone- 
melting  business,  which  converted  the  hoofs,  horns  and  bones 
of  defunct  animals  into  a  convenient   mixture  wherewith  to 
make  buttons  and  other  useful  articles  of  hardware,  bought  it, 
as  the  saying  goes,  '  for  a  mere  song.'    Through  his  easy 
purchase  he  became  possessed  of  the  Badsworth  ancestry,  as 
shown  in  their  pictures  hanging  on  the  dining-room  walls  and 
in  the  long  oak-panelled  picture  gallery.      Lady  Madeline 
Badsworth,    famous    for    her    beauty  in   some    remote  and 
chivabous  past,  gazed  down  at  Sir  Morton  while  he  sat  at  meals, 
suggesting  to  the  imaginative  beholder  a  world  of  scorn  in  her 
lovely  painted  eyes,— and  a  heroic  y^-mg  Badsworth  who  had 
perished  at  the  battle  of  Marston  Moor,  stood  proudly  out  of 
one  of  the  dark  canvases,  his  gauntleted  hand  on  the  hilt  of 
hi«  swocd  and  a  smile  of  pained  wrath  on  his  lips,  as  one  who 
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•per  rr.-rrt:; -■■--.... 

siderable  noise  in  swaHo^^nr    J  ^"^    ^''  *^^  ^'^h  a  con- 
[ace  as  he  proceeded  ^"1;  C  ^'"^"^  "^^^^  '"  ^»^- 
bad-looking  old  gentleman     L      !'     "^  ""^  ^^^  "°  ^^ans  a 
broad  shoulde. 'and  he  w^ta    "7  'T  ^'  ''^"^^'^  "^"  ^'^ 
what  too  stout  in  what  mirbl toS        f^l^P'  ^^^"^'^  ^O'"^- 
direction.     His  face  w^Zn^^T^.  "^'^^^  '^^  '  '°^«  <=best ' 
what  hair  he  still  p^'s^^/i^^Van.     ^"',  t^-^^aven.  and 
The  fin^t  impressirhTaeaTS  1^^ '"^"'^^'^"^ht  silver  hue. 
benevolence.-the  heartHflrntt  T  °'''"^"-  ^^^ 
out  to  him,  and  murmurs  of  •  ZZLlTlf^  '"'"^"^'^  ^^"* 
a  darling  old  man  1 '  frequentiresca '^^^^^^^^  ! '  ^"^  '  ^bat 

accents.     He  was  very  courts  to  ,^      ^   '^'"'"'"^  '"  ^^^^st 
rude;  and  very  kind  to  the  ^     TIT'''''  '^  "^  "«' 
H.S  moods  were  fluctuating  •  ^/'"^J"  ''f  ''"'  "°*  •»^«"- 
obstinate.     When  he  did  not'suLeT  '"°'"''  '''^  ^^"'P^r 
bis  petulant  sulks  resembled   thos^    'f"  T"'.'" """  "^^' 
ma  comer,  only  they  lasted  longer     Ihel  '^  '    ''^"^  ^"^ 
R.ve«ford  which  he  had  not  entered  for  t!     """  T  '^°P  '» 
owner  had  ventured,  with  trembin!  "  ^^"^  ^^^'"e  'ts 

on  a  small  matter  Oc^ronan!  ?^'^  '°  "°"^^^^'<^»  bim 
•dear,  darling  old  man' h?S'd^  ""."'^  **  ^"'^^  ^be 
but  after  all,  his  servant  ttl'tr'^,''%J'[^  ^«  ^- 
Morton  was  a  caution'    An/i  ♦!.  .  '  '^^  *bem,   'Sir 

the  definition  enti4°^ummed  up\rt''^  ^^^^  »^^ -- 
one  great  passion,-the  dTs":'to'„,^'e  himTir";  u""'  "^ 
mportant  person  in  the  county  andtol!         ^    *^^    ""^t 
'ocal  paper,  a  hazy  and  often  un^^^l°*?*  T"""  ^'^"t  in  the 
Riven^ford  Gazette.'    If  sfr  MofZ LT*'  °'^"  *^'^  '^he 
was  duly  notified  to  an  aLSln  ?  *  ?'«  ^'"^^  ^^^  ^«ct 
Gazette.'    If  he  took  Tpi^Le  i  "^hr*^"'"**  '"  ^'^ '  ^'^^^^rd 
-d  Jower  show,  the  '  kZZTg^Z'IX''^  ^^^^ 
t.     If  he  gave  a  tennis-party,  there  were  t  Jl     ^      """  *^"' 
'ng  all  the  dresses  of  the  ladii  t^^  ''°'""'"»'  ^^^^rib- 

lad.es,  the  prowess  of  the  'champion.  • 
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incumben.  w«  no.  ..all  disposed  "  foUol  to  ,T.  «        A" 

srt:ing  'i^:^:^z^-  ™^^- 'S"  t^ 

b..U.  dJ™  d„~  S Teal  ,    "7;  ""  **=  «^  -^ 
•»-„.  he  -Ul  have  '.o  L^  L"*,tri;^''  ^"  "  "« 

el.cke.ui6   while  her  father,  redder  inX  &r.  .  J^       "* 
spoiler.  K^'vanised  iron  roof  from  the  hand  of  the 
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only  drew  forth  a  curt  reply  from  the  Bishop's  secretary  to  the 
effect  that  as  the  Reverend  John  Walden  was  now  the  possessor 
of  the  living  of  St.  Rest  and  had  furthermore  obtained  a 
faculty'  for  the  proper  restoration  of  the  church,  which  was 
to  be  carried  out  at  the  said  John  Walden's  own  risk  and 
personal  expenditure,  the  matter  was  not  open  to  any  outside 
discussion.  Whereat,  Sir  Morton's  fury  became  so  excessive 
that  he  actually  shut  up  Badsworth  Hall  and  went  away  for  a 
whole  year,  greatly  to  the  relief  of  the  editor  of  the  'Rivers- 
ford  Gazette,'  who  was  able  to  dismiss  him  with  a  tomfortoble 
paragraph,  thus :     . 

"Sir   Morton  Pippitt  has  left  Badsworth  Hall  for  a   tour 
fXr '^'^  ''°'^^'     ^'^  ^*^^'"  accompanies  her  distinguished 

Then   followed    a  spell    of   peace  ;-and    the  restoration 
of   the    church    at    St.   Rest   was    quietly    proceeded  with. 
Lovmgly,   and  with   tenderest    care  for    every  stone,   every 
broken  fragment,  John   Walden   pieced   together  the  ruined 
shnne   of  ancient  days,  and   managed  at   last   to  trace  and 
recover  the  whole  of  the  original  plan.     It  had  never  been  a 
large  buildmg,  its  proportions  being  about  the  same  as  those 
of  Roshn  Chapel,  near   Edinburgh.     The  task  of  restoration 
was  costly,  especially  when  carried  out  with  such  perfection 
and  regard  to  detail,-but  Walden  grudged  nothing  to  make 
It  complete,   and    superintended    the  whole    thing    himself 
rejecting  all   the  semi-educated  suggestions  of  the  modeni 
architect,    and    faithfully    following    out    the    ideas    of   the 
particular  period  in  which  the  church  was  originally  designed 
by  those  to  whom  the  building  of  a  'God's  House'  was  a 
work  of  solemn  prayer  and  praise.     The  ancient  stones  were 
preserved,  and  wherever  modern   masonry  was   used,  it  was 
cunningly  worked  in  to  look  as  time-worn  as  the  Norman  walls, 
while  the  lancet  windows  were  filled  with  genuine  old  stained 
glass  purchased  by  degrees  from  different  parts  of  England, 
each  fragment  being  properly  authenticated     A  groined  roof 
simple  yet  noble  in  outline,  covered   in   the  building ;  orna- 
mented with  delicately  rounded   mouldings  alienated  with 
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hollows  so  planned  as  to  give  the  most  forcible  effects  of  light 
and  shade  according  to  the  style  of  English  Early  Pointed 
work,  and  the  only  thing  that  was  left  incomplete  was  the 
pierced  circular  window  above  the  chancel,  which  Walden 
sought  to  fill  with  stained  glass  of  such  indubiuble  antiquity 
and  beauty  of  design  that  he  was  only  able  to  secure  it  bit 
by  bit  at  long  intervals.  While  engaged  in  collecting  this,  he 
judged  it  best  to  fill  the  window  with  ordinary  clear  glass 
rather  than  put  in  inferior  stuff.  For  the  chancel  appeared  to 
demand  special  reverence,  from  the  nature  of  a  wonderful 
discovery  made  in  it  during  the  work  of  restoration,~a 
discovery  which  greatly  helped  to  sustain  and  confirm  the 
name  of  both  church  and  village  as  'St.  Rest,'  and  to  en- 
tirely disprove  the  frequently-offered  suggestion  that  it  could 
ever  have  been  meant  for  *St.  East.'  And  this  is  how  the 
discovery  happened 

One  never-to-be-forgotten  morning  when  the  workmen  were 
hewing  away  at  the  floor  of  the  chancel,  one  of  their  pick- 
axes came  suddenly  in  contact  with  a  hard  substance  which 
gave  back  a  metallic  echo  when  the  blow  of  the  implement 
came  down  upon  it.  Working  with  caution,  and  gradually 
clearing  away  a  large  quantity  of  loose  stones,  broken  pieces 
of  mosaic  and  earth,  a  curious  iron  handle  was  discovered 
atUched  to  a  large  screw  which  was  apparently  embedded 
deep  in  the  ground.  Walden  was  at  once  informed  of  this 
strange  'find'  and  hastened  to  the  spot  to  examine  the 
mysterious  object  He  was  not  very  long  in  determining 
its  nature. 

"This  is  some  very  ancient  method  of  leverage,"  he  said, 
turning  round  to  the  workmen  with  an  excitement  he  could 
barely  conceal ;  "  There  is  something  precious  underneath  in 
the  ground, — something  which  can  probably  be  raised  by 
means  of  this  handle  and  screw.  Dig  round  it  about  a  yard 
away  from  the  centre, — loosen  the  earth  gently— be  very 
careful  1 " 

They  obeyed;  and  all  that  day  Walden  stood  watching 
them  at  work,  bis  mind  divided  between  hope  and  fear,  and 


ft'c^r^s  i-.^'a»?is*-5»a»» " 


50 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


I  ■  f 


unexpected  treasure.    Towards  suns^  thlJw!  ^  ""''^ 

the  sculpturS  emblemsTf  f  to«    .^""*  ""^  "V"*^*^ 

to  the  quaint  ,„d  c»n,bro™,T^"laLdle  Sl??^'"?' 

^^  g      o  ol  tobaster  moved,  md  rose  upward  about  an 

JiJ°'^j^!^'"  "'**  ^'"«">  h"  eyes  n.arkln«-  "To  i. 
•P^nwd  harder  I    We  .hall  have  it  mth  u.  inTLr  1" 

a  .inUlar  ™y  to  b^.  Si"   T'  1"  """  ""«■  *" 

sr  r^.rcnrtHt'Sdr  "■-  ""''•  '^"' "' "« 

which  wa/^arcei/rltie  i^Tidl^^::  taitTl* 
and  strongly  cemented.  ^  ^^^'^  '^'^^^^ 

from  :u?bordi:™^i,'e^rr'  r  r"-'-  ^""« 
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7la^d     hTw„"°^/"T'    '"    ""'^^   """'^'-"^^  hands 
clasped.     He  knew  that  only  some  great  saint  or  holy  recluse 

could  have  ever  been  so  royally  enshrined  in  .ncient  dlys.t,d 

he  llTy'^'r  V'^'"'^'  "^  ^^^™«d  to  prove  that 
the  body  laid  wuhm  that  wrought  alabaster  and  gold  must 
have  been  considered  to  be  of  that  peculiar  natufe  termed 

inToT      H    '"f  "°'^'^  ^°   ^   "^*^^  ^--^  't'  resting-phc^ 

Loll.      H  °"    '"*^^"    P^"'^"^"    «=^^ion«  for  the 

homage  and  reverence  of  the  people.    The  sun  poured  down 
upon   the   beautiful  object    lying   there.-on  th^  groups  of 

bared  the.r  heads.-on  the  wrinkled  worn  faces  of  old  tillage 
men  and  women.-on  the  bright  waving  locks  of  young  giris 
aiid  the  clear  enquiring  eyes  of  children,  all  gazing  at  the 

?iSt 'of  rr'^^r'"' "'"^'  ^'"^^^  hadgiLuptothe 

WaLn      T^T."^"^'.    ^'■"''"^^y  '^'  ^»^'«f  ''^'^^^^  asked 
Walden  m  a  hushed  voice : 

"  Shall  we  break  it  open,  sir?" 

wn.!lH°C"*'''V"  """P""^  ^^*^^""  8«""y  »>"»  fi""ly;  "That 
would  be  sacri^e.    We  may  not  lightly  disturb  the  dead  I 

The  ashes  enshnned  in  this  wonderful  casket  must  be  those 

of  one  who  was  dear  to  the  old-time  church.    They  shall  rest 

in  peace.    And  as  this  sarcophagus  is  evidently  fixed  by  its 

he'Z/'''""  Tf'  •'"  *''  "'^^'^  °^  *h«  ^h»»<^«».  fronting 
the  altar,  we  will  let  it  remain  there  and  occupy  its  own 

original  place.  The  chancel  could  not  have  a  gran  r 
ornament!"  *  *"     ' 

And  so,  in  the  middle  of  the  chancel,  between  the  altar  and 
«.e  steps  which  separated  that  part  of  the  church  from  the 
main  body  of  the  building,  the  mysterious  undated  relic  lay 
under  the  warm  light  of  the  eastern  window,  and  people  who 
were  interested  in  antiquities  came  from  far  and  ^r  to  see 

tu^'fl  ^^  T^^  '"^'^  "^  "°^^  ""^  ''  than  Walden  him- 
self  had  done.  The  cross  and  sword  might  possibly  indicate 
martyrdom;  the  laurels-  and  thorn  fame,  "^ertainl^  th^« 
were  no  signs  that  the  dumb  occupant  of  that  sealed  coffer 
was  a  monarch  of  merely  earthly  power  and  state.     When  the 
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ofttscHp^^^^^^^^^  -<^  polished,  part 

of  worn  gold:    "  ^ecphered  in  the  following  letters 

Sancta  .  vixit .  Sancta  obit  .  . 
In  .  coBlum  ,  sanctorum  .  . 
transmigravit  .  .  . 
In  Resurrectione  Sanctorum 

resurget 
M  . .  Beata  .  ma  . .  R  . 

turned  over  and  ove^  b^he  t,ie„ran^™Hr'T,'^  ™ 

and  contented  himltf  a„H  k'^™"?  ""^  P"*"™  '"  "^l"'' 
evident  4  that™  L  jd  ^hT""™"  "^  ""'P""*  «he 
some  saint  or  holy  abtotliit"  k"  •  T  ""■'  "  »'"'•" 
of  St.  Rest  J'S  &L?..^  bf"  buned.-hence  the  name 

to  the  villaJ  But  ^1  f ^  "'""• '"''  '^"»  »"»*«! 
h.dhvedSdiSl'w^r^T^Sr:'^  ""-  '^""""»' 

»rr:.x*r^ir«,ir  tr%-" -■"p'""'' 

at  the  solemn  service  afS.rT^  1      •      ®  o^erflowmg  to  assist 

ance  of  the  restored  chancel  with  LTf! v  ,  ^ ,  ^^P^^""' 
delicate  capitals.  archingTike  a  W  o^o.^^  .""'"""^  ^"' 
altar,  and  over  that  wonderful  wh.V  °^  Protection  over  the 

in  the  rays  of  th^  sun  whti  fl    k  !f  ^P'^^^"'  lying  snow-like 

.  torch  of  hope  from  beyond  the  ^ve  ^^"  '''" 

.he"^n.onT^,Zt.ir  ~!!r'''-''  """  '"  P-*™ 
instants  o?  ?1  t^rs^n-^  r^^-S^oX^l;;";^ 
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Much  excitement  did  his  presence  create  in  that  quiet  woodland 
dell,  the  more  especially  as  he  proved  to  be  a  Bishop  somewhat 
out  of  the  common.     Tall  and  attenuated  in  form,  he  had  a 
face  which  might  almost  be  called  magnetic,  so  alive  was  its 
expression,— so  intense  and  passionate  was  the  light  of  the  deep 
dark  melancholy  eyes  that  burned  from  under  their  shelving 
brows  like  lamps  set  in  a  high  watch-tower  of  intellect.     When 
he  preached,  his  voice,  with  its  deep  mellow  cadence,  thrilled 
very  strangely  to  the  heart,— and  every  gesture,  every  turn  of 
his  head,  expressed   the  activity  of  the  keen  soul  pent  up 
within  his  apparently  frail  body.     The  sermon  he  gave  on  the 
occasion  of  the  re-dedication  of  the  Church  of  St.  Rest  was 
powerful  and  emotional,  but  scarcely  orthodox— and  therefore 
was  not  altogether  pleasing  to  Sir  Morten  Pippitt.     He  chose 
as  his  text :  "  Behold   I   show  you   a   mystery ;  we  shall  not 
sleep,  but  we  shall  all  be  changed ;"  and  on  this  he  expatiated, 
setting  forth  the  joys  of  the  spiritual  life  as  opposed  to  the 
physical,— insisting  on  the    positive  certainty  of   individual 
existence  after  death,  and  weaving  into  his  discourse  some 
remarks  on  the  encoflSned  saint  whose  sarcophagus  had  been 
unearthed  from   its  long-hidden    burial-place  and  set  again 
where  it  had  originally  stood,  in  the  middle  of  the  chancel. 
He  spoke  in  hushed  and  solemn  tones  of  the  possibility  of  the 
holy  spirit  of  that  unknown  one  being  present  among  them  that 
day,  helping  them  in  their  work,  joining  in  their  prayers  of 
consecration   and  perhaps  bestowing  upon  them   additional 
blessing.     At  which  statement,  given  with  poetic  earnestness 
and  fervour.  Sir  Morton  stared,  breathed  hard  and  murmured 
in  his  daughter's  ear  "  A  Roman !    The  man  is  a  Roman ! " 

But  notwithstanding  Sir  Morton  Pippitt's  distaste  for  the 
manner  in  which  the  Bishop  dealt  with  his  subject,  and  his 
numerous  allusions  to  saints  in  heaven  and  their  probable 
guardianship  of  their  friends  on  earth,  the  sermon  was  a  deeply 
impressive  one  and  lingered  long  in  the  memories  of  those 
who  had  heard  it,  softening  their  hearts,  inspiring  their  souls, 
and  awakening  them  to  hopeful  considerations  of  a  happier 
end  than  the  mere  grave. 
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occupied  in  the  restoration  of  1  S  ^T  "^^  *^  ^" 
elapsed  since  it  had  Zn  lo^c^T' T  I'^J  "*^*"  »"^ 
•even  years  not  once  had  B.^.^  /"**  ^"""K  »»»«»« 
St  Rest  He  remained  b  !h«^S  "!"'  ^"  »^^"  ^«^'n  i" 
indefinable  assocS  Wkh  tho!'';f  *'  °^  ^'^'^  P^°P'«  *»  « 
"ore  to  da  Sir  Morton^onhf  k  ,,  ^'^  ''^"''^  ^^'^  ^^^^  had 
the  seventies,  ve.y°S  a^S^d  {?r^^™"*'^"«*'^»^ 
and  obstinate  of  temLle^^  ^^'^^^'^  »^'"  inflexible 

Riversford  especial  'TmrK  ™'*^  *'^*  neighbourhood. 

n.uch  Of  ther:!^;renr:?s"  Tesrhlf  ^^J:;'"  "^''^ 
quieter,  but  no  lew  firm  -  ♦u    •  ^**  P"^*^  "nder  the 

win  was  nearly  J^,'':^^^^^^^^^  VValden.   whose  ^ 

'ition  to  his.' Xr^dl'^'^'^'T'''  ^^"^^^  OPPO- 
of  'county  socie^    wSiir,'"l',S'  ^^^^on  was  foS 

Tabitha.  ^ringsl'dilyTtTwar^^^^  L  "^T"''  ^^ 
•fcretly  .«.t  her  cap '  at  ti^el^eJlTl^^^  *"  "^^^  »*y^"8  «» 
s.ght  of  the  sedatelyLoro^  ^^ZitV  '"'  **  "^^« 
Devoting  himself  strictly  to  hi,  du^^tnlK  "T'  °"  '^8^ 
to  the  interests  of  his^l?"^  '*"'*' ^^"^  ^f  the  church, 

cultivation  of  his  garden  ^^?k"'  ^^""«  «"*»  ^^^  to  the 
the  natural  heZ^TtLrl^'"''''''/^''^''--  of  all 
very  much  the  liffc^  a^h^^^f  ^T^^.^^^-Mn  lived 
Sir  Morton  built  and^nat^L^-  of  mediaeval  days;  while 
gave  several  prizes  for  ^S^^  J  ^^^  **  ^^^"^^^ 
occasionaUy  patted  the  heacb^rfewstr^"*  competitions, 
fussed  round  among  his  s^^hM     *J'*«Khng  school-children, 

about  his  own   'fr^p^T^^^'^'^P^'^^^P'^^P^ 

for  publication  in  the  Sfor^^Te'^r?^  ^?^^'^' 
tamed  a  house -nartv  at  nlT  ^  It  whenever  he  enter- 
frequently  did  He  kL  w.n  :  .  ^"^^  "^^^  *»«  ^e'y 
to  London  folk  he  w«  fold  nr"  "?•  "''^  ^"^°"  ^°^'^'  *«d 
Mttle  viL  .Me.     But  I?/  t     1  "'^'"8  °^  St  Rest  as  'my' 

themselves^s  to  L  ^aJur^^,^,  '^"^  ^^  *°  ^^-^  fJr 
discovered  that  it  w^  not  Sr  vr    .'^*?'''°"'  '^^^  ^"^^'^ably 
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crepancies,  and  crosscurrents  of  feeling,  leading  to  occasional 
mild  friction  and  '  local '  excitement     Up  to  the  present  time 
however,  Walden  had  on  the  whole  lived  a  tranquil  life  such 
as  best  suited  his  tranquil  and  philosophic  temperament,  and 
his  occasional  'brushes'  with  Sir  Morton  only  served  to  give 
piquancy  and  savour  to  the  quiet  round  of  his  daily  habits. 
Now,  aU  unexpectedly,  there  was  to  be  a  break,-a  new  source  of 
unavoidable  annoyance  in  the  intrusion  of  a  feminine  authority 
—a  modem  Squire^ss,  who  no  doubt  would  probably  brina 
modem  ways  with  her  into  the  litUe  old-world  place,— who 
would  hunt  and  shoot  and  smoke,— perhaps  even  swear  at  her 
grooms,- who  could  tell?    She  would  not,  she  could  not 
interfere  with  the  church  or  its  minister,  were  she  ever  so  much 
Miss  Vancourt  of  Abbot's  Manor,— but  she  could  if  she  liked 
•muddle  about'  with  many  other  matters,  and  there  could  be 
no  doubt  that  as  the  visible  and  resident  mistress  of  the  most 
historic  house  in  the  neighbourhood,  she  would  b:  what  is 
called  'a  social  influence.' 

"And  not  for  good  I »  mused  John  Walden,  during  a 
meditative  stroll  in  his  garden  on  the  even  of  the  May-day  on 
which  he  had  heard  the  disturbing  news;  "Certainly  not  for 
good ! " 

He  raised  his  eyes  to  the  sky  where  the  curved  bow  of  a  new 
moon  hung  clear  and  bright  as  a  polished  sickle.  AU  was 
intensely  still.  The  day  had  been  a  very  busy  one  for  him  •— 
the  chUdren's  dinner  and  their  May-games  had  kept  his  hands 
full,  and  not  till  sunset,  when  the  chimes  of  the  church  began 
to  nng  for  evening  service,  had  he  been  able  to  snatch  a  moment 
to  himself  for  quiet  contemplation.  Tha  dewy  freshness  of  the 
garden,  perfumed  by  the  opening  blossoms  of  the  syringa.  im- 
parted Its  own  sense  of  calm  and  grave  repose  to  his  mind,— 
and  as  he  paced  slowly  up  and  down  the  gravel  walk  in  front 
of  his  study  window  watching  the  placid  beauty  of  the  deepen- 
ing night,  a  slight  sigh  escaped  him. 

"It  cannot  be  for  good!"  he  repeated,  regretfully;  "A 
woman  trained  as  she  must  have  been  trained  since  girihood, 
with  aU  her  finer  perceptions  blunted  by  perpetual  contact  with 
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the  assertive  and  ostentatious  evidences  of  an  «rr^.  «f       uu 

no.  ..pec.  .he  .0..0  .>,^Zbtj'Z,^7o  «"h  Th 
modem  young  women-more',  the  Ditvl  it  !^*^  "f 
niBtteM  of  Abbo.'.  Manor  wUI  be  ThS    k-       ?      ""*  "" 

wise  clear  sky  I "  ^'      ^  '*  ^^"^  °"^  '^'^^^^  »«  «  o^her- 

lool^  uC"!'"'^"  w'''"^*"«  ^"y  ^^""^^d  to  the  west 
looked  upon  him  as  though  she  smiled.    A  HtfU  k,»  •  ^ 

past  in  fear  and  hurled  itLlf  intr.fU    a  ^*  '^'"^^ 

bordering  the  edge  of  ^ Iw^    a  f  7  ""^  "^  ^°"*8« 


I      *■■ 
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CHAPTER  IV 


TWO  days  later  on,  when  Walden  was  at  work  in  his  own 
room  ^riously  considering  the  points  of  his  sermon  for 
the  coming  Sunday,  his  'head  man  about  the  place,'  Sainton, 
made  a  sudden  appearance  on  the  lawn  and  abruptly  halted 
there,  looking  intently  up  at  the  sky,  as  though  taking  observa- 
tions of  a  comet  at  noon.    This  was  a  customary  trick  of  his 
resOTted  to  whenever  he  wished  to  intrude  his  presence  during 
forbidden  hours.     John  saw  him  plainly  enough  from  where  he 
sat  busily  writing,  though  for  a  few  minutes  he  pretended  not 
to  see.     But  as  Sainton  remained  immovable  and  apparently 
rooted  to  the  ground,  and  as  it  was  likely  that  there  he  would 
remain  till  positively  told  to  go,  his  master  made  a  virtue  of 
necessity,  and  throwing  dovn  his  pen,  went  to  the  window. 
Sainton  thereupon  advanced  a  little,  but  stopped  again  as 
ihough  irresolute.     Walden  likewise  paused  a  moment,  then  at 
last  driven  to  bay  by  the  old  gardener's  pertinacity,  stepped  out 
" Now  what  is  it,  Sainton?"  he  said,  endeavouring  to  throw 
a  shade  of  sternness  into  his  voice ;  "  You  know  very  well  I 
hate  being  disturbed  while  I'm  writing." 
Sainton  touched  his  cap  respectfully. 
"  Now  don't  go  for  to  say  as  I'm  disturbing  on  ye,  Passon," 
he  remonstrated,  mildly;  "I  ain't  said  a  mortal  wurrd !    I  was 
onny  jes'  keepin'  my  eye  on  the  clap  gate  yonder,  in  case  the 
party  in  the  churchyard  might  walk  through,  thinkin'  it  a  right- 
o'-way.    Them  swagger  folk  ain't  got  no  sort  of  idee  as  to 
respectin'  private  grounds." 
Walden's  eyes  flashed. 
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theyt"**'^'  ^"  ****  churchyard?"  he  repeated.    "Who  are 

"Who  .hould  they  be?"  And  Bainton'.  rugged  feature. 
expresMd  a  sedate  mingling  of  the  shrewd  and  the  contempt- 
uous that  was  quite  amaxing.  "VVorn't  you  expectin'  dis- 
tmguished  visitors  some  day  this  week,  sir  ?  » 

Pinnlt'TJK'    "''"''"!**    ^''**""   ^"'*^^'y'    "Sir   Morton 

mellow  that  Bainton  found  it  quite  irresistible  and  joined  in 
t  with  a  deep  "  Hor-hor-hor  I "  evoked  from  the  hollow  of  his 

^t'^i^  .  ^'u'"*  '°"*^''^'  ^"'  **y'"«  •''•y  '"to  *  hoarse 
intermittent  chuckle. 

J^^l'^^^r  ^u^^"^  '?*  ^^^"^^  J^*'"  ^»5"'  throwing 
back  his  h(«d  with' a  real  enjoyment  in  his  capability  for 
laughter;  "You  did  quite  right  to  disturb  me,  Bainton  l 

?h7ddng|..'''^'"'^''^'*^"*"^^"P"*^'    ^^»^"- 

"^!l!r  r^  ^'  *''°"'"'  **  churchyard  when  I  spied  'em." 
answered  Bamton;  "An'  Sir  Morton  was  makin'  wme  ve^ 

^^    '^7''T    ."^.^i*    "^  "^    '^'  '^^^y  Normal 

SSbtmJ!!^  "^^   ^^'''^  «**'  **'*  P"tty  Leve«>n 

"Bainton!"    interrupted   Walden  severely;    "How  often 

Zln^f  •^?;;  ?^'  ^°"  •^^^"^^  "«*  »I^  of  the  rector  of 
iJadsworth  m  that  disrespectful  manner?" 

"Veijr  sorry,  sir  I"  said  Bainton  complacently;  "But  if 
one  of  the  names  of  a  man  'appens  to  be  Putwood  an'  the  man 

Tt^T  ir  .K '  "  *  P'«  "^"^  ^°^  ~***'"'  'o'^*  ''hat  more 
natral  than  the  pet  name  of  'Putty'  for  'im?     No  'arm 

m«mt,   Im  sure.  Passon l-Putty's  as  good  as  Pippitt  any 

Walden  suppressed  his  laughter  with  an  effort.  He  was 
very  much  of  a  boy  at  heart,  despite  his  forty  odd  years,  and 
^e  quaint  obstmacies  of  his  gardener  amused  him  too  mu;:h  to 
^VZ  'T^  k"*"""*.  '^H'onstrance.  Turning  back  to  his  study 
he  took  his  hat  and  cane  from  their  own  particular  comer  of 
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thoughtfully ; 

lelf!    He'd  a 

Id  on  'im, — a 


the  room  and  started  for  the  little  clap  gate  which  Sainton 
had  been,  ai  he  said,  '  keeping  his  eye  on.' 

"  No  more  work  tOKiay,"  he  said,  with  an  air  of  whimsical 
resignation ;  "  But  I  may  possibly  get  one  or  two  hints  for  my 
sermon  I" 

He  strode  off,  and  Sainton  watched  him  ga  As  the  clap 
gate  opened  and  swung  to  again,  "id  his  straight  athletic  figure 
disappeared,  the  old  gardene*-  ^'ili  s.ood  for  a  moment  or  two 
ruminating.  * 

"What  a  bleuin'  he  ain't  njamad  !  "  he  sr 
"A  blessin'to  the  villari,  .  n'  l»\;!.ii. '  tc  ' 
bin  a  fine  man  spoilt,  if  u.  iwuj  td  vex  ro 
fine  man  spoilt,  jes'  likf  nrc !  ' 

An  appreciative  grin  at  his  )'-..»  .rp,  rise  s;  read  among  the 
furrows  of  his  face  at  ih\'%  runo  d 'rui  on ;-  hen  he  trotted 
slowly  off  towards  the  vegetal -e  gar  if  ■  where  his  'under 
gardeners'  as  he  called  thi.v,  four  «:irdy  village  lads 
employed  to  dig  and  hoe,  consumtiy  required  his  super- 
vision. 

Meanwhile  Walden,  leaving  his  own  grounds,  entered  the 
churchyard,  walking  with  softly  reverent  step  among  the  little 
green  mounds  of  earth,  under  which  kind  eyes  were  closed, 
and  warm  hearts  lay  cold,  till,  reaching  the  porched  entrance 
of  the  church  itself,  he  paused,  brought  to  a  halt  by  the 
sound  (rf  voices  which  were  pitdied  rather  too  loud  for 
propriety,  considering  the  sacredness  of  the  surroundings. 

"That  eastern  window  is  crude — very  crude ! "  said  a  growl- 
ingly  robust  baritone;  "I  suppose  the  reverend  gentleman 
could  not  secure  sufficient  subscriptions  to  meet  the  expense 
of  suitable  stained  gUss  ?  " 

"  Unfortunately  Mr.  Walden  is  a  very  self-opinionated  man," 
replied  a  smooth  and  oily  tenor,  whose  particular  tone  of 
speech  Walden  recognised  as  that  of  the  Reverend  •  Putty ' 
Leveson,  the  minister  of  Badsworth,  a  small  scattered  village 
some  five  or  six  miles  'on  the  '  rwig  side  of  Badsworth  Hall,' 
as  the  locality  was  called,  ovmg  to  its  removed  1  osition  from 
the  county  town  of  Riversfoid.  *•  He  would  not  accept  outside 
S 
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adnce.     Of  ~u"fthe«j  column,  wd  capital,  are  all  wron, 
—they  are  quite  incongruous  with  earlv  KnZ.  ?*^ 

when  ignorance  i.  ^loZ  to  ^ve   t^'^ow^^^^^^^^ 
■Iwajrs  disaatroua.*  ^'  *''*  *'''®**  •• 

"  Always—alwayt,— my  dear  sir— alwavs ! "    A  n,i  ♦!,-     • 
of  Sir  Morton  Pippitt.  hiih  oitcherf  -n?  ^*  '''"'* 

on  the  peaceful  aS;  "T^ffaSttrcH  'T*"i,^~"«J  o"* 
much  better  done,  'had  I  ,;^^:  l^uU^^'-^'t^^  ^"^ 
waa  carried  out  in  the  moat  hr-,.«  •        **°'*  '•*'"« 

no«^  air,  under  m J  i^A  Tc^  ,  "1"  ?""""''  ""**"  '"y  ^•^'X 
la^'  I  Sk«!:t^  ™y  jery  nose  I— without  so  much  as  a  '  by  your 

nun  Wdde„_AJ^iS       J^  *."**"  i"f..u.tion  for  .(,« 

common  decenn  to  ham  Ivm  .—  i-      j       .  meresi 

the  dioccM     Bo.  .Jr       .1.     "*""f=''«>  ">  llK  ClhcdrnI  of 
olL  !!m^™_^J  '^.^  ""  P™""'  in«'">b«nt  bought  the 

N.u,ht  ,  through  L"  fldVXTJ:^'^..''''''  '-•" 
f.h.?o;'"..Tnd  t  "J"  il't:'""  "/'  "'f  ■""*  "'""^ 

^Si,Mo«„„  Pippitt  .Und,:;^Sjf.tuuJ  'of'XvS 
down  from  the  clZ^l  ^  <^0'nP«>ons  and  stepped 
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face,  and  on  yVa.Mt>n>m  k-- 
with  a  p.troni,ingIy^^''2/'^"»«»  *°  *^''"'  "«'«»y  ^^ 

visiblrlXwd^al^-^"":^         Morton.    ...Hng 

Walden,  ai  it  were,  with  an  ».,r!     *  ^"'''^  »"«*  offering 

P*le  young  gentle™  'wro  2^71  ^^^  ^^  »>«  »««Hi,  to  f 
exce.,  of  pimple,  on  ii,  chin^d^rT'^.  *~"'"**^  ^^  *" 
aneofthe^undesi^blefatudtnl'L^h^^^^^  nervously  at 
Waldcn  acknowledged  his  presence  w^^    ?^     ^^  ""  ""'^^d- 
he  did  the  wide  sraile  and  faS  nl^    /k'"u  ^°'"Po«"«.  « 
the  Reverend  '  Putty 'whr?  ,       °     '«  ^'other  minister, 
w-  encased  in  ^L:!^^,^^^^'^';:^^^ 
and  whose  grand-pianoforte  shal^d  i^/     ^'"^  ^'"y"'*  •"•»• 
face  together,  presented  a   mo,.        ^    '.""^  '^   Perspiring 
•Church  at  larie.'  "°''  """'""«»'  »P«<^tacle  <rf  thf 

of  them,  a  youngish  ^t:^  a  r^on  Z.^t''!!::  "^  -« 
a  cunoasly  thin,  hungry  face  ,fJ^  I  ""^  "^  ^'^  *nd 
Morton's  cue.  ^  ^       ^'  '''^''^  '^"houf  ^ting  for  Sir 

"  Mr.  Walden  ?    Ve-es  I— I  f«u  . 
Let  me  congratulate  you    ir  on     '?.     """'^  ^  ^'  '''^^ ' 
here  I    The  church  is   CuZ^r^l'^^'T '^'^^^'"'^  ^i^ 
«one,    A  sculptured  p.^:Hl^L'rT'^       '^  "«"»«    - 
to  press  your  hand  I"  ^'    ^*  "  wl    Permit  me 

John  smiled  involuntarilv     Th«~ 
about  the  speaker  that  was  duJ?^-  T  *  **"*'"*  •Aecuiion 
.    "Mr.  Julian  Adderiris^r^^riT^^^^^^^^ 
•ng  th„  in  a  jocose  stage  asiL^  V        .  "  M°''°"'  ''hisper- 
himl"  wge  aside,    ' Every thmg  i,  .beautiful' to 

Mr.  Julian  Addorlev  smil«^  r  •  .1 
rather  fine  grey  eyes  on  Waldin  :."'''   *"'   ''^  »  P«'>  of 
who  should    say   with    HamU    .Th         '"ll^*  'PP^«''  "  «"« 
Meanwhile  Sir  Morton  P^np  tf  k-H  '"f'^"*  ^'**    ^°ols  f 

of  .hi.  party  affectionately    ;  he    "1  '"'r^^  '^*^^  ''»»*  '"-'"ber 
whwper  said  j  ^    ^  ^^  *""•  *"^  continuing  hit  stage 


-?«r  afts&r1?^9  wrrj  -  ^ifewff  vi'iiaemilx^^^mr.'^K^' 


.-1     '    H I  ■  II  M   'IT»  IMM  'II-' 


---^(tsr"^^';:^^'*  ^t-^."i 
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"Permit  me.  Mr.  Walden  I  This  is  one  of  our  Greatest 
London  hteraiy  lights !  He  will  particularly  appreciar^^ 
thmg  you  may  be  good  enough  to  tell  him  respecting  your  work 

t'^rdrr'"'"'"'-  ''^""  ^"«^°'^'  ''  '^^^^^  -' 

hi!i''  ^*"k'  ^"^''''^'  °^  '^^^  ^^^"^  *"<*  S^^^g'  clubs,  bent 
his  head  with  an  air  of  dignified  tolerance.     He  was  an  «^ular 
personage,  with  a  narrow  head,  and  a  face  cleanly  shaven 
hr.wli    ?f '7!"""'  '""^  ""^'  ^''''y^'  'Whiskers  fringed 

loL  th?i;>  r     V  '""''     ""'  ""'^  *  '°"«  ^'^'^  mouth^ld 
^ng  thin  shts  for  h,s  eyes  to  peep  through.-they  would  have 

been  eyehds  w,th  other  people,  but  with  him  they  were  merely 

sits      He   was  a  particularly  neat   man  in  appearance-his 

dothes  we^  well  brushed,  his  linen  spotless.  hisTon-^^;  .a" 

sleek  and  his  whole  appearance  that  of  a  man  well  satisfied 

with   his   own   extenor  personality.     Walden  glanced  at  this 

great  London  literary  light  as  indifferently  as  he  would  have 

glanced  at  an   incandescent    lamp    in   the  street,   or  other 

mechanical  luminary.     He  had  not  as  yet  spoken  a  word.     Sir 

Morton  had  done  all  the  talking;   but  thVpower  of  sileni 

always  overcomes   in   the    end.    and    John's    absolute      on- 

committal  of  himself  to  any  speech,  had  at  last  the  effect  he 

desired-namely  that  of  making  Sir  Morton  appear  a  mere 

garrulous    od    interloper,    and    his    '  distinguished^  friends 

somewhat  of  the  cheap  tripper  persuasion.     The  warm  May 

ofTdf  H  T?^  '^"   u"*  '^""^^  °^  P'^y^''  ««ting  flicker 
of  gold  and  silver  on  the  'Saint  at  Rest'  before  the  altar 

a^d  showering  azure  and  rose  patterns  through  the  ancienJ 

stained  glass  which  fiUed  the  side  lancet  windows.     The  still- 

ness  became  for  the  moment  intense  and  almost  oppressive.- 

Sir  Morton  Pippitt  fidgeted  uneasily,  pulled  at  his  high  starched 

collar  and  became  red  in   the  face,-the  Reverend  'Putty' 

forgot  himself  so  far  as  to  pinch  one  of  his  own  legs  and  hum 

a  httle  tune,  while  the  rest  of  the  party  waited  for  the  individual 

whom  their  host  had  so  frequently  called  'the damned  parson' 

to  speak.      The  tension   was   relieved  by  the  sudderquiet 

entrance  of  a  young  woman  carrjing  a  roll  of  music    Swing 
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the  group  of  persons  in  the  chancel,  she  paused  in  evident 

all  at  once  l^hted  up  with  that  kindly  smile  which  in  such 
moment,  made  him  more  than  ordinarily  handsome 

Come  along.  Miss  Eden."  he  said  in  a  low  clear  tone- 

Pippitt  and  his  friends  will  not  disturb  you  " 

M.M  Eden  smiled  sedately  and  bent  her  head,  passing  by 
the  visitors  with  an  easy  demeanour  and  assured^tep.'and 

powerful,  occupied  a  corner  near  the  chancel.  While  sh*. 
busied  herself  i„  opening  the  instrument  and  arranging  her 
music.  Walden  took  advantage  of  the  diversion  creat^  by 
her  entiance  to  address  himself  to  the  knight  Pippitt  ' 

If    I   can    be  of  service   to  your  friends  in   explaining 
anything  about    the  church  they  may  wish    to  know    Z 
command     me.    Sir    Morton."    he   said.     "But    I    «*« 
hat  you  and  Mr.  Leveson  "-here  he  glanced  at  the  Zl 

"On  the  contrary!"  said  Mr.  Marius  Longford  'of  the 
Savile  and  Savage.'  with  a  smoothly  tolerant  !^r  "VV'e  a! 
really  quite  «  the  dark  !  Do  we  understand,  for  e^mp^e  t^t 
the  restoration  of  this  church  is  entirely  due  o  you^gle^shv 
or  to  assistance  from  public  funds  and  subscriptions  ?"^' 
wJ      .';?*°'^*'*'"  '«  ^"^'  not  to  my  'generosity.-  replied 

.  r^?    ,  u        ^^  ""^  MS'stance  from  any  fund  or  from  anv 
individual,  because  I  have  not  sought  it."  ^ 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  Mr.  Longford  fixed  a  oair 
of  gold-rimmed  glasses  on  his  nose  and  gazed  Wic^y 
through  them  at  Sir  Morton  Pippitt.  whose  fountenarj^ad 

Now  what  period  would  you  fix,  Mr.   Longford,  for  this 
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ZT^,!J  '""  '"^'^^^  '"^""«^  *°  ^»^->^  '»  of  the  four- 
A  soft  low  strain  of  music  here  crept  through  the  church  - 
the  vUlage  schoolmistress  was  beginning  hef  practice  She 
had  a  delicate  touch,  and  the  sounds  her  fingers  pressed 
ftjjm  the  organ-keys  were  full,  and  «>le«„  'Z '  w'ef 
H.S  Grace  the  Duke  of  Lumpton  coughed  loudly  he  haS 
mus^  and  always  made  some  animafnoise  of  Lo^'t 

"What  matters  the  period!"  murmured  Julian  Adderlev 
runmng  his  thin  hand  through  his  thick  hair,  "fs  it  S 
sufficient  to  see  it  here  among  us,  with  us.  of  us?" 

"God  bless  my  soul  I  I  hope  it  is  not  of  us  I "  spluttered 
Sir  Morton  with  a  kind  of  fat  chuckle  which  seemed  to  emanlte 
from  his  stiff  collar  rather  than  from  his  throat;  "' aITsU 
-n:t  jl^e"?.^  '''^''  '^'-  °^  that-but  notJust^^U 

"I  am  unable  to  fix  the  period  satisfactorily  to  my  own 
mind/'  said  Walden  quietly  ignoring  both  JmoZ  Zd 
his  observations  on  the  Beyond ;  "  though  I  have  gone  through 
considerable  research  with  respect  to  the  matter.  SoT£ 
not  volunteer  any  opinion.  There  is.  however,  no  doubt  that 
a  one  time  the  body  contained  in  tl  at  coffer  must  have  been 
of  the  nature  termed  by  the  old  Church  'miraculous.'    That 

t.m«  of  plague  or  famine,  for  there  are  several  portions  of 
the  alah^ter  which   have  evidently  been  worn  away  by  the 
frequent  pressure  or  touch  of  hands  on  the  surface.     Probably 
m  days  when  this  neighbourhood  was  visited  by  infection 
drought,  floods  or  other  troubles,  the  priests  raised  the  coffin 
by  Ae  system  of  leverage  which  we   discovered  when   ex 
cavatmg.  (and  which  is  still  in  working  order)  and  allowed 
the  people  to  pass  by  and  lay  their  hands  upon  it  wiA  a 
^ud  prayer  to  be  relieved  of  their  immediate  sickoess  or 
•orrow.     There  were  many  such  'miraculous'  shrines  in  the 
early  part  of  the  twelfth  and  thirteenth  centuries  " 
"  ExacUy."  .aid  Mr.  Longford ;  « I  imagine  you  may  be  right, 
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Mr.  Walden ;  it  is  evidently  a  relic  of  the  very  earliest  phases 
of  the  Christian  myth." 

As  he  spoke  the  last  words  Walden  looked  straightiy  at  him. 
A  fine  smile  hovered  on  his  lips. 

"It  is  as  you  say,"  he  rejoined  calmly— "It  is  a  visible 
token  of  the  time  when  men  believed  in  an  Unseen  Force 
more  potent  than  themselves." 

The  Duke  of  Lumpton  coughed  noisily  again,  and  his  friend, 
Lord  Mawdenham,  who  up  to  the  present  had  occupied  the 
time  in  staring  vaguely  about  him  and  anxiously  feeling  his 
pimples,  said  hurriedly : 

••Oh,  look  here.  Sir  Morton— er— I  say,— er— hadn't  we 
better  be  going?  There's  Lady  Elizabeth  Messing  coming 
to  lunch  and  you  know  she  can't  bear  to  be  kept  waiting— 
never  do,  you  know,  not  to  be  there  to  see  her  when  she 
arrives— he-he-he !  We  should  never  get  over  it  in  London 
or  out  of  London— 'pon  my  life !— I  do  assure  you !" 

Sir   Morton's  chest  swelled;— his  starched  collar  crackled 
round   his  expanding    throat,   and  his  voice  became  richly 
resonant  as  under  the  influential  suggestion  of  another  'titled'  * 
personage  he  replied : 

••  Indeed,  you  are  right,  my  dear  Lord  Mawdenham  I  To 
keep  Udy  Elizabeth  waiting  would  be  an  unpardonable  offence 
against  all  the  proprieties  I  Hum— ha— er— yes !— against  all 
the  proprieties  !  Mr.  Walden,  we  must  go !  Lady  Elizabeth 
Messing  is  coming  to  lunch  with  us  at  Badsworth.  You  have 
no  doubt  heard  of  her— eldest  daughter  of  the  Eari  of 
Charrington !— yes,  we  must  really  be  going !  I  think  I  may 
say,  may  I  not,  your  Grace?"— here  he  bent  towards  the 
ducal  Lumpton— ••that  we  are  all  highly  pleased  with  the  way 
in  which  Mr.  Walden  has  effected  the  restoration  of  the 
church?" 

••Oh,  r  don't  know  anything  at  all  about  it! "replied  His 
Grace,  with  the  air  of  a  sporting  groom  ;  "  I've  no  taste  at  all 
in  churches,  and  I'm  not  taking  any  on  old  coffins !  It's  a 
nice  little  chapel— just -enough  for  a  small  village  I  should  say. 
After  all,  don't-cher-know,  you  only  want  very  little  accommo- 
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dauon  for  a  couple  of  hundred  yokels ;  and  whether  it's  old  or 
new  architecture  doesn't  matter  to  'em  a  brass  farthing  1  " 

These  observations  were  made  with  a  rambling  air  of  vague 
•H^a««rt.vene,s  which  the  speaker  evidently  fLcied  3d 

^Ir-T^^i"^'''^-    W-ld^n  «id  nothing.     Hi,  brow 
was  plaad,  and  hu  countenance  altogether  peaceful.     He  was 

MtTden  w'  ^':T^  "'^  '°"  °^  *  ^^'  prelude  ww" 

mmg  and  falUng,  and  anon  «>aring  up  again  like  prayerful 
words  stnvmg  to  carry  themselves  to  heaven 

ever  faulT'ECt'^M^'"'  ^"'"J*  ^"^^^"^  ^^'K^^^''^'  "'^'  'what- 
ever fault  the  building  may  have  from  a  strictly  accurate  point 

of  view.-which  is  a  matter  I  am  not  preiired  to  «,^"o 

wuhout  considerable  time  given  for  due  s'tud^d  Zd^ 

tion._u  IS  cerumly  the  most  attractive  edifice  of  its  kind  that 

I  have  seen  for  some  time.     It  reflect,  great  credit  on  you. 

pWe?»"'"""°  '°"''  "^^^  ""^'  «'^*  y**"  •»"<='^  l-"^n^ 

"It  certainly  did  so,"  replied  John.-" and  I'm  afraid  I 

am  arrogant  enough  to  be  «itisfied  with  the  general  result  so 

lou^r '"'•-"''  *'^  "^^P^'''"  ''  '"^^  -»'""  -"ow!  of 

"Ah,  that  eastern  window!"  sighed  the  Reverend  'Putty' 

r  h  IZ     "^T'  ^"°'  "'^'^'^  "*» '«  «>">•-•  ^ontrSt 
wuh  h«  coarse  and  commonplace  appearance;  "That  is  a  sad. 
saa  flaw  !    A  terrible  mcongruity  I " 
"I  made  up  my  mind  from  the  first,"  pursued  Walden  hin 

s  whicT'Th'Tt^  ^°  '"^  p'^*^^^^  -  thrtiroti  ic 

rorh-      K  .  ^  ''"^^   *^'''^  '^  J"»*  then  fiUed;  "that 

sho«  H^^,  .K^'  T'  «'""'"*  *"^  ^"t'^«"t><^  oW  'taini  glass 

a^rtur^    Tl  '"'  ^'r^   "^  ^^"«'  •"d  those   W 
apertures;  so  I  am  collecting   it  slowly,  bit  by  bit   for  this 

fhir".  k'  ""k^'^  '"*  "^   P*^'--'  -  doublet 
le    !.     t  T    u'  '"^""^  '''"  ^  the  end  of  the  task  I  have 
^ficf^l         u   ^^^  '"e^nt'-ne.  of  course,  the  effect  of  plain 

A     "^Z^^?  '^''^  "'^^"'^   ^  °»^y   the  richest  colouring   is 
deadedly 'crude'!"  "i^uimg   is 
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He  smiled  slightly,  and  there  wu  an  uncomfortable  pause. 
Sir  Morton  Pippitt  took  out  a  voluminous  red  handkerchief 
covered  with  yellow  spots  and  blew  his  nose  violently  therein 
while  the  Reverend  Mr.  Uveson  nodded  his  large  head  blandlv, 
as  one  who  receives  doubtful  information  with  kindly  tolerance! 
Mr.  Marius  Longford  looked  faintly  amused. 

"I  understand!"  said  the  light  of  the  'Savile  and  Savage,' 
slowly ;  "  You  seek  perfection  1 » 

He  smiled  a  pallid  smile;  but  on  the  whole  surveyed 
Walden  with  more  interest  than  he  had  hitherto  done  Julian 
Adderley,  who  had  during  the  last  couple  of  minutes  stepped 
up  to  the  chancel,  now  stood  gazing  at  the  sarcophagus  of  the 
supposed  Saint  with  a  kind  of  melancholy  interest  Reading 
the  only  legible  words  of  the  inscription  in  sotto  voce,  he 
sighed  drearily. 

"  •  In  —  Resurrectione  —  Sanctorum  —  Resurget ! '  How 
simple !— how  new  I—how  fresh  I  To  think  that  anyone  ever 
held  such  a  child's  faith  I " 

"The  Church  is  still  supposed  to  hold  it,"  said  Walden 
steadily,  "And  her  ministers  also.  Otherwise,  religion  is  a 
farce,  and  its  professors  much  less  honest  than  the  trusted 
servant  who  steals  his  master's  mcmey  I " 

Marius  Longford  smiled,  and  stroked  one  feline  whisker 
thoughtfully. 

"  So  you  actually  believe  what  you  preach  I "  he  murmured— 
"  Strange !  You  are  more  of  an  antiquity  than  the  consecrated 
dust  enclosed  in  that  alabaster  I    Believe  me  I " 

"Much  more,  — much  more!"  exclaimed  the  fantastic 
Adderley;  "To  believe  in  anything  at  all  is  so  remote!— 
so  very  remote  !— and  yet  so  new— so  fresh  ! " 

Walden  made  no  reply.  He  never  argued  on  religious 
matters;  moreover,  with  persons  minded  in  the  manner  of 
those  before  him,  it  seemed  useless  to  even  oflTer  an  opinion. 
They  exchanged  meaning  glances  with  each  other,  and  followed 
Sir  Morton,  who  was  now  moving  down  the  central  aisle  of 
the  church  towards  th«  door  of  exit,  holding  the  Duke  of 
Lunipton  familiarly  by  the  arm,  and  accompanied  by  Urd 
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M«wdcnh.m     Waldcn  walked  .ilenUy  with  them.  HU,  pM,W 
levelled  pathway  which  led  to  the  open  ro«L  whereAe 

fc^^iETbi  'T*  T^*"*  •nrpai;:roc;'::riti^' 

withr^nS  ^'-  "^f "'"  *•"  "^  Sir  Morton  Pippitt 
with  a  grandiose  air,  as  of  one  who  graciously  confeni  a  benefit 

^nl^^"^f  your  company  thi^rlthi.  monnngr^Jy 
friend,  the  Duke,-and  Lord  Mawdenham-and-w-our 
n«og  poet,  Mr.  Adderley-and-<r~Mr  Lonaf««?  k  Tl 
delighted.  Ye.-^  J'eHghtedTof  L^"^^  i-Jw^" 
opmion,  Ha-ha-hal  You  know  .,  op'ionT  Jt  il  ^^ 
same  as  it  ever  was~I  never  change  I  When  /  have  ohr! 
made  up  my  mind,  it  is  a  fciture  I    I  have  \aM  L^?  ^i 

Fools  and    theu-   money  I'      Ha-ha-hal     But   we  S'r 

rAbb^t^MLr  hL'II'^^k"  •'^J    ^""'  ^  M'"  Vancourt 
oi  ADOots  Manor  had  been  here  when  you  beean  th»  »*.»«,- 

ThatrsH '^r  '^  "•^'^^  ^^^  »^^  so^Thi  g  to':^;!- 

ha-ha-ha  I    She  always  has  something  to  say !  -  ^ 

coldly""  '^'  '''"'^  ^''  objected?"  queried  Walden, 

"  Oh,  I  won't  go  so  fitf  as  that no  !-eh,  your  Grace  ? 

we  won't  go  so  far  as  that  J »  ^  '"" 

The    Duke  of  Lumpton,   thus  suddenly  adjured,  looked 
round,  and  smiled  vacantly.  «ajurea,  looked 

;;  Won't  go  so  far  as  what  ?  "  he  asked ;  "  Didn't  catch  it ! " 

InZt    [  ^^' '  "  ^'^  ''"^'^  ^'^^^  °f  <^o«"«  !--cveryone 

M^L  vLirhlhlV.""      ''-'-'''   girn-charm^^^ 
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mn  !?  ?  u  °?  '*"«**"*  ""^  '•*'***  •«»'"  t«"  «rtain  vein., 
moved  by  cerebra^  emotion,  protruded  largely  on  hi.  forehead 
Hm  Grace  laughed  also,  but  .hortly  and  indifferently. 

Oh,  ya-as~ya-a.I    She',    the    on^  who'.   ju.t  had  a 
rumpu.  with  her  rich  American  aunt.    I  believe  they  don'! 

Xt  itl"  ^'*"    °^    '*''*'''°"'   "'*'     ^**    ^^^    ''°"»«". 

aZ^lii^w'^f  '^""^'  ^^^^"^  ''^'^  ^  t^  stooping 

X  .1    "^"k   k    "•'  '°'"''*''"«  "8^*  **«*  ^"  '"variably 
going  wrong  with  that  particukr  machine,  and  who  wa.  redd« 
than  ever  m  the  face  with  his  efforts,  now  looked  up. 
»K.  ^"",y*"^°"rt  is  coming  back  to  the  Manor  to  reside 

t^i^nln    "J'p''''^    "V^'yd^^forawoman.ccustlS 
to  London  and  Pans.     I  expect  she'U  stay  about  ten  days." 

One    never    knows -one  cannot    teU!"    sighed    Julian 

Adderiey.     "Sometimes  to  the  satiated  female  mi^d,om; 

wrought  with  socuU  dissipation,  there  come,  a  stn«ge  longing 

for  peace  I-for  the  scent  of  roses  !_for  the  yello^  shin!  of 

o?"ri  ~      '"^  ''"'  °'  **  "^^^^^  ^^^'~^«'  ^  b'eaS[ 

nia^^lK'  ^"Sf^^t'""^  *"^  P'*^"^*^  *  "^  buttercup 
nodding  m  the  grass  at  his  feet.  ^ 

h.'i^H'^.7!"''T  '"  '^^  ^"^  '^'^  *«=  absolutely  harmless," 
hesaid  "Let  us  hope  the  lady's  wishes  may  find  their  lim^t 
in  a  soothing  pastoral  I " 

"Ha-ha-hal»  laughed  Sir  Morton.  "You  are  deep,  my 
dear  sir  you  are  very  deep  I  God  bless  my  soul !  De^aTI 
well  I  No  wonder  people  are  afnud  of  you  I  Clever,  dever" 
Im  afraid  of  you  myself  I    Come  along,  come  along!    On  I 

Damn !  the  footman,  who  stood  holding  open  the  door  of 
the  waggonette,  and  officiously  gave  the  Duke  of  Lumpton  a 
h^d  to  hdp  h,m  into  the  carriage.  "  Now,  Lord  Mawd^ham, 
wTth  r  r^."^;- /^"«^o«i '  Come,  come,  Mr.  Ad^! 
Ha  1  Zf  °^  ^V«^beth  I  She  will  be  arriving  at^e 
Hall  before  we  are  there  to  receive  herl  Terrible,  tcrribtol 
Come  along!     We're  all  ready!"  «mo»i 
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Julian  Adderley  had  turned  to  Walden. 

"Permit  me  to  call  and  aee  you  alone  I »    he  said     "I 

church  as  I  should  do-a.  I  ought  to  co-a.  I  must  do! 
The  present  company  is  discordant  !~one  requires  the  music 
of  Nature._the  thought8._the  dreams!  But  no  more  at 
present!  I  should  like  to  talk  with  you  on  many  matters 
some  wild  sweet  moming,-if  you  have  no  objection  ?- 

Walden  was  amused.  At  the  same  time  he  was  not  very 
eager  to  respond  to  this  overture.of  closer  acquaintanceship 
with  one  who,  by  his  dress,  manner  and  method  of  speech, 
proclaimed  himself  a  'decadent'  of  the  modem  school  of 
brie? '.  *"  "°^'*'"*  ^  "***  courteous.    So  he  replied 

"I  shall  be  pleased  to  see  you,  of  course,  Mr.  Adderley.  but 
I  must  w-am  you  that  I  am  a  very  busy  man-I  should  not  be 
able  to  give  you  much  time " 

"  No  explanations-I  understand ! "  And  Adderley  pressed 
h.s  hand  with  enthusiasm.  "The  very  fact  that  you  are  busy 
in  a  village  like  this  adds  to  the  peculiar  charm  of  your 
personality!     It  is  so  strange  !-so  new-so  fresh  I  " 

He  smiled,  and  again  pressed  hands. 

"  Good-bye  1  The  mood  will  send  me  to  you  at  the  fitting 
moment ! "  * 

He  clapped  his  hat  more  firmly  on  his  redundant  red 
locks  and  clambered  into  the  waiting  waggonette.  Sir 
Morton  followed  him,  and  the  footman  shut  to  the  door  of 
•  Damn  r    "^'^  *  ^^  ""  unnecessary  as  his  master's  previous 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Walden ! "  then  shouted  the  knight  of 
bone-melting  p  owess ;  "  Much  obliged  to  you,  I'm  sure ! " 

Walden  raise  i  his  hat  with  brief  ceremoniousness,  and  then 
as  the  carnage  rolled  away  addressed  the  Reverend  Mr. 
I^yeson,  who  was  throwing  himself  with  hippopotamus-like 
agihty  across  his  bicycle. 

"  Vou  follow,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Yec.     I'm  lunching  at  Badsworth  Hall.    The  Duke  wants 
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You  know  I'm  a  bit 


to  consult  me  about  hia  family  rrcorda. 
of  an  authority  on  such  points ! " 
Walden  smiled. 

aI}.    **"7^/°"."*'    ^"*  "'•"^  J'""  ~l«d*'  the  ducal 
deeds  carefully."  he  «ud     "A  slip  in  the  lineal  descent  of 

EmphUT""*  "**'*  ^^^  ^^  "^""^  '*"^''*^*  "^  *^*  ''"»•»*» 
A  light  shone  in  his  clear  blue  eyes,-a  flashing  spark  of 

"Lumpton  goes  back  a  good  way."  he  said  airily;  "I  shall 
take  him  up  when  I  have  gone  through  the  history  of  the 
Vancourts.  I'm  on  that  scent  now.  I  shall  make  a  gcKxl  bit 
of  busmess  directly  Miss  Vancourt  returns;  she'll  pay  for 
anything  that  will  help  her  to  stiffen  her  back  and  put  more 
side  on. 

"Really!-    ejaculated  Walden,   coldly;    "I   should  have 

thought  her  forebears  would  have  saved  her  from  snobbery." 

Not  a  bit  of  it ! "  declared  Leveson,  beginning  to  start  Uie 

musclM  of  his  grand-pianoforte  legs  with  energy;  "Rapid  as  a 

nrework,  and  vain  as  a  peacock  !    Ta  I " 

And  fixing  a  smaU  cap  firmly  on  the  back  of  his  very  Unre 
head,  he  worked  his  wheel  with  treadmiU  reguUrity  and  wL 
soon  out  of  sight  /      "  wm 

Walden  stood  alone  b  the  churchyard,  lost  for  a  brief  space 
m  meditation.  The  solemn  strains  of  the  organ  which  the 
schoolmistress  was  still  playing,  floated  softly  out  from  the 
church  to  the  perfumed  air,  and  the  grave  melodious  murmur 
made  an  undercurrent  of  harmony  to  the  clear  bright  warbling 
of  K  skylark  which,  beating  its  wings  against  the  sunbeam^ 
rose  ever  higher  and  higher  above  him. 

"What  petty  souls  we  are!"  he  murmured;  "Here  am  I 

feelmg  actually  indignant  because  this  fellow  Leveson,  who  has 

ess  education  and  knowledge  than  my  dog  Nebbie,  assumes 

to  have  some  acquaintance  with  Miss  Vancourt !    What  does 

l^T^\        ^'  *l"''"^''  "  '*  ^f  "'■"*'    If  »he  cares  to 
accept  information  from  an  ignoramus,  what  is  it  to  do  with 
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the  fellow  is ! 
-a  blatant  ass ! 


me?  Nothing!  Yet,— what  a  blatant  ass 
Upon  my  word,  it  does  me  good  to  say  it- 
And  Sir  Morton  Pippitt  is  another ! " 

He  laughed,  and  lifting  his  hat  from  his  forehead  let  the 
soft  wind  breathe  refreshing  coolness  on  his  uncovered  hair. 

"There  are  decided  limits  to  Christian  love!"  he  said,  the 
laughter  still  dancing  in  his  eyes.     "I  defy-I  positively  defy 
anyone  to  love  Leveson !     'The  columns  and  capitals  are  all 
wrong     are  they?"    And  he  gave    a    glance  back  at  the 
beautiful  little  church  in  its  exquisite  design  and  completed 
F^rfection.     -Out  of  keeping  with  early  Norman  walls!' 
Wise  Leveson  !    He  ignores  all  periods  of  transition  as  if  they 
had  never  existed-as  if  they  had  no  meaning  for  the  thinker 
^  weU  as  the  architect-as  if  the  movement  upward  from  the 
Norman  to  the  Early  Pointed  style  showed  no  indication  of 
progress !    And  whereas  a  church  should  always  be  a  veritable 
sermon  m  stone'  expressive  of  the  various  generations  that 
have  wrought  their  best  on  it,  he  limits  himself  to  the  begin- 
ning of  things !    I  wonder  what  Leveson  was  in  the  beginning 
of  things  ?    Possibly  an  embryo  Megatherium  ! " 

Broadly  smiling,  he  walked  to  the  gate  communicating  with 
his  own  garden,  opened  it,  and  passed  through.     Nebbie  was 
waiting  for  him  on  the  lawn,  and  greeted  him  with  the  usual 
effusiveness.     He  returned  to  his  desk,  and  to  the  composition 
of  his  sermon,  but  his  thoughts  were  inclined  to  wander.    Sir 
Morton  Pippitt,  the  Duke  of  Lumpton  and  Lord  Mawdenham 
hovered  before  him  like  three  dull  puppets  in  a  cheap  show: 
and  he  was  inclined  to  look  up  the  name  of  Marius  Longford 
in  one  of  the  handy  guides  to  contemporary  biography,  in 
order  to  see  if  that  flaccid  and  fish-like  personage  had  really 
done  anything  in  the  world  to  merit  his  position  as  a  shining 
luminary  of  the  'Savage  and  Savile.'    Accustomed  as  he  was 
to  watch  the  ebb  and  flow  of  modem  literature,  he  had  not 
yet  sighted  either  the  Longford  straw  or  the  Adderley  cork 
among  the  flotsam  and  jetsam  of  that  murky  tide.    And  ever 
and  again  Sir  Morton  Pippitt's  coarse  chuckle,  combined  with 
the  covert  smUes  of   Sir    Morton's   'distinguished'  friends 


i"w.     rti.  •»»' 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


79 


echoed  through  his  mind  in  connection  with  the  approaching 
dreaded  invasion  of  Miss  Vancourt  into  the  happy  quietude 
of  the  village  of  St.  Rest,  till  he  experienced  a  sense  of  pain 
and  aversion  almost  amounting  to  anger.  Why,  he  asked 
himself,  seeing  she  had  stayed  so  long  away  from  her  child- 
hood's home,  could  she  not  have  stayed  away  altogether? 
The  swift  and  brilliant  life  of  London  was  surely  far  more 
suited  to  one  who,  according  to  'Putty '  Leveson,  was  *  rapid 
as  a  firework,  and  vain  as  a  peacock.'  But  was  'Putty* 
Leveson  always  celebrated  for  accuracy  in  his  statements? 
No!    Certainly  not — yet 

Then  something  seemed  to  fire  him  with  a  sudden  resolution, 
for  he  erased  the  first  lines  of  the  sermon  he  had  begun,  and 
altered  his  text,  which  had  been :  "  Glory,  honour  and  peace 
to  every  man  that  worketh  good."  And  in  its  place  he  chose, 
as  a  more  enticing  subject  of  discourse : 

"  The  ornament  of  a  meek  and  quiet  spirit,  which  is  in  the 
sight  of  God,  of  great  price." 
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CHAPTER  V 

.  Saturday  concluded  the  fi  St  five  H.  T".'''"^'  ^"^  "^^" 
the  inhabitants  of  St  Rest  weL  huT  1  '^'  '  May-moneth,' 
was  just  possible  they  m?l  h'v  T'1. '°  "°"""^«  ^^at  it 
fair  weather.'  SaturL  ^^  IT  V^'^  '""^^  '*  «P^»  ^^ 
the  village-the  da^wheTJn!  or^f  '  ^^^^"-g-P  day '  in 
expected  places  Jtle  unwat  t  T  "^''^  '''  °"^  ^"  "»- 
flagstones  poured  with  soZn7  1  tnp  over;  when  the  old 

of  too-hasty%assers"y  ;hTt^'  '''^'''^  °^^^  *^^  ^°^^ 
squirted  at  with  tL  aid  orj^^^' ""'"^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^^""y 
when  Ada.  Frost.  thVslo^  .^L'^I^Tbet  ^7^"' 
•ng  and  even  surreptitiously  drinkiwCeMn  •  '^^^ 
of  the  churchyard,  because'he  wa^  ffr^d  '  /  S"'"'  ''""'' 
to  the  persistent  housewifel    .nT  ^*'^;^,t°go  home,  owing 

'washed  down'eveXT'eIeTreyn°..'"  ^'""  '^'^'  "*>° 
as  she  forcibly  expreTsedl  '  thTi    T     "^^^*J^'"&  ^nd  had, 

Itwas  aday.V^e^'^^J^t  ""'' r'' 

duties  at  the  rectory  at  noon  tn^l      u  "  ^'^  gardening 

self,  aware  that  his'  ' Ss '  w^  '  'kk"''^'"'  ^^'°"  ^^  ^^^ 
'wouldn't  have  him\nSn' a^^  '""^^'"^  '^'  ^•*^^^"'  «"d 
having  finished  his  note  t  t^^^Z^  "'^"  J^*^"  ^^><^en, 
of  ease  and  relief  and  con2  Tu^  ^'  sermon,  felt  a  sense 
purely  Pagan    it^'re?    tl  t^^^^^^^ 

^o  Hi.  to  .indly  step  ;^:r^anrin-t^- ^1 
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olfmol  T"f  ^"^r''  '  '^'^^'  '"-'^--g.  simple-faced 
o^d  feUow,  ,n  a  brown  jacket  and  corduroys,  had  himself  come 

All  right,  Spruce  I    Say  I'll  come  ! » 
.a-Hng  abou.,    He  ,L  oW  an'd^Me^lT:  ZeXhr 

seemed  easier  in  her  mind.    Lord  love  ye  .-"esT«™rl- 
wrong.     So,  if  you'd  step  up,  sir? "  s  •*  "" 

Driven  almost  to  despair.  Walden  put  his  lips  close  to  th. 
old  man's  obstinate  ear.  ^  *°  *"® 

Vel"^;;     "'    bellowed--.  af-.er    lu„_cheon!       Yes  I 
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be^ood.  sir  ?    We  wouldn't  like  to  leave  the  old  place  now. 

hi^LT'  ^'''*f  "^  ''°^''  ^^^'"'■"^'  ^"^  ^«  ^"ddenly  brushed 
h.s  hand  across  his  poor  dim  eyes.  The  pathos  of  this  hint 
was  not  lost  on  Walden,  who,  forgetting  all  1  own  moment^ 

ZTaC"""  Tu"^""'  '°  '^'  °^^"^'°"  ^"d  ^°^^«d  down  the 
old  man  s  ears  hke  one  of  the  far-famed  '  Bulls  of  Bashan.' 

Don  t  worry !  he  yelled,  his  face  becoming  rapidly  crimson 
with  his  efforts;  "I'll  see  you  all  right!  You'sh^n't  leavThe 
Manor  if  I  can  prevent  it:  I'll  speak  for  you  1  Cheer  up! 
Do  you  hear !    Che— er  up ! '»  ^ 

Spruce  heard  very  clearly  this  time,  and  smiled. 
Thank  you,  Passon !      God  bless  you  !      I'm  sure  you'll 
help  us,  if  so  be  the  lady  is  a  hard  one- » 

ful  «'l.?f  **  ^'""'"'^'^  "^^  "°  ™^'-^'  b"^  ^i^h  a  brief  respect- 
ful salutation,  put  on  his  cap  and  turned  away 

To   If "''  "^^  m"  f '"  "  '°"S  ^^^*^^  *"d  wiped  his  brow. 

Dkch  of  hif  fi  been  so  much  astonished  at  the  loud 
pitch  of  h,s  master's  voice,  that  he  had  retired  under  a  sofa 
m  alarm    and  onl;,  crawled   out  now  as  Spruce  depn-ted 

TnLrt  ^"''•^"^^-gg-g^  of  his  tail.  Walden  pattea  t'?; 
animal's  head  and  laughed. 

^'ib,rrpU  rir  .^^"""^ '"- «-'  -^  ^  ^^ 

"Poor  Spruce  I "  he  murmured.  "  ■  Help  him,  if  so  be  the 
tadyKahardonel-  Ah-eady  in  fear  of  her  I  i  ex^cT thev 
have  heard  something-some  iU-report-probablyTnTv  tS 
con_ec.ly  founded  Yet,  how  it  goes  W  the  gtin  of  ml^ 
hood  to  realure  that  any  ■  lady  •  may  be  ■  a  hard  one  I  •  But 
aUsl-what  a  multitude  of  -hard  ones 'there  ar"  I  HaX; 
th^  men,  perhaps,  if  all  the  truth  were  known  f> 

Ano  there  was  a  certain  sternness  and  rooted  aversion  in 
h.m  to  that  dun  approaching  ptesence  of  the  unknowThe™  S 
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of  Abbot's  Manor.  He  experienced  an  instinctive  dislike  of 
her  and  was  positively  certain  that  the  vague  repugnance 
would  deepen  into  actual  antipathy. 

h;l?r/-'''""°'  ^''''^^^  ^'^^  everybody."  he  argued  within 
himself,  m  extenuation  of  what  he  felt  was  an  unreasonable 
mental  attitude;  "And  modern  fashionable  women  ae 
among  the  most  unlikeable  of  all  human  creatures.    Any  one 

placed"  ""  '"''^'  *  ''"^^  ^  *^''  ^°"'^  ^  ^^^"^dly  0"t  of 

Thus  self-persuaded,  his  mood  was  a  singular  mixture  of 

w"f/M  .K?'?""^"'  ^*'^"'  '"  ^"^^^™^"*  °f  his  promise,  he 
walked  that  afternoon  up  the  winding  road  whici.  led  to  the 
Manor,  and  avoiding  the  lodge  gates,  passed  through  a  rustic 

InH  I  uZu^^}  ^"^  '"^  *^^"«  *  P^^h  ^"°^s  "meadows 
and  through  shrubberies  to  the  house.    The  path  was  guarded 

by  a  sentinel  board  marked   'Private.     Trespassers  will  be 
prosecuted.;    But  in  all  the  years  he  had  lived  at  St.  Rest  he 
cared  nothing  for  that.    As  rector  of  the  parish  he  had  his 
little  pnvileges.     Nebbie  trotted  at  his  heels  with  the  air  of  a 
dog  accustomed  to  very  familiar  surroundings.     The  grass  on 
either  side  was  springing  up  long  and  green.-delicate  little 
field  flowers  were  peeping  through  it  here  and  there,  and  every 
now  and  then  there  floated  upwards  the  strong  sweet  incense 
of  the  young  wild  thyme.    The  way  he  had  chosen  to  walk 
was  known  as  a   'short  cut'  to  Abbot's  Manor,  and  ten 
minutes  of  easy  striding  brought  him  into  the  dewy  coolness  of 
a  thicket  of  dark  firs,  at  the  end  of  which,  round  a  sharp  turn, 
the  fine  old  red  bnck  and  timbered  gables  of  the  house  came 
mto  fu     view.      He  paused  a  moment,  looking  somewhat 
regretftiUy  at  the  picture,  warmly  lit  up  by  the  glow  of  the 
bnght  sun,-a  picture  which  through  long  habitude  of  observa- 
tion had  grown  very  sweet  to  him.     It  was  not  every  day  that 
such  a  house  as  Abbofs  Manor  came  within  reach  of  the 
archaeologist  and  antiquarian.     The  beautiful  tiled-roof-the 
pcturesque  roughness  and  crookedness  of  the  architectural  lines 
of  the  whole  building,  so  different  to  the  smooth,  hard,  angular 
Imitations  of  half-timbered  work  common  in  th^se  degen«ate     ' 
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days,  were  a  delight  to  the  eyes  to  rest  upon.-a  wealth  of  iw 

ctZlyr^'C.^  :f  r  ^'-^-<^  -"d  tl^^^^^^^^^^^  2 
Chimneys  ^some  white  doves  clustered  in  a  group  on  the 
summ.    of  one  broad  oak  gable,  were  spreading  their  sno^ 

TnTel^^  '  """  '""  ^"'  "'^^"^^'"8  their  domLic  oncerni 
n  melodious  coomgs  ;-the  latticed  windows,  some  of  which  in 

t'L^ofXh'"''""'  "',  ''""'  P^"^^  were  a  plrti  ul" 
feature  of  the  house,  were  all  thrown  open.-but  to  Walden's 

brThe  rr""   ^'^^  ^•^^'"^^  ^^-^--t  atm^spte" 
about  the  place,-a    suggestion  of  change  and  occupation 
which  was  almost  startling.  occupation 

He  paced  slowly  on,  and  arrived  at  the  outside  gate  which 

ed  into  a  square  old-fashioned  court,  sucl   as  Sci^^Tn 

to  Tudor  times,  paved  on  three  sides  and  planted  with  formal 

beds  of  flowers,  the  whole  surrounded  by  an  an"  ient  w^l     Thi 

gate  was  ajar,  and  pushing  it  epen  he  passed  "cm^^^^^ 

a  moment  at  the  grey  weather-beaten  sun-dial  ii  the^fdd^ 

of  the  court  which  told  him  it  was  three  o'clock     kTl 

centuries,  at  least,  that  self-same  dial  had  martd  the  Lh^ 

that  self-same  spot,  a  silent  commentary  on  the  briefness  of 

human  existence,  as  compared  with  its  own  strange  non  ent Lnt 

onef T\  ^r '  """?  ^'"^^'^^"'^  '^'^'-P^  on'theTd  paving 
stones  awoke  famt  echoes,  and  startled  away  a  robin  Cm  » 

spray  of  blossoming  briar-rose,  and  as  he  walked    "p    o"he 

great  oaken  porch  of  entrance._a  porch  heavily  cai^ed^^th 

he  Vaignecourt  or  Vancourt  emblems,  and  as  deep  and  wide  n 

Its  mtenor  as  a  smaU  room,  an  odd  sense  came  oVhim  thl" 

he  was  no  longer  an  accustomed  visitor  to  a  beautifuP  sfow 

ru^tC't  ""''  "f/.^^^  °^  ^^^^P^^«  °n  forbidden  ground 
IJ^  .  "^'J-studded  doors,  clamped  with  huge  bolts  and  ba,^' 
stood  wide  open;  no  servant  was  on  the  Ihrefhold  to  bfd  hS 

the  belUr  to  turn  back  and  go  away,  when  suddenly  Mrs  Son^^f 

emeiged  from  a  shadowy  corner  leading  to  the  bLement'Tn" 

"^ThanlTrd'  with  an  exclamation  of  evident  re^k    ' 

you  I?e  at  last  f^VA        .  "  ''''""^'  ^^^^°"  ^^^^^"'  ^ere 
you  are  at  last!    Id  made  up  my  mind  the  silly  fool  of  a 
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Spruce  had  brought  me  the  wrong  message;-*  good  meanin' 
man  but  weak  m  the  upper  storey,  'cept  where  trees  is  con- 
cerned ani  cleanng  away  brushwood,  when  I'd  be  bold  to  say 
hes  as  handy  as  they  make  'em-but  do.  for  mercy's  sake 

b^sT^  T^  't  ^^^  ^°-  -'-  S°^  -.  for  it's  no"  so 
bad  as  .might  have  been,  an'  I've  seen  worse  done  at  a  few 

0^1  to  1!;  .f  "''"  "k-  ''  '**P  ^"  '-^^''^  '^^-'  the  door 
X«  i  K  .  fil'""  '"u^  ^"  *°  ''*™  '^^  *^^"'  ^°^  the  old  stained 
glass  do  but  filter  ,t  through  at  its  best;  not  but  that  we  ain't 
had  a  fire  ,n  it  night  and  mornin'  ever  since  we  had  Miss 
Vancourt's  letter." 

Walden  made  no  attempt  to  stem  the  flow  of  the  worthy 
woman  s  discourse.  From  old  experience,  he  knew  that  to  be 
an  impossible  task.  So  he  stepped  in  as  he  was  bidden,  and 
looked  round  the  grand  old  hall,  decorated  with  ancient 
amiour.  frayed  banners  and  worn  scutcheons,  feeling  regret- 
folly  that  perhaps  he  was  looking  at  it  so  for  the  last  tSie 
No  one  more  than  he  had  appreciated  the  simple  dignity  of 
Jts  old-world  style,  or  had  more  correctly  estimated  the  price- 

HMovrn  ^l         '"''T  ^""^  P*"^"^"8  '^''  ~^«^«d  its  walls. 
He  loved  the  great  ingle-nook,  set  deep  back  as  it  were,  in  the 
very  bosom  of  the  house,  with  its  high  and  elaborately  carved 
benches  on  each  side,  and    its  massive  armorial  emblems 
wrought  in  black  oak.  picked  out  with  tarnished  gold,  crimson 
ajidazure^  he  appreciated  every  small  gleam   and  narrow 
shaft  of  colour  reflected  by  the  strong  sun  through  the  deeply- 
tinted  lozenge  panes  of  glass  that  filled  the  lofty  oriel  windows 
on  either  side;-and  the  stuffed  knight-in-armour.  a  model 
n   ?1  »"  ji^'^Plete  steel.'  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
which  stood  holding  a  spear  in  its  gauntleted  hand  near  the 
doorway  leading  to  the  various  reception  rooms,  was  almost 
a  personal  friend.     Mrs.  Spruce,  happily  unconscious  of  the 
deepening  melancholy  which  had  begun  to  tinge  his  thoughts, 
led  the  way  through  the  hall,  still  garrulously  chirping. 

"We've  cleaned -up  wonderfully,  considerin'-and  it  was 
Just  the  Lords  providence  that  at  Riversford  I  found  a  decent 
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butler  and  footman  what  had  jes'  got  the  sack  from  Sir  Morton 
Pippitt  s  and  were  lookin-  for  a  place  temp'ry,  preferring  London 
la  er.  so  I  persuaded  both  of 'em  to  come  and  try  .enrice  with 
a  Jady  for  once,  instead  of  with  a  fussy  old  ancient,  who  turns 
red  and  blue  m  the  face  if  he's  kept  waitin'  'arf  a  second-and 

that  11  keep  Asm  a  fixture.-and  I  found  the  butler  had  a  hi  on 
a  young  woman  at  the  public-house  'ere.-so  that's  what  you 
may  call  an  'hattraction.'  and  then  I  got  two  more  'andy  gels 
which  was  jes'  goin'  off  to  see  about  Mrs.   Leveson's  place 
and  when  I  told  'em  that  there  the  sugar  was  weighed"^  ou^ 
and  the  tea  dispensed  by  the  ounce,  as  if  it  was  chemicals, 
and  that  please  the  Lord  and  anybody  else  that  likes,  they'd 
have  better  feed.n'  if  they  came  along  with  me,  they  struck  a 
bargain  there  and  then.    And  then  as  if  there  was  a  special 
g>werful  blessin  on  at  all,  who  should  come  down  RiveSbrd 
High  Street  but  one  of  the  best  cooks  as  ever  took  a  job,  a 
Scotch  body  worth  her  weight  in  gold,  and  she'd  be  a  pretty 
big  parcel  to  weirh  too,  but  she  can  send  up  a  dinner  for  one 
as  ea^y  as  for  thirty,  which  is  as  good  a  test  as  boilin'  a  tater 
--and  as  got  all  her  wits  about  her.    She  was  just  goin'  to 
advertise  for  a  house  party  or  shootin'  job.  so  we  went  into  the 

An;i  »K        ,f  ^^"«^°'-*!  *"d  had  tea  together  and  settled  it. 

And  they  all  come  up  m  a  wagginette  together  as  merry  as 

larks  ;-so  the  pUce  is  quite  lively,  Passon.  I  do  assure  you. 

specially  for  a  woman  hke  me  which  have  had  it  all  to  myself 
and  lonesome  like  for  many  years.  I've  made  Kitty  useful 
Trl  T  1^  Polishin'-gels  can't  begin  their  trainin'  too 
early  and  all  has  been  gom'  on  fine;-not  but  what  there's  a 
mighty  sight  of  eatm'  and  drinkin'  now,  but  it's  the  Lord's  will 
that  human  bem's  should  feed  even  as  the  pigs  do,  'specially 
domestic  servants,  and  there's  no  helpin'  of  it  nor  hinderin'J- 
but  this  mornin's  business  did  put  me  out  a  bit,  and  I  do  assure 
you  I  haven  t  got  over  it  yet,  but  howsomever  Spruce  says  '  Do 
yer  dooty  .'-and  I'm  a-doin'  it  to  the  best  of  my  belief  and 

ope— still  It  do  make  my  mind  a  bit  ricketty " 

Silently   Walden  followed   her  through  the   rooms,   saying 
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nlti".irrr°^-  "^  **r  '"^''^•'  'Hcketty »  or  otherwise,  and 
noting  all  the  various  changes  as  he  went 

finI"„lH*r^'~f"u'***''  ""*  •  «^«*»  ^"""formation.  The 
Sr.  K  ,?  '?°'^  ^***^*'  "*^""  "*'«  •"  ~"«»»«d  from  their 
brown  holland  coyerings.-the  long-concealtl  Flemish  tapestries 

fTrlT.?^  K  ^k'"  '"™'^  '°  **^*  ""^^  ^^  "^«  »heir  colour 
from  the  too  absorbmg  sunshine,  were  now  restored  to  their 
proper  positions,  and  portrait,  by  Vandyke,  and  landscapes  by 
Corot  gave  quite  a  stately  air  of  occupation  to  a  room,  which 
KS'h:''*?^'.^'  ^"*^'  "^^"^^  toWaldenThelone 

tTan  a  it^  n  "*  ^P™?  *^°^^^"'  ''"^*>"*  ^^'"•"ent  other 
esdt  of^M^''"^  '"**•"  "*^*'  ^'P^^^^^  f°^  *he  general 
hlhilhi  ?•  "  '".«*"'"«  '^"^  long-disused  residence  into 
habitable  condiuon.  and  was  only  moved  to  something  likel 
thusiasm  when  he  reached  what  was  called  'the  morning  ^om' 
r  .T"*"f  *  °"«'"*"J'  '"^«"<J«<i  to  »«rve  as  a  boudoTrfor 
Here  all  the  furniture  was  of  the  daintiest  design,-here  rich 

sofas  and  m  the  deep  easy-chairs.-curtains  of  cream  brocade 
embroidered  by  hand  with  garlands  of  roses.  drape^thSs 
oftije  deep  embrasured  window-nook  whence  two  ^dekt^t 
doors  opened  outwards  to  a  smooth  terrace  bordered  w'S 
tr!!ldtr  ^^«"^^»^"  -e-  busy  rolling  the  rich" 

1^;T/  ^^*'"?"  '"""'"^"^  *  ^'^^^  ^^^»  »»^»ded  with  ancient 
oaks  and  elms  that  must  have  seen  the  days  of  Henry  v„ 
The  prospect  was  fair  and  soothing  to  the  eyes,  and  ^^lden 

^TtI"'  ^»f^^^"  ""^^  ^^°J""t*^  «gb  of  pleasure. 

This  IS  beautiful ! "  he  said,  speaking  more  to  himself  th^n 
to  anyone—"  Perfectly  beautiful !  "^ 

"It  is  so,  sir  »  agreed  Mrs.  Spruce,  with  an  air  of  comfortably 
placid  conviction;  "There's  no  doubt  about  it-it'lal 
beautiful  a  room  as  could  be  made  for  a  queen,  though  I  say 

Qu'^stL     Vo      ^"'  "'\?'^^  "'"  "'^  '^  '«  quite 'another 
question     You  see.  sir.  this  room  was  always  kept  locked  in 
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L^uM  ^  .        '''^',"  "''"''  ""^^  »°  "»«  ^hem.     The  Squle 
wouldnt  let  a  soul  ins.de  the  door,,  not  even  hi.  daughter 
And  now,  sir,  will  you  please  read  the  letter  I  got  thi,  mofnin  J 
wh,ch«  you  will  notice,  i.  quite  nice-like  and  kindTy  Ife 

iuUig^"  """  ''«"'"*^  '"^  ^^  ^^'^  keys  inside  it 

Walden  look  the  missive  in  reluctant  silence.  The  same 
U«ck  notepaper.  odorous  with  crushed  violets-the  wme 
bold.  da.hmg  handwriting  he  had  seen  before,  but  the  m^er 
expressed  m  U  was  worded  somehow  in  a  totally  d  fferenTtrne 
to  that  of  the  previous  letter  from  the  same  hand. 

box^Xh^'r-  ^'""^"'"  '*  ""  =  "  ^  '""'^''^  *he  keys  of  my 
boxes  which  I  am  sending  in  advance,  as  I  never  travel  with 
luggage.  Kindly  unpack  all  the  consents  and  Lnge  them 
in  the  wardrobes  and  presses  of  my  mother's  room!  If^ 
remember  rightly,  these  rooms  have  never  been  used  bu    I 

;«;td  1  hlvr  '"  ^r  ^  ""''•  ^«  P'^-  hav^rvtryth l 
prepared.     I  have  received  your  letter  in  which  you  sav  there 

.s  some  difficulty  in  getting  good  servants  at  so  short  a  note 

J<^t     sltT"'  *'^  '"'  ^"^  ^""^  y-  -»  arrang^^or  the 
best     Should  everything  not   be   quite  satisfactory   we  cTn 

make  alterations  when  I  come.     I  expect  to  arriv^'hrme  i^ 

time  for  afternoon  tea.  Marvlua  VancouTx '' 

ow^f "  folded  up    the  letter   .nd   gave    it  back   to  its 
"Well,  so  far.  you  have  nothing  to  complain  of.  Mrs.  Spruce  " 

to  eTcte'l'def  '""''''  ''^'^  '"^'^'^  evidently* p^^ared 
TrfraTon^  '''""""  "'^^"«  ''^"^   *^^   "^^^^  of  your 
"Yes.  sir.  that  may  be."  aaswered  Mrs.  Spruce:  "but  if  so 
be  you  saw  what  I've  seen  you  mightn't  take  it  so  eLily      Now 

we  :2  in  ri  tlT'  '°"'"  '^  .^''^  ^°  ^"^8^  °^  ^«  »; 
we  was  in  till  we  got  our  senses  back." 
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Begmning  to  be  vaguely  amuwd  and  declining  to  speculate 

rwulted  m  a  .pec.es  of  lunacy.  Walden  followed  a,  he  was  told, 
und  slowly  ascended  the  broad  suircase.  one  of  the  fin« 

ZZ77  "'  '."'"  ""'  '"  '^"  '''"«'^"^'  -^'^  •»»  richly  turd 
balustrades  and  grotesquely  carved    headpieces,   bui  as  he 

reached  the  upper  landing,  he  halted  abruptly,  seeing  through 

an  open  door  mystenous  glimmerings  of  satins  «id  laces,  to 

Which  he  was  entirely  unaccustomed. 
"  What  room  is  that  ?  "  he  enquired. 
"  That's  what  we  used  to  call  •  the  bride's  room,'  sir."  replied 

Mrs.  Spruce,  smoothing  down  her  black  skirts  with  an  air  of 
A.ssy  importance  and  heaving  a  sigh ;  "  Miss  Maryllia's  mother 
was  to  have  had  it     Don't  be  afraid  to  step  inside  Passon 
everythink's   been   turned  out   and  aired.  L    he^^^^^^^^^ 

peck  of  damp  or  dismals  anywhere,  and  you'll  see  for  your 
self  what  a  time  we're  'avin'  though  we're  gettin'  jes'  a  bit 
straight  now.  and  I've  'ad  Nancy  Pyrle  as  is  'andy  with  her 

Passon  Walden,— do  step  inside  I "  **       ««. 

dedined^n"^'"'  ^""^f  ^""^  u^  '°'""  •"'^•"^*^^'^  fastidiousness, 
declined  to  move  further  than  the  threshold  of  this  hitherto 
closed  and  sacredly  guarded  chamber.  Leaning  again  t  the 
doorway  he  looked  in  wonderingly.  with  a  vagueleelbg  of 
bewilderment,  while  Mrs.  Spruce,  trotting  busily  ahead Tave 

rr^th  *°h'  !:"''"^'  '^^""^^  "^'^"^^^  br^hbgfe" 
hard  as  though  she  were  running,  was  carefully  shaking  out 

:'h  S!'  '°  "^  '  '^''''  "'^  °^  ''"^^  ^""'^  ^-^'  ««^tL- .g 

said^«r'  ^^.'°"'.*^''  "  ^hat  all  my  trouble's  abouf-she 

sort  em  as  they  comes,  not  knowin'  whether  they  mayn't  fall  to 
bus  in  our  'ands.  some  of  'em  bein'  fine  as  cobwebs'  an' such 
body  hnen  as  was  never  made  for  any  mortal  woman  in  St 
Rest,  all  lace  an'  silk  an'  little  ribbins!  When  the  trunki 
amved  an'  we  got  'em  into  the  'all,  I  felt  tkat  mI^TZ 
assure  ye  I    For  me  to  'ave  to  unpack  an'  open  'em.  and  take 
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like,  rubies  ai' sappK1„f21„?'  ^-  T''^^ 
we've  caken  a  rJK«„Svt?Ar'  ^n '"""  ""'^■''  '"^ 

no  mistake  I  ■•         "  *^  "*  "  *  hornament  and 

u''p:^i*tthiorre'^rhrhTc£  "r"s '"  "" 

days  sermon.    Never  in  ^  thm^'^l  ""  ""  "'" 
a^'rantr^otTi^^S  i^^ 

Se,     He  Sd"""  '"?/  '^"iM^ringdisordefoffeminte 
-her  bedroom,  where  she  l»d  had  ,o  pass  so  :Zy  ^ 
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hou«  of  suffering,  had  been  a  model  of  almost  Spartan-like 
sunphaty.  and  her  dressing-table  was  wont  to  T^Zl 
conspcuous  for    melancholy  little  medicine-phiak    han  for 

^^::!l  ?i^:''^''''rt''  ^°"'-'  -baling  the  l: 

Srely  abne.  tha?  T""  ^"'  ^'''^'  ^^^^^"  ^^^  «^^d  so  en- 
urely  alone,  tha  the  pretty  vanities  of  bright  and  healthv 
women  were  quite  unfamiliar  to  him  ^ 

seeded  r'""'  ,^""'""^  ^^'P^'^  °^  °P^"ly  ^^^P^^ssed  frivolity 
seemed  curiously  new,  and  vaguely  alarming.     He  was  angry 

Tnf  witrV?  """"  '''■''''^-  ^^  ^°- '  h--lf  -nS 
mg,  with  a  cunous  uneasiness,  two  small  nondescript  oink 

racn  other  At  a  first  glance  they  appeared  to  be  verv  choirs 
examples  of  that  charming  orchid  known  as  the  ' ^1^^ 
-but  on  closer  examination  it  was  evident  they  were  ^S 

yes  away  from  them,-and  again  and  again  his  glance  in 
vdun^Uy  wandered  back  and  rested  on  their  he  pletlooking 
little  pointed  toes  and  ridiculously  high  heels      ronlj^   ! 

shoes  terLrwhT^'i  '''  T^*  '^^^'^^^^^  ""»^--d-of 
snoes  ever  seen.     Why,  no  human  feet  of  the  proper  size  could 

po   ibly  get  mto  them,  unless  they  were  sque^df- 

Yes,  squeezed !  "-repeated  Walden  inwardly  with  a  sense 

feet  i„Ti'?r''^^'i"«  °"*  °^  i°-^  -nd  disLe^-fl 
feet  m  fact  like  everything  else  false  that  has  to  do  with  the 
modem  fashionable  woman ! "  ^ 

There  they  lay,--apparently  innocent  ;-but  surely  detest- 
able, nay  even  Satanic  objects.    He  determined  he  would  havt 
them  removed-picked  up-cast  out-thrust  into  Znearelt 
drawer-anywhere,   in  fact,  provided  they  were  out  Tt 
stern,  clerical  sight.     Mrs.  Sp^ce  was  contLu'g  con  ers Lion 
m  bnsk  tones,  but  whether  she  was  addressing  h^  or    he 
buxom  young  woman,  who.  under  her  directions  w^'shak  n! 
out  or  foldmg  up  the  various  garments  taken  out  of  the  vtrtu! 
boxes,  he  did  not  know.  and.  as  a  matter  of  fact,  he Td "o 
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nej  .ha.  ™  ^  jp^si!;  'a' T  ^  t'ci:;;  ■"""""•■■"- 
bo.h  L  .r,ns 'z^^7  o^„' ^:r  ""rp-p- -"• 

contact  with  fh^  a  *°   ''*-'^P  ^^11  away   from 

likeliulepoinuofflll       ■  *  ""  '™'^'""'-  ""^^^ 

;;Beggin' your  parfon,  Passon,  did  you  speak?" 

PaZt  Wh"  *Nor*  ""1'  "^.•■"  »  «  y-  have, 
They  ™us.  hte^XpS":  ™  tl^e  T.tT  ^'•'^'*f' ' 
b«n  uufoldin-.  for  .hTpackWs  q„T„^°  ,*',itT„d?': 

ta  a  l,^rf  ^"'''"'"-  "^  'f  ""'  P'"""  "h"  had  donH^^  ^ 
in  a  mortal  temper  or  hurrv      T^rHt-rk^  ..   t   ,    "=  "  *as 

then  turned  round  with  a  «!iVh      «  t*«.     _r  i    ,        .     P^gs,—- 


J 
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Satan's  hands  to  do ;  they  never  thinks  of  the  envy  and  jealousy 
and  spite  as  eats  away  the  'arts  of  poor  gels  what  see.  all  these 
fine  things  aiid  ain't  got  no  chance  for  to  have  them  for  their- 
selves  I  Here,  sidling  along  the  floor,  she  picked  up  the 
pink  shoes  to  which  Walden  had  called  her  attention  first 
one  and  then  the  other.  "Weill  Call  them  shoes!  My 
Kitty  couldn't  get  her  'and  into  'em  !  And  as  for  a  foot  fittin' 
m  What  a  foot !  It  can't  be  much  bigger'n  a  baby's.  Well. 
well,  what  a  pair  o'  shoes  L"  .  ' 

She  stood  looking  at  them,  a  fat  smile  on  her  face,  and 
Walden  moved  uneasily  fi-om  the  threshold. 

"I'll  leave  you  now,  Mrs.  Spruce,"  he  said;  "You  have  plenty 
to  do,  and  I'm  m  the  way  here." 

"Well  now  Passon,  that  do  beat  me!"  said  Mrs.  Spruce 
plaintively ;  "  I  thought  you  was  a-goin'  to  help  us ! " 

"Help  you?  I?  "and  Walden  laughed  aloud ;  "My  dear 
woman,  do  you  think  I  can  unpack  and  unfold  ladies'  dresses? 
Of  all  the  many  incongruous  uses  a  clergyman  was  ever  put 
to,  wouldn't  that  be  the  most  impossible?" 

"Lord  love  ye.  Passon  Walden.  I  ain't  askin'  ye  no  such 
thing;^  retorted  Mrs.  Spruce;  "Don't  ye  think  it!  For  there's 
nothm  hke  a  man,  passon  or  no  passon,  for  makin'  rumples  of 
every  bit  of  clothes  he  touches,  even  his  own  coats  and  weskits. 
and  I  wouldn't  let  ye  lay  hands  on  any  o'  these  things  to  save 
my  life.  Why.  they'd  go  to  pieces  at  the  mere  sight  of  yer 
fingers,  they're  so  flimsy!  What  I  thought  ye  might  do,  was  to 
be  a  witness  to  us  while  we  sorted  them  all.  It's  a  greit  thine 
to  have  a  man  o'  God  as  a  witness  to  the  likes  o'  this  work  I" 

n.«T  ^K^t"  ?!;^^'1:  *•'  *^"^  "^'^  "^"y  K«""»e  hearti- 
ness though  he  did  wish  Mrs.  Spruce  would  put  away  the 
troublesome  pink  shoes  which  she  still  held,  and  to  which  he 
found  his  eyes  still  wandering. 

«  **?^°"'®"'^ '  Yo"  don't  want  any  witness ! "  he  said  gaily  • 
What  are  you  thinking  about,  Mrs.  Spruce?  When  Miss' 
Vancourt  is  here,  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  go  over  every  item 
of  her  property  with  her,  and  see  that  she  finds  it  all  right  If 
anythmg  is  missing,  it's  aot  your  fault" 
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"If  anythink's  missinff."echoerf  Hfr-   o 
tones,  "then  the  Lord  knows^tf^    nf^j:"""  '"  '"P">^'>"» 
over,  so  far  as  we're  conL™!^  7^     ^ "  ^*''  ^°'  '*'''  ^  »" 
kings  to  us.     pj^on,  I  rX    '  d!?"?"  "i  *'^  ^*^^^*'"  ^ 
much,  does  ye  ?  "  ^*  '*°*'" '  '^  t^e  newspapers 

the  world."  «  *  can  with  what  is  going  on  in 

P°°"o'ksga^laVeMTl^    ,     -ewpaper,  which  we 
suddint.    stnick    by  liZ.in^„??   <i«>PP.n',  down  dead 

old  and  young,  hone  andll^JfT""  r*""*''  *"  b"* 
be  pill^  podot  .  'irlotionr'nT  ""  '""'^'  ■""*"  i' 
Tliem's  the  sort  <,•  wne^  "^  f"""'  °'  '"'"'"'  >«"«»• 
Huff-  Wees  -em  a«  irforj^n^f  i  ",""*"•  "»  '«»*« 
•orrors  an' fte  medidne,  in^^ ,?'  °''  """«'  <i™k5  *» 
edifyin',  Passon,  iT^l    '  ,        h"''    '^'"    "■»  '»«'«y 

the  artemoon,  and  whethrtt  T"  "  "'^'■'="«'  « 
the  'onors  an'  n>Xn«  ™LT.  T"?'""'  >"•"  """»>  t 
in  then,  paper,  itiTow&e  Wd  "*  ™'^ '"'°" '  »"'  ^' 
if  they  nnsse,  so  ZTJT  f^.  ^  ""  """"^J^.  a«d 
of  'em  out  of  sheer  sp^,f^'T';?"f»T""T/'''P»-  'o™ 
and  -ave  -er  in  condeSi"  no'  ^  '°7k*°  "^^ 
Passon,  if  so  be  Miec    Ayr»    «•         "°  ^         *o  that  ye  see. 

dia^an'ts  and  one'fl^^  JSiTSTh""  TZ  *'  ">^< 
Pippitt  as  county  marth^tt'  fo„^^r« V"'  S' Mo«on 

our  breakfast,    kereli^l  stwhTn:.  tf  '""=  '"  '°°'=  " 
as  witness?"  s  '  sez,  why  not  'ave  a  man  o'  God 
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doing  everything  splendidly!  If  Miss  Vancourt  does  not 
look  upon  you  as  a  positive  treasure,  I  shall  be  very  much 
mistaken!     Good-afternoon!"  very  mucn 

alreadT?""'  ^'^°"'"  "'^''^  ^""  ^^™'''  "^'  ^^'  «°" 
"  I  must !    To-morrow's  Sunday,  remember ! " 
"Ah!-that  it  is!"  she  sighed,    "And   my   mind  sorely 
misgives  me  that  I  never  asked  the  new  servants  wheth^ 
they  was  'Igh.  Low  or  Roman.     It  fairly  slipped  my  memorj 
and  they  seemed  never  to  think  of  it  themselves.     Why  didn"? 
they  remind  me,  Passon?— can  you  answer  me  that?    Which 
It  proves  the  despisableness  of  our  naturs  that  we  never  thinks 
of  the  religious  sides  of  ourselves,  but  only  our  wages  and 
stummicks     Wages  and  stummicks  comes  fust,  and  the  care 
of  the  Lord  Almighty  arterwards.     But,  there,  there  1-we're 
jest  a  perverse  and  stiffnecked  generation!" 

Walden  turned  away.  Mrs.  Spruce,  at  last  deciding  to 
resign  her  hold  of  the  pink  shoes,  over  whose  pointed  toes  she 
^  1,  ri^u'^n  'T^'  «*^^  ^^^'^  ^*°  *^e  ^'^  of  the  rosy- 
foUowed  her  '  man  of  God '  out  to  the  landing. 

olft^rv""^^  think  we're  doin'  quite  right,  and  that  we're 
quite  safe,  Passon?"  she  queried,  anxiously 

W-'ln"l'r  K°'"^  "^u^^  "^^''  ^"^  y^'^'^^  ^"'t«  ^fe'"  replied 

Sn^r    "i  7  •,  ?''  °"  "^  ^°"'  P^^^^"*  P^*h  °f  virtue,  Mrs. 
Spruce,  and  all  will  be  well !     I  really  cannot  wait  a  moment 

longer.     Don't  trouble  to  come  and  show  me  out.-I  know 
my  way ! "  ^ 

He  sprang  down  the  broad  stairs  as  lightly  as  a  boy,  leaving 
Mrs.  Spruce  at  the  summit,  looking  wistfully  after  him. 

It^  a  pity  he  couldn't  stay!"  she  murmured,  dolefully; 

K       rf'/,.^''*  Pe«icut  which  must  be  worth  a  fortune  l-I'd 
have  liked  'im  to  see  it ! " 

But  Walden  w^  beyond  recall.    On  reaching  the  bottom  of 

he  staircase  he  had  turned  into  the  picture-gallery,  a  long, 

lofty  room  panelled  with  Jacobean  oak  on  both  sides  and 

hung  with  choice  canvases,  the  work  of  the  best  masters,  three 


I 


n 


III 


ri 


(I 


96 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


t 


1 


^M 


a  close  curtain  of  dnrk  ^^^n  K  "^  ^"**  °^  ^^^  S^"«'y 

was  understood  to  brL'^rtr  Hf  7/ M  '  ^^^^  "'^^'^ 
oad  never  lived  to  see  her  i^tJn^  au  ^"^  ^^'^^O""  who 
nad  himself  put  up  that  curllT  f  ^°'"''  '^'^^  ^^^^  Squire 
lift  it     Mrs   ZZlhJT'  u  "^  "°  ^'"^  '^^^  «^e'  dared  to 

of  Mary  Elia  Adeleisa  de  vl^.n       ^      i  ^^'-^^^  Picture 
Charles  the  SetondhJl  ^^'^necourt,  who,  in  the  time  of 

monarch's ^eLntd'^^^^^^  ^  "°^^^  ^^"^y  of  the  'merry 

sp.ee  h;is;;fe^trCi:^^^^^^^^^^^ 
iigh?frc::.isii;°ei;-^^^^^^^^^ 

fully  attractive  face,l°  he  fa5  of  a  chT?  ^'^  ""^  ^  "°"*'^^- 
provocative,-her  ^yes  were  w^lv     t^'"^"^"'^'  '"""'"g  »nd 

halo  of  gre;  betweefthe  bLr^.^f  a^d  ^^^^^^^  '  "°°""^^^ 
mouth,  a  trifle  large  but  nont  ^^'[^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ins,-her 
the  'Cupid's  bowMinP  /  .  "  *^^  ^^"^'^  »"d  <^"rved  in 

Her  ha^r.^butsuTelvhl?^''''^''''''"^^  ^"^  P^^io".  anS 
of  Charles  thSetndtt^e  ^d "'"'^"'f  ^ '  ^^^  P^-^er 
to  deal  with,-for  there  waTa  war^T'"*''  '°""'  ^*  ^'*^"^' 
reddish  ripple  behind  theTln  ^' '"'"  ""^^^  '^^'^  *  tiny 

over  the  ^L  I'X  ^l^^^lZ' :^^^^^^^  ""' ^'"'^  -^^' 
autumn  sunshine.  Haf  ITfh  !  L  .  "*' °^ 'P""S  «"<* 
colour  of  a  purple  oan^v'  1?  a  ridmg-dress  of  velvet  the 
white  gauntletedlvr^f^  Eha  Adelgisa  held  her  skirt, 

wear,  on  a  garden-seat  h.rHK^        u,   ^^^"^t'y,  lay  ready  for 

carelessly  in  her  close  /tfni''^~'  blush  rosebud  was  fastened 

with  emLoideredTod  rlv^^    °^j'"'  ^^*^^  ^^  *"™^d  back 

trees,  heavy  wShfoW  ZZ'  ""^  T  ^''  ^''^'  ^'^'  '^^^^ 
y  with  foliage,  met  m  an  arch  of  green.    John  Walden 
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a  quiet  three  minutes,  studying  the  picture  intently 
and  also  the  superscription :  "  Mary  Elia  Adelgisa  de  Vaigne- 
court,  Bom  May  ist,  1651:  Wedded  her  cousin,  Geoffrey  de 
Vaignecourt,  June  5th,  167 1 :  Died  May  30th,  1681." 

"Not  a  very  long  life  I "  he  mused :  "All  the  Vaignecourts, 
or  Vancourts,  have  died  somewhat  early." 

He  let  his  eyes  rest  again  on  the  portrait  lingeringly. 

"Mary  Elia  I    I  wonder  if  her  descendant,  *Maryllia'  is 
anything  like  her  ?  " 

Slowly  turning,  he  went  out  of  the  picture-gallery,  across 

the  hall  and  into  the  garden,  where  the  faithful  Nebbie  was 

waiting  for  him,  amid  a  company  of  pigeons  who  were  busy 

picking  up  what  they  fancied  from  the  gravelled  path,  and  who 

were  utterly  unembarrassed  by  the  constant  waggings  of  the 

terrier's  rough  tail.    And  he  walked  somewhat  abstractedly 

through  the  old  paved  court,  past  the  unsympathetic  sun-dial, 

and  out  through  the  great  gates,  which  were  guarded  on  either 

side  by  stone  griffins,  gripping  in   their  paws  worn  shields 

decorated    with    defaced    tracings    of  the_old    Vaignecourt 

emblems.     Clematis  clasped  these  fabulous  beasts  in  a  dainty 

embrace,  winding  little  tendrils  of  delicate  green  over  their 

curved  claws,  and  festooning  their  savage-looking  heads  with 

large  star-like  flowers  of  white  and  pale  mauve,  and  against  one 

of  the  weather-beaten  shields  an  early  flowering  red  rose  leaned 

its  perfumed  head  in  blushing  crimson  confidence.     Halting  a 

moment  in  his  onward  pace,  Walden  paused,  and  looked  back 

at  the  scene  regretfully. 

"  Dear  old  place  ! "  he  said  half  aloud ;  "  Many  and  many 
a  happy  hour  have  I  passed  in  it,  loving  it,  reverencing  it, 
honouring  its  every  stone, — as  all  such  relics  of  a  chivalrous 
and  gracious  past  deserve  to  be  loved,  reverenced  and 
honoured.  But  I  fear, — yes ! — I  fear  I  shall  never  again  see  it 
quite  as  I  have  seen  it  for  the  past  ten  years, — or  as  I  see 
it  now !  New  days,  new  ways !  And  I  am  not  progressive. 
To  me  the  old  days  and  old  ways  are  best  t" 
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CHAPTER  VI 

and  remain  with  you  always  » "  *  ^  amongst  you 

their  gradual  wayT^^cthtte^^^^^^^  '^-  ^^^^  -"<^^^ 
organ  voluntary,  played  bv  mL  r  J  ''^^^^  '°""^  ^^  an 
village  said  of  L.'l^X^T  i^^^  ^<^^"'  ^ho,  as  all  the 

Each  man  and  ^0.1^0:1:^^6^^  ^  "^"^'^  ^^^^^•' 
some  extra  bit  of  finery  on   anH        u  ^,   ^'^'-"^"^  «''' ^ad 
smart  necktie  or  wore  a  flower  tnt  T^  ^^^  '^''^^  ^'^her  a 
to  the  general  festal  feelj^nrniH   ""°"^°^^' ^^  ^  ^ 
work  is  set  aside  for  th^^Sr   ,''  '  ^^  ^'^^"  ^^^'"'^y 
tati<;n  and  prom:  :uous  love-tL^^'^^^^^  '''''''''  "^<^' 
would  do  away  with  the  appokiSd  .?    1 1  ''^onoclasts  who 
the  hard  labours  of  everyX  hfe  df      V"^  °^  ^^^P"«  ^^m 
mercy  of  trial.     A  due^obSriateTfT  'r^"^  ""^°"*  ^J^^ 
the  English  country  observancTof  c  °^/""^^y'  ^"d  especially 
graces  of  our  national   c'nstkul^^^^^      k  ""'  °'^^^  ™g 
growing  laxity  concerning  the  S^,,'^^^^^^^  ^^^g«  towns,  f 
IS  plainly  noticeable  the  Jrn,-  -^'^^  °^  *^^  seventh  day  holy ' 
society  doing  n.u^lo.^^Z'^Tr'^'  ^'"""^^^  '--'' 
day  and  its  sacredness ;  but  ?n  smaH  .       '"^  °'  ''^^^^^^  ^^^  the 
IS  still  judged  decent  a^d  obedient  1^?''°°^  ^^'"'"^  ^^^^«  « 
Divine  worship  at  least  once  a  Iv        k'         °^  ^°^  ^°  ^«^"d 
east  once  a  day,-~when  rough  manual  toil  is 
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scarcely  ever  Sen     and  1  .  "        "^  «°«S''^  ''P^^^^^'^''  »« 
sharp  ascent  fromX  town         'f  °''^' '"  °"*^^  *«  ^^^^^  the 

under  th.  quteS  X' „  * '  ""-"''  "'"'P'^""")' 

to  hour  a  fl„.,eri„g  halo  of  S  wl's    ".h""*,   J"''°"' 
messengers  of  peace  flew  ovenheTuaSr  ^'^^'-ona' 

the  gabled  roofs,  spreading  out  11.^^1  .wf' "  "^  "" 
warmth  of  the  sun  TreTrchv^""  ,7  ''  '''"  '""°  *= 
puce  for  all  the  gossips  c^theXe  JtiTeT^'  ""'""«• 
and  the  blessing  pronounced -a?d  ^^k  •  \  ™°" ™'  °™ 
the  weather,  the  loneer^?„~  ^    ^    ''"«'""  '""  """W 

On  this  sUw  sS^T  ,he  "  trvt "'"  *'  «"-™'^tion. 
with  their  various  crontes'1,5       f?  """'  ""*  *^  ^''^'. 
la^er  groups  tC  usua  171^"  w"^*^  ^"""""^  '"S^her  in 

their  o^ina';  habirrLfcutSrlL'^rr  '^"  ""  l™ 
faculties  of  criticism     Th,  „.„  exeited,— so  were  their 

attended  church,  StinJ.Ut!^''"''  ^"""  *=  **>""  "ad 
and  suggesting  in  thKsSa^,'"  '  ^^  "'""'^  ""• 
note  of  novelty,  of  fashior<,f  "^f  '^  "'""  ^  """""ted 
suppressed  soder^Snt^i^T'  T"  °'  ^«^«  ""^ 
their  whisperings.',helr  :^fl  Jtni?,^''  .""^  ""''"''''■ 
to  talk  about,-^rticularly  T  L  Z      "^T  °'  ™"" 

'Siven  herself  airs.anduLhaU^^tnl^^ra 
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throughout  the  whole  neighbourhood.     Oliver  UacMhelZ 

Bau,.o„  deganrty  e,p,«,ed  i„  -J^S  "  Itt"'."" 
with  .  wonn  m  if  Afterward,,  h.  had  driven  off  ZT,2^ 
pace.  ..changing  no  word  witt,  anyone.  sCrldua  * 
he  village  worthies  opined,  wa,  bound  to  be  i^luded  a^on^ 
the  various  signs  and  tokens  which  we™.  ^sJT    7         °  * 

Then  again,  the  -Passon's-  sermon  that  morning  lid  Sen 
something  of  a  feilure.  Walden  himself,  aU  t™"Le  he^ 
engaged  m  preaching  it,  had  known  that  t  was  a  I™,  hl^ 
and  perfunctoty  discourse,  and  he  had  f  1    f™y  JnTc^iu,  1.! 

•the  ornament  of  a  meek  and  quie^Zt '  hThST.™"! 
to  recommend  the  cultivation  ^  .u4Tgr,«  in^.^^"' 
for^ble  manner,  yet  he  fou„,i  himself  wondTn^g  ^^hTS 

size  of  the  human  foot?  To  be  'meek  uid  quiet "wLm^^ 
«.  exceUent  thing,  but  then  it  was  impossible  foT^yTan'^i^ 
Wood  in  his  vems  to  feel  otherwise  than  honestly  indZnTrt 

selection  of  theu-  gowns!  Flashing  sparks  of  nearl  .ml 
crystal  sewn  on  cloud-lik.  tissues  and  chWroii  ini^L^r^ 
to  eyes,  as  he  ponderously  weighed  out  the  spiStrXn^« 

dimcult  to  follow.     He  was  ^Z^l^y^Z^ :rt 
shght  flush  nsmg  to  his  face,  as  he  met  th^  h]^S^       •  • 
..are  of  Sir  Morton  Pippitfs  form„  bX-no^o'  Sp"?^ 
^rvice  at  the  Manor._he  became  aware  that  Z.Z'^Z 
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a  netr  and  rather  pretty  housemaid  beside  the  said  butler  who 
whispered  when  she  ought  to  have  been  8ilent,-and  1;  law 
blankness  on  the  fat  face  of  Mrs.  Spruce,  a  face  Uich  wa«  Z 
up  hke  a  round  red  damaged  sort  of  fruit  in  a  black  basket 
hke  linnet,  fastened  with  very  broad  violet  strfngs  Now 
Mrs^  Spruce  a  ways  paid  the  most  pious  attention  to  h.^ 
•ermons,   and   jogged  her    husband    at  regular  intervals   to 

could  not  hear  a  word  of  anything  that  was  said,  and  that 
therefore,  he  might  as  well  have  been  allowed  to  ieep'-bui 
on  this  occa«on  John  was  sure  that  even  she  failed  to  1^ 
m  erested  m  h«  observations  on  that  'ornament.'  whicL  she 

St  of  suT?"''  f  '''  r'  ^"'  ^"'^^  spirit.'pronounced 
to  be  of  such  'great  price.'    He  realise     that  if  any  'great 

price' was  at  all  in  question  with  her  th      morning,  it  was'  the 

pos«ble  monetary  value  of  her  new  lady's  wardrobt     So  that 

on  the  whole  he  was  very  glad  when  he  came  to  the  end 

InZ^"'}'     *?°"^  '''^'"^^  '•'""^^'  ^"d  ^^  able  to  retire 
altoge  her  fronj  the  gaze  of  the  different  pairs  of  eyes,  cow-like 

Mh?  ^'"t  v%^°«-"^^.  -d  human,  which  in  their  fiith! 
ful  watching  of  his  face  as  he  preached,  often  moved  him  to 

occasion.  With  his  disappearance  from  the  pulpit,  and  his 
subsequent  retreat  round  by  the  back  of  the  chufchyard  into 

estraWa''  ,  '''  «^  8^^^"'  '^^  tongues  of  the'eossipl? 
restrained  as  long  as  their  minister  was  likely  to  be  withir^ 
earshot,  broke  loose  and  began  to  wag  with  glib'rapidky. 

«HH  ^  >'"'  'r""^"'^^'"  said  one  short,  thick-set  man 

addressing  Bainton;  "Look  'ee  'ere-thy  measter  baint  c^p 
to  mark  this  mamin' I  Seemed  as  if  he  couldn't  find  the  w^s 
nor  the  meanin's  o'  the  Lord  nohow ! "  ^ 

♦u  ^^u  1° n  '^.°''^^  '■''"°''^^  ^"  ^P  fro'"  his  head  and  looked 
houghtfuly  into  the  lining,  as  though  seeking  for  insfi'uo' 

Mother  Huff    public-house;  and  not  only  was  he  proprietor 
of  the  said  pubhc-house.  but  brewer  of  all  the  ale  he  soS 
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black  ,„i.  on  S„„d  rthic?"S:  T""  ,»/">•  '"""ing 

on  hi.  cnuiium  a  vm  tall  .„„?».  'I  ""  '''"°  '"PPOI^d 
."«!e.«ng  in  i.,  anr^Ji,  l^h  «  ."  o™.,"',"  "•"  ""■"' 
•nee  wiih  cast-off  clothing  s.or«  ""  "">""'"'• 

"He":'  nl'l^d'alTd''":;'"' ..''"««'■"  ™P'--lly; 
and  quiet    MrrUM     Wh„  ''  :'"■  '"''  "l^'y''"'-     'Meek 

mortal  wuX™hL  w.  Z"  ""  ''"''  "'  ""«  '"  ""'  ''^ 
moment  we  1  in  our  <^h  "^T"""  '"  '^»>"  '«•">  "« 
we  goe,  to  our  grave"?  XT  V"'""  ''''^''  "  «""  '<'"' 
Often  ,h«,  rough  a:drladW"  ''"'"■"  '°"  '°  "''""  "'"'« 

.n;«'^^ro:^r:"4r.  rj,:' °'h«"-'  '^--" 

'ow  m'appen  we'd  best  be  «n  «?  '"  ^''  ^^^^  "^"^ 

gues8  as  'ow  the  wind  blows  nor' L/?  '^'^  °"^  *° 

village,  for  all  that  it's  a  warm  da^Tnd  T'""''  '"  *"^ 
on  beautiful.  Eh,  now.  Mr  Cin'?"  Th  ,  T"  '°'"'"' 
atory  air,  for  Baintnn  l^     r»?^       .      ^^''  *'*^  ^  <^'^"<-'''- 

proprietor.  ^'  *"    ''^"*   ^^*    ^g'-^^^ble    to    its 

Buggins  snorted  a  defiant  snort. 

"Oliver  Leach  indeed!"  ne  eiacnlatpH     «.vf    i       ,      . 
suits  him  down  to  the  ground  It  do !    t»^      '         "     '^"''* 
likely  to  have  n  i,;«^i  ^  ""°' ,"  °° '    There's  a  man  wot's 

gently     ..rE°lf  '"'  '"  '"''  *"'"  •^'T^'ulated  Bainlon 

Cbestfk^arin'mar  "t  "'"'  "  "'  '"'■■    "»■'  '''S 
"ClSk^m  w  T.f  '"°"«'' '°  '^'^"'  ""  Five  Sisters  1  ■' 

<Wr.  co^in-on  Wednesiy  ^ar^i,!'"  Whl^Tsefycste^d™ 
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"Ay  I  ay!"  chorussed  several  other  villagers  who  had  been 
Iistenrng  eagerly  to  the  conven«tion;  "You  say  true    Mr 

l:^Z7r "' ''"'"'  ^"•^- '' '''  '^^  S'«-  ^y  >-; 

And  dismal  shakings  of  the  head  and  rollings  of  the  ^vet 
from  all  parties  followed  this  prof)osition  ^ 

heZa  K-  "*'''"  ^^"^"^  '^"^  '"«°"'  ^^"^  frost,  who  on 

t'ee  of  anv^f  ''T"^  '°  "•  "'^'^'y  "^*' ''«''»  "°»  have  a 
sold  sold  It  will  be.  and  the  only  person  we'll  be  able  to  relv 
on  for  a  b.t  of  green  shade  or  shelte.  .  be  Passon  vlwe^ 
w^K,  wouldn't  have  a  tree  cut  do.-n  an;  .here  on  his  lanHo 
not  .f  he  was  starving.  Ah!  If  the  old  Squire  were  alive  heS 
laTdTow  r"  '''  ''  °^'"  ''''  ^'°PP^^  ^'  '^-  '^^  f-  Sis'- 

By  this  time  a  considerable  number  of  the  villacers  had 
gathered  round  Roger  Buggins  as  the  centre  of  the  Zcuss 
-some  ou  of  curiosity,  and  others  out  of  a  vague  and  entir    . 
erroneous  idea  that  perhaps  if  they  took  the'pro^r  s^e  c 

Tk      «•       ^^^    ^'°'^^'    ""ff'   t>etween  church  hours 
might  be  offered  as  an  amicable  end  to  the  conversation. 

Someone  should  tell  Miss  Vancourt  about  it ;  she's  cominir 

however  lolled  '  '  ^'"f ''-king  young  woman,  who  was 
ho)^eyer  looked  upon  with  grave  suspicion  by  her  feminine 
neighbours,  because  she  dressed  'beyond  her  station '/"fZ 
she'd  do  something?"  '        "P^ 

"Not  she!"  said  Frost,  cynically;   «•  She's  a  fine  lady- 
been  hvm'  with 'Mericans  what  will  eat  banknotes  for  breakLt 
n  order  to  write  about  it  to  the  papers  arterwards     Them 

Tut  orlT"  ^''"  "°  '^°""'  °'  ''^^'^  ^-^P^  ^-  -'^e  -ney 
Here  there  was  a  slight  stir  among  the  group,  as  they  saw 
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stick,  this  venerable  personage  mT^i,-  *  ^^°"^  ^^^ 

of  gossios     ArrJuJn!  .      movement,  up  to  the  group 

wi^  .he  .o/of  hisLSvttr   '"""  "^  '"'^"O' 
A..  Se.lJ'XX"!,;;'':^^'  *"'^i  "What  a.  ,e  a., 

nine  yea«  o- livin' wi' Ve  1^1      •        Lord,Lori.r    Eighly- 

n.is'able  sinneis  as  ever  y?  waT  and  „.        """^'  '*  ''  "'  ^ 
'cept  ttie  one  inthe  Sarky'^^alus  »  '"■  '  '""'  """"S  J"^ 

ag^!^s:Krrg^r  r '.r '"  ''^'>«'  -^ '-" 

wisps  of  thin  white  h»irLM  •     *°  ""™  »  f"  stray 

bromied  L,  like  a  rTZi^    """u''"  """"'*  "' •■«  ™- 
reflections  on'ah:iwZ:  ;::,'"  ^""*-  ^"""^"'"^  "PPW 

Jdl^'  '^''  ''°"'  ""*"•    •'o-^'"  ^i'l   Bnggins,    ataos. 

;;  Nor  we  ain't  sayin'  nothin',"  added  Sainton. 
*ve  be  as  harmless  as  doves"  nnf  m   a^       t- 

life!"  -^        wonderful  for  your  time  of 

"My  time  o'  life?  "    And  Tosev  I     \^.u 
young  woman  with  an  inhLl^.w  ^'^'^"•ow  surveyed  the 

-.i«.n^.i:LfrdrSy-^---'  - 1 
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hamse,  and  a  harnser  HI  W  or  niZrt  "l'  ?'^''''  " 
reason  why  I"  ^        ^"  '^^''°"  *«  ^^"ow  the 

The  men    and  women  glanced    at    each   other     t. 
unnecessary,  and  it  would  certainly  L  ZT  "^^ 

oldJoseyI.therbarrow.cL?d  rinthU  .re^:*?"'  'I  '""^"^^ 
infirmities.  nsiaenng  his  great  age  and  various 

They  be  com.n'  down,"  said  Buggins  •"  Oliver  tI    u> 
chalk  mark's  on  'em  for  Wednesday  maS '"  ^""^' 

Comm'  down!"  echoed   Tn«ew    ^n^    •  ,    ^ 
with  ye  all  for  a  parcel  o'sfets  wTl  ^"''' 

reason  nor  backbone  1     Comin'  down  f  ^neither  rhyme  nor 

tell  me  the  Manor-house  wT  l^n'  tuml '  T  "'^''  ^  "^" 
Comin'downl    Gar'n!"      *"  '^'^   '"'"^^  "^^o  a  cow-shed! 

"  It's  true,  Josey,"  said  Adam  Frost,  beeinninir  tn  mat.  u- 
towards  the  gate  of  the  churchyard-  for TT/h       .        f  ""^^ 
of  his  numerous  'olive-branches'  ^»^''-^^^^'^^ 
home  to  dinner    and  he  knew  K  '^"^  ^'^°"'"S  ^i*" 

It  11  be  any  good  speakin'  to  the  new  ladv  wh«'c  .™^«' 
on  Tuesday,  or  whether  the  Five  Silt  rsUnrhe'T  '°'"' 
afore  she  comes,  there's  no  knol'  S  e^  ^  ^  Z^''^''^' 
trees,  but  whether  the  Lord  He  gave  Oli^l  T  !  k  .  ^T  '^^ 
away  again  after  a  matter  S  tCe  oXr^unH  .''''  '" 
mighty  doubtful ! "  ^°"'  ^""*^''^^  yea"-  « 

Old  Josey  looked  «>tupefied. 

true  .'-and  that's  the  worst  wish  I  can  give  ye  I " 


i 
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women  near  him  would  h™  n^'  ,  ?  °"'  "'  *«  "'"'  <» 
assist  his  s.e,»  b„T,hey  au  knf" S^'.r"  "'"  *  '^''  '» 
incensed  if  the;  dar«iwsh^'''":r.s^"  '"".!'""''  I*  '^«'''>' 
way  feeble  or  in  need  ^ft!  *     '^«'' J°-<i"«i  ^m  in  any 

selves  with  accompanvinK  htaThi,  „  ^  T"""^  *"■»• 
such  a  distance  a^  to  bl  whhfn  h.  T' "  '^'^''  ""<'  « 

".ight  let  fall,  without  inttditL'Svlr  """m'  •■' 
in  which  he  ch^e  to  stump  AX>t^^^"  ""  ''^'^'  "" 

daugit  »:in?rel»Trm„t™d.'".^TL'""  T"*  K^""-'' 
like  ile  and  water.-nothin'  .u7mre  4m  It'  ?h  '^^'  I' 
daughter— ay— av'    It  «.,«.  k  .      ,  The  Squire's 

diedl  And'she'Wa,  I  t^Z^\^X""'t'''  '"'  '^•''" 
fly  was  her  name.  ly-ayTr^-i'T  ?""'  "S'"'''"- 
yeste'dayl"  X    ayi    it  seems  but  yeste'day— but 

"  D'ye  mind  the  Squire's  dauehter  Tos*.  ?  »  ..i„j 
village  women  saun^ring  a  littlf  n'2;Lrhi„"'"^  ™'  "'  "^^ 

"Dormtd'iyt::^  Ser^ir^"  r=^  -™p'-^ 

.el.  ye,  that  the  Squire  die^ltt  mebbeX  ^ttroft^.' 

white  thing  is  all  I've  eot  leftnfT,       remblm';  'That  little 
.0  ^  .he  Sunshine  of^^e'rMtor^'Vfeirfik ^£'1: 

.embled   m<^e;Tverl.t''::rX;.t'diel''^"P' 
birth   to  a  child— it's   ies'   wicked   ..,'  ,?    r  ^"^^ 

.hat  to  God  Himself,  if^'C'l^j;.  7:1  ^,/-;^»ay 
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eyes  were  like  thoW  or.^Xtst  '  /oTi  I  -^ '"'^ '  ^^' 
do  my  best  by  it,  Tosey'-v^s  L  '  i  '*  ''  """'  ^"'  ^'" 
'I'll  do  my  best  by  it .'"        ^    '  ""'  ^^^  ^^''^^  'e  said- 

crawli;;^::::'  '"'^  °^  '"  -''^  "-^^-.  -^  .sumed  ^s 

P^o^:,^!:^^/^  JS"  -^^  Hoger  Buggins 
interestin'.  all  thi.  'erel''  '"'*"•     "^^''  P°^erful 

Josey  halted  again. 
"Powerful    ir    restin'?      n> 
nobody's  sto,y  wot  ah".   „,eL„~T    "   '".    There  ain't 
it's  all  six-an'.twenty  y"ar  t^f  '      '.^  """''  '"'"''  i'-    An' 
Squire  still.  ^- ^!  IZe^Z  "°T'  ''"'  '  "^^  »«th'owld 
border  of  ie  fle^  huswT   "  baby  To  "C  'H  '"^  "" 
good  sound  baby,  too.  an'  thrived  fine  •t^.^""  T  * 
where  we  was,  instid  of  =  k.k„  .1.  '  ""^  "«  knew 

"ild  all  over   heXe  dim^f/,*''*  ""  '  ""■=  «''  "-nnin' 

an-  up  .0  all  sor.r:f^^™HtfJS.';.T:^-l>i'Tr'^ 
began  to  chuckle  with  a  Unrf  „f  •        j  ^nd  Josey 

never  fotget  the  day  that  cMd  LtT""  ■"="'™'"'  "I'" 
an'  got  all  'er  little  tes,u„f  "t  ™  °"  *  ""f^  "est 
then,  an'  she  neter  Sd-„ot'l!''  T  r"^"'  «™  ''"'  "^ 
Ihat  she  was,  she  iJ^L^J,  '*""  '""»  P™''  'pMre 

-  *e:  ■Did'GXrtrw:pS'r'/n.'r  '"■  """^ 
'er:  'Yes,  o'  course   lovev   CnA       J  ,  "  """^  ^ez  to 

think  much  of  hT;  '  2;":^  '"f^^"!-  'Then  I  don't 
nigh  to  split  oursZs  Z  ?*  ^'^'  ^°'"^'  ^«  ^^ed 
Van'th'LldSqut;^^^^^^^  --  all  makin' 

think  much  o'  God  faTerT  ."  V  ^Z^'"''-^^^-  'I  don't 
to  'im,  an'  liftin'  un  ^I  W    "^  '''  ^^"'^  "^""^n'  "P 

little  igs  ye1"r?eed  Vu^fst  hI  I'r'j'^^  P^^' 
He-ee-ee-hor-hor-hori»  ™^^  '^^  '^^Psesl' 

heaVthrst;!:  ^mtlT -'^^T.^^^^^  P^— ^o 

whether  it  was  quite  the  co^l""^''^  '"'''"^  ^°"^^  ^  to 
as  quite  the  correct  or  respectful  thing  to  find 
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entertainment  in  an  anecdote  which  included  a  description 
of  'the  purtiest  little  legs'  of  the  lady  of  the  Manor  whose 
return  to  her  native  home,  was  so  soon  expected,— but  Josey 
Letherbarrow  was  a  privileged  personage,  and  he  might  say 
what  others  dared  not     As  philosopher,  general  moralist  and 
purveyor  of  copy-book  maxims,  he  was  looked  upon  in  the 
village  as  the  Nestor  of  the  community,  and  in  all  discussions 
or  disputations  was  referred  to  as  final  arbitrator  and  judge. 
Bom  in  St  Rest,  he  had  never  been  out  of  it,  except  on  an 
occasional  jaunt  to  Riversford  in  the  carrier's  cart.     He  had 
married  a  lass  of  the  village,  who  had  been  his  playmate  in 
childhood,  and  who,  after  giving  him  four  children,  had  died 
when  she  was  forty,— the  four  children  had  grown  up  and  in 
their  turn  had  married  and  died;    but  he,  like  a  hardy  old 
tree,  had  still  lived, on,  with  firm  roots  weU  fixed  in  the  soil 
that  had  bred  him.     Life  had  now  become  a  series  of  dream 
pictures  with  him,  representing  every  episode  of  his  experience. 
His   mind  was  clear,  and  his  perception  keen ;    he  seldom 
failed  to  recollect  every  detail  of  a  circumstance  when  once 
the  clue  was  given,  and  the  right  little  cell  in  his  brain  was 
stirred.    To  these  qualities  he  added  a  stock  of  good  sound 
common  sense,  with  a  great  equableness  of  temperament, 
though  he  could  be  cynical,  and  even  severe,  when  occasion 
demanded.    Just  now,  however,   his  venerable  countenance 
was  radiant,— his  few  remaining  tufts  of  white  hair  glistened 
in  the  sun  like  spun  silver,— his  figure  in  its  homely  smock, 
leaning  on  the  rough  ash  stick,  expressed  in  its  very  attitude 
benevolence  and  good-humour,  and  'the  purtiest  litth  legs' 
had  evidently  conjured  up  a  vision  of  childish  grace  and 
innocence  before  his  eyes,  which  he  was  loth  to  let  go. 

"She  was  took  away  arter  the  old  Squire  was  killed,  wom't 
she?  "  asked  Sainton,  who  was  drinking  in  all  the  information 
he  could,  in  order  to  have  something  to  talk  about  to  his 
master,  when  the  opportunity  ofifered  itself. 

"Ay!  ay!  She  was  took  away,"  replied  Josev,  his  smile 
darkening  into  a  shadow  of  weariness ;  "  The  Squire's  np-V 
was  broke  with  Firefly— every  man,  woman  and  child  k       a 
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that  about  here-an'  then  'is  brother  came  along,  'im  wot 
ad  married  a  'Merican  wife  wi'  millions,  an'  'adn't  got  no 
children  of  their  own.  An'  they  took  the  gel  away  with  —'em 
a  purty  little  slip  of  about  fifteen  then,  with  great  big  eyes  and 
a  lot  of  bright  'air ;— don't  none  of  ye  remember  'er  ?  " 
Mr.  Buggins  shook  his  head. 

" 'Twas  afore  my  time,"  he  said.  '« I  ain't  had  the  '  Mother 
HuflF '  more'n  eight  years." 

"I  seed  'er  once,"  said  Sainton— "but  onny  once— that 
was  when  I  was  workin'  for  the  Squire  as  extra  'and.  But  I 
disremember  'er  face." 

"Then  ye  never  looked  at  it,"  said  Josey,  with  a  chuckle: 
-'  bem  made  man  ye  wouldn't  'ave  forgot  it.     Howsomever 
iti  ears  ago  an'  she's  a  woman  growed— she  ain't  been  near 
the  pkce  all  this  time,  which  shows  as  'ow  she  don't  care 
about  it,   bein'  took    up  with  'er  'Merican    aunt    and    the 
millions.     An'  she'd  got  a  nice  little  penny  of  'er  own    too 
for  th'  owld  Squire  left  'er  all  he  'ad,  an'  she  was  to  come  into 
It  all  when  she  was  of  age.    An'  now  she's  past  bein'  of  age 
a  woman  of  six-an'-twenty,— an'  'er  rich  uncle's  dead,  they 
say,  so  I  suppose  she  an'  the  'Merican  aunt  can't  work  it  out 
together.     Eh  dear!    Well,  well!    Changes  there  must  be. 
and  changes  there  will  be,  and  if  the  Five  Sisters  is  a-comin' 
down,  then  there's  ill-luck  brewin'  for  the  village,  an'  for  every 
man,  woman  and  child  in  it !    Mark  my  wurrd ! " 

And  he  resumed  his  hobbling  trudge,  shaking  his  head 
dolefully. 

"Don't  say  that,  Josey!"  murmured  one  of  the  women 
with  a  little  shudder;  "You  didn't  ought  to  talk  about  ill- 
luck.  Don't  ye  know  it's  onlucky  to  talk  about  ill-luck  ?  " 
"No,  I  don't  know  nothin'  o'  the  sort,"  replied  Josey. 
Luck  there  is,  and  ill-luck,-an'  ye  can  talk  as  ye  like  about 
one  or  t'other,  it  don't  make  no  difference.  An'  there's  some 
things  as  comes  straight  from  the  Lord,  and  there's  others 
what  comes  straight  from  the  devil,  an'  ye've  got  to  take  them 
as  they  comes.  'Tain't  no  use  floppin'  on  yer  knees  an'  cryin' 
on  either  the  Lord  or  the  devi!,-they's  outside  of  ye  an'  jest 
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the  Lo«i  suddenly  co„r„:"!',  ^  T'/'"^  '""'^  "'  "-' 
'Now  'miff  «•  ,k'    f  °  "'*  ''''"'<'  ""d  SM.  scz  He- 

J°he„-»  hee^T^'"'  ^"  !.''"■  '"•'''"''  Mel-    An-  .hen- 

mere  is  m  im,  when  'e  gives  way  to  it ' "  *       '^ 

has  a  mind  to-.here's  no  dojbt  of  S  S  1  f  ™  •" 
there's  Ipsic  Frost  runnin'  to  'im  1°  ^°  "''  ™*i 

4"Z2t'Zld''^  "'"."'"  ^  "^"8  bundle  of  cnrls, 
towldsl^d  Jose?  r.h  *'"  P™f<"^  "»'  came  speeding 
scampering VewT^r;:' .  '"°"'"  ^°""«   ''^'"•'^  -«- 

din'lefr'     "''''^'''■'^'     ^"^^'     Come    back    to   your 

But  Hippolyta  was  a  person  evidently  accust™^  .    i. 
her  own  way,  and   she  ran  s.raigh    '  T  JoTet  ^^' 

pick  towers!-  '^  ^"'"^  Z<aey-poseyI    Tum  and 
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w^r"'-"  '"'  "'"  "•""■""'•  -O"  -y  old.  but  I 

A  smile  and  then  a  laugh  went  the  round  of  the  »™,.„ 
Ihey  we«  all    accustomed    to    Ipsie's  enrhusi,ms    T"^' 

hUWn'wlkl.S'LL™'"'^  ■""  '""«'  "-  """=  "-«  "i'h 

•  .h::::rsin^.-::it\::e;i^;^^^^^^ 

"I  s'a.;t  go  back!"  declared  Ipaie  defiantly  «Zor*.„  o  a 
me's  sweetheartin' ! "  "cuanuy,     ^zey  and 

Old  Josey  chuckled. 

"That's  so!    So  we    KaI"    k-,  _  -j 

a.ong,  li..le  lass  !   "co^e  X'»     "d  TZT.  ""^ 
of  the  tiny  autocrat  he  said  •  «  v„..  '^'"'«  '"^«" 

So  murmuring,    the  old  man  and  vouna  ok;m 
together,  and  the  group  of  villagers  7^J^ed     r1    T'  ■  °" 
however,  paused  a  moment  h^nZ  ,^'^^^'    ^^g^""  BuggJns, 
led  to  the  .  Mother  Huff'  ""'"^  "^  *^"  '^"«  ^»^'<^h 

him'!:  w"thr  f:^:  ttt^  L'^Tt^/^^^^"'  "^-  -« 

Wednesday  marnin"'  "  "^  ''^'^'^  ^°^  ^^»'  lo-  on 

'rl^f^l'   ?^'''"    ^^^PO"<Jed    Bainton;    "111    tell    'im      It 

iwom't  Sunday.  I'd  tpli  »;«,„«     u      •  '™*     " 

aay,  id  tell   im  now,  but  its  onny  fair  he  should 
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Buggms    Sunday  meal,   came  in  odorous   whiffs  dbwn    h! 
little  lane,  almost  smothering  the  delicate  DLrfL.Tf    u 

S^nThf'^^  'h^^  '"  eithrsidtard'^hTn^^d^n': 
cowslips  m  the  grass  below  •  naintnn  *,.  u-  »~uiiig 

.f«oi/     !;•      .    .      "•  ^^'nton.  as  she  set  a  steaming  beef 
Tom!    You  don"  teU  me.    -k^t      ;  ^''■"«-    "'''™'' 
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wild.  M.app.„  J.  he:^  Of?"  Jdrfo,r"""  "^  '"" 
worri.ed  about  «,n,ethi„'  „r  o  hen^v;  it  ^"1  T'" 
wise-like  an-  sensible  for  a  n.«i  in  ,h.  Ph     ,!      °''?'"  "" 

Leach,  an-  if  W,  uld,  fp,  p"„„  J^  """''"  ''W'"-  "'» 
Uve«,„,  why  it's  AdaX  ,„^hL^ri7r:  ![  '^"■' 
an' his  wife,  why  if,  yo„  ,„•  „".  odl^'l    /e  1  i™' 

F.veSis.e«con,i„.  down.    See  'im  ft» ,    Or  wa  "dU    *! 

'"zirr  sheTo-nVrdT  """^  '""'■  ^  "^^'" 
her  husband;  .4,:';rh''?;^^*rr..:"betr,''r*' 

Te„  I  one  she  never"it\T  "'  *■  "*  "■'^"■^' 

"You  shouldn't  bet,  old  woman,  'uin't  moral  "  fe>M  n  •  . 
with  a  chuckle;   "You  ain't  mi  .»„  .    ?^'   '*'°  Sainton, 
couldn't  spare  so  much     If  !x    ?         "*'  "»"  ""'-we 

dekruethe^hurrhaT'AtJ'Omea^^rh"""""  ""■  '"«'" 
■«.c..as  alius  fiisses  about-Tkra^^    "l^r^Z7rT  ""' 

rSt^th:  *^Cl'"„-\r  "■'  "'-^-  ^'^kH 

at  the  flowers  wot'slkrinl'  o'  '"^ It^i.t^d'^''": 
as  If  they  was  cats  out  for  a  'olidav  r  ,.«  "".*\'™"''l 
speshul  p^vidence  for  us  'ere,  tha  Son  wl''"  ",  ^''  ' 
wif._,f  K.  .,d.  she'd  a  been  'at  Ae  S,l;;f "'"  "'"''  «"  "" 
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now.  Our  church  would  be  je.'  spoilt  with  a  lot  o'  tra.l. 
o  weed  round  .t-but  you  mark  my  wurrd  I-Miss  Vancourt 
mil  be  dekratm'  the  Samt  in  the  coffin  at  'Arveat  'Ome  wi* 
corn  and  pertater.  an'  vegetable  marrers,  all  a-growin'  and 
a-b  owin  afore  we  knows  it.  There  ain't  no  sem^  o'  fitneM 
m  the  femmme  natur  I " 

Mrs.  Bainton  laughed  good-naturedly. 
"  That's  quite  true  I "  she  agreed ;  « If  there  were.  I  shouldn't 
have  made  Sunday  pudding  for  a  man  who  talks  too  much  to 
eat  It  while  it's  hot.     Keep  your  tongue  in  your  mouth,  Tom  I 
—use  It  for  tastm'  jes'  now  an'  agin  ! " 

Bainton  took  the  hint  and  subsided  into  silent  enjoyment  of 
.nH  a^  H  ^  once  again  he  spoke  in  the  course  of  the  meal, 
cheesll    "^^      ""^        impressive  pause  between  pudding  and 

PaZI'w  il!"  ^°'''  "".  '^'^  '^'  ^'""  Sisters  be  chalked. 
Passon  Walden's  sure  to  do  somethin',"  he  said. 

somiJhin'  r^""^^  ^^  ''""*  thoughtfully;  "he's  sure  to  do 

anZS^y.  ^''"  ^"^  ^'''^  '*°^"  ^"*'"*''*  ^*^"^^"'  '^"^'^^^ 
"Oh,  you  know  best,  Tom,"  replied  his  buxom  partner, 
^ttmg  a  flat  Dutch  cheese  before  him  and  a  jug  of  fZ^ing 
oeer ,-  "There  ain't  no  sense  o'  fitness  in  me.  bein'  a  womani 
You  know  best  1 " 

Bainton  lowered  his  eyes  sheepishly.    As  usual  his  bettei 
half  had  closed  the  argument  unanswerably. 
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CHAPTER  VII     . 


OELDOM  in  the  placid  course  of  years  had  St  n^. 

John  Uen"L  t„"  ■''^I'l^:^'--^    ,lf,=,.-va,  of 
•Aurch,  and  the  discovery  of  ^eC^f"'""''''"^  '"'"•= 

wiU.  .he  co^ecration  «rZ.^X  ^uXT'  "^"^' 
only  epUodes  in  ten  vears  iha.  l,.7         °f  Brent,— were  the 
"onnal  calm.    For  thS^l^  T""  "  »"8'>'')'  '«"»  i« 
mishap,  and  tribllio^t.Tr"  ."' """  ""''  ™™"»  <"l»=r 
new. Ars  in    htorn^f:  TT  "'  ^ '™  °'  *« 
.11  with  these,  such  n,att^bS?g  '^l^"""?"  "*"  "<«  «' 
own  way  of  life  and  conducT   I,  "       ^-  T    '■""  ''°"' '» 
and  had  only  the  va^m  t,.     ,  "  '  '""'  "<""  i"  i«f, 
PeAap.  .he  I  *id  ToL   S  "  ""^  °"»'  «'«•  «ve 
prospect  to  most  of  the  X;,r^i?  ^  "'''"'  '  ""^  ^^ 
towarf,  a  qtuin.  an^t^eX   ™''''  \"t'.?  *«'"« 
was  sincere.    The  smAll  I^„   P'^'''.™'  »«  as  childlike  as  it 

P«ached  t^ce^U  slrj^'*""'"  '°  ""■'*  J<">n  Walden 
-Hi  dean-SrZme^t'^  r^'^r '"  °'  "  """'^  ■»<=■• 
■nen  u>d  womerwftn^ifj,.       ?  **  '^°™''  '"  *"  EngUnd,- 

wann.  if  pi^Ton™  ."^o  ,:r.^^'jr?-  f"  "^  """ 
They  had  their  little  hnmo„/r  "^  ^^"''^  tenderness. 

MotL  Nat^'':iL'e"X^^  "t;»- -^-sses  *»''^  - 

Pr^;  «^  •^iviLc^.'q^f:  :^^d<;r^t  a  ^-and' 
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,  1 


js  :::':phi  „■^rctz"itrol:^''■'"'^l" 
.31^  .ki^  '?  '  *""'''  »""*  ™portance  it  almost  over- 
topped the  advent  of  the  new  ,■  «„e«  ofthe  Manor  :a^d  wheL 
on  Tuesday  ,t  was  whispered  that '  Passon  Walden  •  iaThimserf 
been  to  expostulate  with  Oliver  Leach  concerning  the  med to  ^^ 

-■pr-rrr^-rtti^'wrrLier 

f-jn  his  den,  ^t  orlHrheTrTtnlnl 
*an  he  cared  to  admit  When  he  had  been  tZ  e^C  on 
Monday  n,om,„g  of  the  imnrinem  destruction  aw^ngZlive 

^«y^r^'on?of\'"  *="  'r""'  "^  b'0«ily.b'rIScMng 
i-^AKiI!.  r  *'  "^>'  S'"'^'  of  *e  woods  surround- 
.ng  Abbof,  Manor,  he  was  inclined  to  set  it  down  te  som. 

:.r.°L"rr  t''  '>^^'■— ingtrre::.^^ 

estate ,  and,  in  order  to  satisfy  himself  whether  this  was   or 
was  not  the  case,  he  had  done  what  was  sorely  a^a L^  WsU 
ense  of  dign,ty  to  do.-he  had  gone  at  once  to  ini^ew  oC 
Leach  personally  on  the  subject.     But  he  had  founT^hau'dl 
vidual  m  the  worst  of  all  possible  moods  for  argument  having 

^y  ha'd  no't  r^^'P--^  --'  by  Miss  Z^^^]  'S 
lady  had  not.  he  said,  written  to  inform  him  of  her  intended 
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XT.'^tr''^'-^  "^  •'«"^^-'»  -  not  h.  busine.,  to  be 

way  and  keepiig  his  hat  o"i„?h!  ?-^^  Tl"*''"*  '"  '^'»  ^<«'- 
work  i,  on  the  lind.  .„d  when  t  ^LTT"^'  ^ "^"^ '  "  My 
affair  and  nobody  else's     iV^    *""  '°  «>«  felled  it',  my 

.ince  the  Squire's  death,  .nd  don  WiTIo'bT';  '""T  "^"^^ 
by  any  man."  *"*  *®  °«  ^"ght  my  duty 

«v:xsro?d  r^  ti„r  r-^i  'o- '« -.  do™ 

Have  you  any  ritht  to  foil  ,Z^  T         ""'  "'Whlwurhood. 
"Special  orden    '  /el 'h^  ""'J""'  'I*""  »'<''"»?" 

"o'.^ord^^L^t^l'::^:;'!"^"'',''"'-''"^ 

me  to  do  what  I  think  baV  «nH  7.  '  ""P'oye"  tni.t 
•Morfingly.  The  uZ  win  li  "  ' "  ""''  "Sl"  '»  act 
month,  or'«,H„^;'^^'".  ">  "«  in  another  eighteen 

fetch  a  fair  price.     You  «ick^„  J^  ^T*  ?"*"""  «"<»  "ill 

-yo»  know  all    aCttto„rHu"';V""''" '*'"''">. 
Poaching  to  me  aW    hlS^?   "loubt  !-but  don't  com* 

bu.ine».-„o,y„„*7'  '"""«   "^  """«'•    Th"''  my 

wirS;nf«*:tnd*"h'.tU:t!S    f'.-'""  «- «™ 
'"..uppre.^d  hi,  nsing  ™rr"Jr;^"rt""'  ""  ""•    ="' 

i«cl!::i.'^;  I  r  rcX' °".r '-  r'  --•  «'• 

™".  «.  interf^e  with  Z,ru  con'ce?;.'  t'oT''''  "'  *""  "" 
code  of  duty;  but  I  think  ih»,I.,  *"  J"""'  P»n'cular 

never  be  repbced  vou  .Jl'w  ".'*  '""'  *»"»y  -""t  can 

Mi,,  Vance' ,r«Sya^'herT""  !"«  T"  """^  "«" 
"A,  I  told  you  tefore  Tknl         "J'  "'"' '"  '"-mwow." 
replied  Leach/ob,Saw;    ^TL      P^  "»■«  '■'"c'-m,- 
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of  a  snarling  cur  '         ""  '"'"  °'  »  """P  ™  *«  back 

-^LdTatri^.  ^.^d^j  *="' ""  ■•*■"  ^«" 

talked  ,„  the  village  Torn  1  pfvi  .,''""""?'""' """ 
change  my  mind,-„o  nor  all  th,  f  '  """ '  "'»'''  «"« 

spirits  neither!    TiS,  °'       ?     T°"'  °"  "'"'<  »"<)  q^iet 
may  take  itfor^hantlsZtM""'""'  *"'  ^"'O™.  »"  Aou 

was  ■„  a  white  heat  of  .Z     His T'  'k'"".'""'"''"'  "^ 
Pa«ic,.«e  insistence  on  thfl„H  L       «'"'.  ''"""  *'"■  " 
eanop,«  of  foliage  where  ^0^^      .  l'^  "'*  ""''  Sreat 
made  their  honS^Lwhe^  """^ttv       '''"'^- "''*  """'"^ 
tender  young  leav;,  spro«ed1>rth  IrT""  'T^'  "■' 
boughs,  expressing  the  joy  of  a  We  .h7,  .,  f  'f  «""'«* 
generations  of  nTen-whL   ;^  ,1   ^     "'  """"'«'  "hole 
broad  stretches  of  shat^^dl  fj^  T  °'  """"=' 
grateful  shelter  from  the  noon  day  sun  ,0  ,K  t  *'^''  "''""« 
-and  where  with  the  autuZ's  Sh  '°  "'', ''"'"'^B  cattle, 

formation  of  green  Wto^tM' ^h'fll?  /'""T 
between,  made  a  splendour  nf  ^„i^  *°'°'."""  »««  of  scarlet 

sky,  such  as  artist  dr^ro?^'r:ir;«'''r'^^«"'-'>'"» 

this  wealth  of  God-eranted  „!?,?  T  ^  ^"^'"^'^  '''»"«•  *« 
centuries,-wastopeS.f,f  "'"f  '^"•^•-"'e  Powth  of 
.  crime  !-su«l,  it  2  '">v  ^S"'' """'i"?  I  Surely  it  was 
there  could  be  nolJ^TexZ  1-  ""f,™""'"  <'»«i.  for  which 
bitterness,  did  wXn  X  °o  1^ '  'r°"""'''  '""  "'* 
failure  of  his  attempt  ,0  brin  °  oLf"?^™?'  ^"'«°"-  *= 
-emnly.  and  in    sVd  s^rdid^r,:  ^^1 

you've  doneT  rue  ever  S^    "°  T  '"''  '»>'  I""  "hat 

vinage,-andyor  tri:i't:rvere;~  siT  "'"  J^  ''"= 
"0  -,  Why  there,  no  more  .0  tl  t^  jt^^^^ 
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'■">  into  .  car,  nohov,.  ^sTfL  ,o  T'  ".,!'"'  ""''  "">  "f'i"' 
"O' I  med  .0  kno.,  and  ni  tell  V  .  '"  '"  *'  '''"=8^1 
chalked,  an'  she'll  listen  ,„  '1  „  '^  °.''  '"■=  ''""  Sisters  be 
"ther  t«,k  with  the  idee  JseiTC  T  "  '"'  "'"'''  "  '  ™' 
Josey,_you  be  old  as  MetSeh  =  i  """  ""  '  ^  '  ^e'  "'one. 
Manor  nohow;  fe,  Pa^*  ^^ha  "h/1"  ^^  «"  "P  '"  '"« 
and  now  you've  been  »nH  j  '  "^"  ^°  * '  Leach  '-_ 

Why  we  Jus.  g1veTura1.tl^°"'  '*^''  """  '^"■' "»  -^in', 
behind,'!!  UcMostin  AoughT"'  "''  ""^  '°'«"^  ^'"'P^d 
.'ya:^%r»r<;i,:r''wt?!!!::,f-  ^-^-oVhesaid;  ..We'll 

can.jr^';fr'::oirb:t:i;T.tr'r=^'"'°-«"'«- 

when  Oliver  Leach  eef,  .mT    »u  '''"^S^'  3"'  m'appen 

wwu^"  stopped  abruptly. 
„ ,     .  t  *^°  y°"  ""ean  ?  » 
Tain't  for  me  to  sav  • "  ar.^  t»  •  . 
busy  in  pulling  „„  one  or'twn  „r    ,      "  P'='»"J«i  to  be  ,ery 

I  'eilsye  truefprsltfte  FiveS"'  "T  "■«''™!  "B^ 
low  without  a  shindy .'.  '™  ^""^'='  ^^ '  «oin'  ,o  be  laid 

4t:is'SXr     "'  """"  •»"■». »«  was  not  by 

.belyML';::S^;/s:'Xtdr'^ '''™'"'''-  -f^^  ■•» 

"It  is  so    .c.-r"        ,.^^"®"Sed  to  return?" 

"■angements'.c^Ss  go^lf!"T"'  ",-<'  "'^  believed  the 
wilt  'er  'osses  an'  groS  ^^"^^^  '"  --d  as  a  wo^n 
make^  _em,  which  'is  „an>e  is  PlaTo  "  '''''''  "'  '"«'  «  ">ey 

fresh  VuseTan'tiSyr.";:  a"'  """T""'     "^  -  • 
'o  one  but  a  careL^o^an  Z!:™-!:'"?  »'-  ^-™"«. 


...  "  -».oo    vancourt. 

devoid  of  all  taste  and  good 
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feeHng,   would    name    a    dog   after    the    greatest  of  Greek 
philosophers !  '•-••cciw 

"Plato's  a  good  name,"  went  on  Sainton  meditatively,  un- 
conscious  of  the  view  his  master  was  taking  of  that  name  in 
his  own  mmd;  "I've  'eard  it  somewheres  before,  though  I 
couldn  t  tell  just  where.  And  it's  a  fine  dog.  I  was  up  at  the 
Manor  this  momm'  lookin'  round  the  grounds,  just  to  see  'ow 
they  d  been  a-gettin'  on-and  really  it  isn't  so  bad  considerin', 
and  I  was  askm'  a  question  or  two  of  Spruce,  and  he  showed 
me  the  dog  lym'  on  the  steps  of  the  Manor,  lookin'  like  a  lion's 
baby  snoozin'  in  the  sun,  and  waitin'  as  wise  as  ye  like  for  his 
mistress.  He  don't  appear  at  all  put  out  by  new  faces  or  new 
grounds— he's  took  to  the  place  quite  nat'ral." 
"  You  saw  Spruce  early,  then  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir,  I  see  Spruce,  and  arter  'ollerin'  'ard  at  'im  for 
bout  ten  minutes,  hesez,  sez  he,  as  gentle  as  a  child  sez  he: 
Yes,  the  Five  Sisters  is  a-comin'  down  to-morrow  momin',  and 
we  s  all  to  be  there  a  quarter  afore  six  with  ropes  and  axes.' " 
John  started  walking  up  and  down  again. 
II  When  is  Miss  Vancourt  expected?"  he  enquired. 
"At  tea-time  this  artemoon,"  replied  Sainton.     "The  train 
arrives  at  Riversford  at  three  o'clock,  if  so  be  it  isn't  behind 
Its  time,-and  if  the  lady  gets  a  fly  from  the  station,  which  if 
she  aint  ordered  it  afore,  m'appen  she  won't  get  it.  she'll  be 
'ere  'bout  four." 

^  Instinctively  Walden  glanced  at  his  watch.     It  was  just  two 
o clock.     Another    hour    and    the    antipathetic   'Squire-ess' 
would  be  actually  on  her  way  to  the  village!    He  heaved  a 
short  sigh.     Forebodings  of  evil  infected  the  air,-impending 
change,  disturbing  and  even  disastrous  to  St.  Rest  suggested 
itself  troublously  to  his  mind.     Arguing  inwardly  with  himself 
he  presently   began   to  think    that    notwithstanding  all  his 
attempts  to  live  a  Christian  life,  after  the  manner  Christianly 
he  was  surely  becoming  a  very  selfish  and  extremely  narrow- 
minded  man  !    He  was  unreasonably,  iUogically  vexed  at  the 
return  of  the  heiress  of  Abbot's   Manor;  and  why?    Why 
chiefly  because  he  would  no  longer  be  able  to  walk  at  liberty 
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in  ehe  li«Ie  village, Id tlr-l^rT  •*"".■"'  '"'" 
PWi.  ularavereion  to  women  nfffr'^"'"'*  ■>'  ''«<"  a 
"ndoubledly  n,„st  be  ToTnl  /  ?'  '"'=''  "^  "iss  Vancourt 
wardrobe  wLch  ft^^'h  h'/lu^  *'  ^"f  "hibition  of  her 

old  bachelorhood,  whlchhad^rT       "''"'''"«  '^'«*n«»  of 
*m.i„g  him  ou.  alZ'L  frli^T"  ?°"''  bim  like  a  shell, 

"pon  his  domestic  inZT^^^T  kv"-  "™  ""»'  ">  '""l 
than  women,-machi„rwW™rwr„^'«'"«  ""'*'""  '="'" 
oiled  with  food  and  waies  l2  If  "'^''ary  to  keep  well 

«idered  as  entering  in"f  his  "1"^,^°"'"'  '^"^"  ^  ■=<"- 
■oower  or  the  roasfinglk  Ye,  hi  """' ■'^"  "«  'a™- 
his  dependants,_in,!r  abt  .h      u  ,T  '"™™'")'  •■"  'o  all 

nevertheless  he  ^inre^'VStrw  *";"'"  "«"'- 
only  because  he  was  by  nature  -S^^e^^"?:  ""■  f"""'  "<" 
«serve  necessaty  in  o^er  to  uZ^t^l^Z^.''^'"' 
trouble,  no  one  could  h^  «,«         •    .     P^^^'     '«  sickness  or 
'ban  he;  and  in T  c^mZv  T'^u"'^  "  «'"«"«°T 
«st«i„t  and  was  as  a  cSdSsetfin  .he"^:  ''  *""  <"f  ^ 
tanetty  of  his  mirth  and  gooSl^mour     h  ?  "f  *""  'f°^ 
save  the  very  ared  anrt  m.,     ,  T      '"bi"  with  all  women 
a  loss.  -ce^Twhafto  slT'Jh^' ^^^l''  '""nd  himseTf "l 
'o  how  far  he  mighraL™  "r  t?'  °"''  ""'^">'  "n"'""  a> 
The  dark  eyes  of  aCSbrn«L?  T""'  ""^  ^'^  '"  b™- 
as  the  dreamy  blue  oJbs  o  a  hlXblo^H       ''k"'  "'■"  ="  ""'<='• 
dazzlements  that  got  into  hi.  .^~*'>'»'«e  curious 

doubtful  as  to  wheSr  at  ™i„V?'/'  '""'■  ""  "ade  him 
would  lurk  behind  such  KS.  h  ,7  f"  ~""  "  "" 
appeared  to  shine  fo„h^^„™ll"'^  *"'"'"'' ««b' which 

blr^rinly^T^t^^^-^^^^^^ 

-  --on'a^tI7r™.::r42^T^^-tt. 
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proved  it     He  determined  to  brace  himself  together  and  put 
the  lurkmg  devil  of  egotism  down. 

"Put  it  down!"  he  said  inwardly  and  with  sternness,-" put 
It  down-trample  it  under  foot.  John,  my  boy !    The  Lady  of 

iT  ^Tl "  ^"^^  '^"*  ^"^  *°  ^"y  y^""-  Patience  and  prove 
the  stuff  that  IS  m  you  !    She  is  no  child,-she  is  twenty-seven 
years  of  age-a  full  grown  woman,-she  will  have  her  ways, 
just  as  you  have  yours,-she  will  probably  rub  every  mental 
a.id  moral  hair  on  the  skin  of  your  soul  awry,-but  that  is 
really  just  what  you  want,  John,-you  do  indeed !    You  want 
something  more  irritating  than   Sir  Morton  Pippitt's  senile 
snobberies  to  keep  you  clean  of  an  overgrowth  or  an  under- 
growth  of  fads!     Your  powers  of  endurance  are  about  to  be 
put  to  the  test,  and  you  must  come  out  strong,  John !     You 
must  not  allow  youiiscif  to  become  a  querulous  old  fellow 
because  you  .  nnot  always  do  exactly  as  you  likei" 

He  smiled  genially  at  his  own  mental  scolding  of  himself, 
and  addressing  Sainton  once  more,  said : 

"I  shall  probably  write  a  note  to  Miss  Vancourt  this  after- 
noon,  and  send  you  up  with  it     I  shall  tell  her  all  about  the 
Five  Sisters,  and  ask  her  to  give  orders  that  the  cutting  down 
of  the  trees  may  be  delayed  till  she  has  seen  them  for  herself. 
But  dont  say  anything  about  this  in  the  village,"  here  he 
paused  a  moment,  and  then  spoke  with  greater  emphasis-"  I 
dont  want  to  interfere  with  anything  anybody  else  may  have 
on    hand.     Do  you  understand?     We  must  save  the   old 
beeches  somehow.     I  will  do  my  best,  but  I  may  fail;   Miss 
Vancourt  may  not  read  my  letter,  or  if  she  does,  she  may  not 
be  disposed  to  attend  to  it;  it  is  best  that  all  ways  and  means 
should  be  tried, " 

He  broke  off.-but  his  eyes  met  Sainton's  in  a  mutual  flash 
of  understanding. 

"You're  a  straight  man,  Passon,  and  no  mistake!"  observed 
Bamton  with  a  slow  smile;  "No  beatin'  about  the  bush  in  the 
hkes  o  you !  Lord.  Lord  1  What  a  mussy  we  ain't  saddled 
with  a  poor  snuffling,  addle-pated,  whimiterin'  man  o'  God 
like  we  ad  afore  you  come  'ere— what  found  all  'is  dooty  an' 
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sich  like  calamity  i„  L  vSla/e    h^  ^    T'  ""'  ^^'"^  ^^her 
'elp.-but  he  would  rive  a  lint'-      T'"*  ""^"^  *°  '^"^  to 
then  he  sez,  sez  he    n'l  J        '"  ^'^^^  '*  '^^  ^»  over,  and 
fort  ye,  butT^at'p    e"   :^^,7  -"'  J  T.'  '^^^  ^°  -- 
fnd  round  in  his  nfouth  Hke  as' W  a  Lt' .^  '  """' 
'oney— 'up  at  the  'All'i     h«   I      f       ^P  °   **"tter  and 
sweet  to  L  as  we  u  ed  to  J'v    "'r '  .'^  '""^^  '^^'  ^^^ted 
tion  that  Sir  Morton  was  a  1^'""?"^*"^'"'  ^"*°  ^«"«idera- 
to  throw  up  the  prir'the  nea^ef  It  ^"'T""'  "^  "^^ 
meat '-not  that  it  had  anrbS  ol^K      ''  '^'  '^^^^^^  ^^^ 
sayin's  a  good  thing,  and  a  proved  Z      f  '"*."'''  ^'"^  ^  8°°^ 
better'n  a  foot  into  a  shoe     ZJ    T  *  ^"""^  ^'^'"^times 
-and  you  ain't  never  tee„  up  ItT'ln'  ""''"'  ^^^^^"  ' 
you  was  axed  to.  and  that's  one  of  th^        '  T  ^°"'^"''  S°  '^ 
you  a  gineral  favourite.-;%Tred; t:?:;^  ^''"^^  ^^^^  -'^- 

the  very  greate^X  a^  e    o "u^^^^^^^  «^  ^^^ 

with  a  sheet  of  notepaper  l^fl  h  ^f  ^*^'^'  ^^  «^^ 

it  without  formulating  anv  com"  '°"'  *'"^"'  ^'^""g  «t 

"The  Rev.  John  wflden  n^Tri'"''^       "^^^^  ^«»^^g'»' 
Vancour,  and  hJtolZ,^^^^  ^^"'P"-"*^  ^^  Miss 

al.t;rearnf„;-;f^^;B^^^  her'  sounded 

inform  her' that  she  had  no  L-^  ''''^^"  "^'^^^  'beg  to 

high  heels,  for  eLmnle  He  deT'V"  '"'''  ^^^  '^^  ^"h 
put  the  otker  half^tomfc:ii;S1o"'  ^^'^  ^'^-^  ^^  P^Per. 
for  'church  memoranda  -kS^  '^"^^  ^'  ^  ^t^^^  leaflet 

"Dear  Madl^        '  '"^  commenced  in  a  difierent  strain. 

"Dear  Madam"!     He  looIr^H  of  ♦u 
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ancestress.   Mary  Elia  Adelgisa  de  Vaignecourt.  they  were 
wholly  unsuitable.    A  creditor  might  write  '  Dear  MaSm  Mo 

Mary  Eha  Adelgisa  one  would  surelv  beffin      Ah  i  \,«    u 
hT^  .J  '^'1  ""^ "°'"P"P"^ ^^ ^*«»-d. and equaUy anothe; 

'^-r^srCoir^'"^--"^'  Th?nhe^Cr' 

Byllllhe'^odVofr  '°""  u'  P""  "^^^^^^'^^^^    Too  familiarl 
whrc7  /       ?f.^'^^^'^'  ^'^^'^  he  had  almost  believed  in  even 

'« ittfuTL  ;7r  ^''^'°"'  ^  «^^^^  ^^^  ^-  ^-"-rT 

"  An    I  don't  wl    ^^  ''I ' "  ^'  '^'^  *°  ^'""^^^  ^^  vexation ; 
kntwherl    If  hT        '  /"?.^»^-t'«  ™ore,  I  don't  want  to 
*now  her !    If  ,t  were  not  for  this  business  of  the  Five  Sisters 
I  wouldn't  go  near  her.     Positively  I  wouldn't ! »  ' 

A  mellow  rhime  from  the  old  eight-day  clock  in  the  outer 
hall  struck  on  the  silence.     Three  o'clock  lTh«  ?? 

^^'  ^T"^^  ^^"^^  arrivt  :a;:;::Vtoie:chiL^^ 

Nebbie,  who  had  been   snoozing  peacefully  near  the  stuS 
window  m  a  patch  of  sunlight,  suddenly  rose,  shook  himsdf 

UW     W  ir  ''  *'.l!^^'  ^"'«^"^'^^  air  t^h  ea«   nd 
tail  erect.     Walden  watched  him  abstractedly. 

Platrr  And'r"*!  *  ^"'r  '"'™y  ^"  ^^^  Vancourt's  dog. 
n.^r.  .  i,'^"*^  *^'  whimsical  idea  made  him  smile.     "He  b 

I  am  tr  r'  '"°"^'-  ^^  ^^  *=^^*^Jy  -°-  inteUigent  thaL 
I  am  this  afternoon,  for  I  cannof  write  even  a  commonriaS 
ordinary  note  to  a  commonplace  ordinary  woma^r  He  e  a 
^y  bram-devil  whispered  that  Miss  vZ,urt  it  i^ss  blv 
be  neither  commonplace  nor  ordinary.-but  hrnut  ^^. 

^Thrfa^t  ftd'b^eu  ''-'  "^-^^^^^^ 
ine  lact  IS,  I  Had  better  not  write  to  her  at  all.    I'll  sJd 

kin  t""     IT  *°  ^*'~^^  ^"^^  h«^  ^^ther.  and  I  dIdnV- 
It  will  be  much  better  to  send  Sainton  "  ' 

more  satisfied    Teanng  up  the  last  half  sheet  of  wasted  note- 
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paper  he  had  spoilt  in  futile  attempt,  to  addr«,  ,K.  t  j     ,  . 
Manor,  he  laughed  at  hi,  failure,  *'  ^^^  "^  *« 

cot^rndent'hi^"'"""  '"  T .*'  »'"  «»■»»  f"™  of 
it  wo.SS„rdo"i:  to  cS^S^f  'h'nlo-g'..  to  be  revived. 

WaldentoMaryllia  V^nJ^  ^tt,   T'"'  "'  '^•""' 

how  «upe„dou,ly  ridiculou,  it  wotiidS,"  ""^ """'""'"y. 

Me  diut  aU  hi,  writing  materials  in  hi,  desk  .nj  <■  n     • 

:^od-^sr^-iHS?l^-^^^^^^^ 

glorious  panoply  ofyoung  ^een  -^wheJl  a^  .h'^^"  '"  ^"  * 
tender  ^ord  melodies  h^L/  '^-  ^  ^  *®  P*^*  ^hose 
surroundings  r  *"  '""^"^  '"^'^^  ^^«  said  of  the 

"For  moisture  of  sweet  shovers. 
AU  the  grass  is  thick  with  flowers  « 

rn^^i-^el^t^^^^^  ''  *^^.  ^--  -*»»  a  civil 
anytlSg  elserfTe^kes  ^7^'  "k^?'^  ''"'-^^^ 
offended,-some  women  ^Tnff  "^  '^'^  ^^^  "^^  ^ 

much  cTre  if  s" e  T    Mv^     ?^"''  **  »»ything-but  I  don'; 

having  wLed  he  of  *^^  -''  "^    ""*'  ''^'^^'^  ""  ^°' 

Shall  L  write^::  CZl  ^o^^^ L  '"  sCt^'^'  ' 
pay  a  formal  call,  of  course,  in  a  week  Ttwn     k  !  t    ^''^  *° 

And  Love  nftist  cling  where  it  can,  I  say^ 
For  Beauty  ,s  easy  enough  to  win.    '         ^' 
But  one  isn  t  loved  every  day." 
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have  ^-r  a  L^roec  h^^XTZd  ^-^.T^.nr'"' 

missi  hU  ^Iv^io'       "'"''  """"i  ««»«''  «ift«L    He 

oft«  wonder  wheritv;„;ir;L::," '"  """"-  ' 

pleasantly  Is  of  r'„™  fX^"f 'If  """""•  """ 
did  no.  hold  htaself  a,  atov7 "hliX  bl.°h    'T'*     "' 

o?rrenrar4:ir.t-i9«^^^^^ 

small  and  omlying  ^rilJi^t'l^l^J^Z^^f 
comn,,..ed  ,0  .heir  cha-je.     I.  is  no,  .^  ™ch   *«fXt 
though  he  was  in  himself  distinctly  reservJi  .„H  7    -'^^ 
the  majority  of  average  men,  .he  quL^^^f tisC   "^ 

rr^res:^;;:.-'~m%  rr  ~ 
^e^eirr.-%7t-rsSH£ir 

sects,  and  are  more  or  less  in  a  .i-afo  r.t  u-  7"*"^*='^°™^ 
against  the  minis.er  ..o'^.Zm  Ct"  X"'^rZ 
blame  .s  presumably  more  wi.h  the  minis.er  th^' Xhot 


.■^i<:' 
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thu.  i„c„  ^7.„^,  ™^,;»  ««»  way  .  r  o*,^,  ,o  hare 

e^d  .wk.ardly.-if  U«ldT  wSu^T ^i' f  "l" '" "f  "^  "^ 
of  the  thousand  thinis  dm.  k.^T  t  "™.— if  My  one 
happen,  and  «,  .p^?  ^°^T!, ""'  "".'"""'  "'ely  to 
Vancourt  to  spare  the  tJTi      """«<lmg  with  Miss 

.-n-orrow^omta^^thelSnTonm  ':;  J  ""  «°  "^'f 
«x  o'clock.    I  „^  be  thtrll^f^  '''!'  ""««'•  '«'>"« 

Bainton  meant  anythtag  .H^^,  ^Z  'h"  ?'  ?  ""^ '  ^"^  " 
too  1  Ye,  |_i  ,4  J,ZTt^,  it  ,«rit"'.  """  ^  "■«» 
case  of  a  row."  '°  """""'"»  my  duty  to  go  in 

The  id'"ei"of''a°":tiSld"''"  "f  """■'"«"'"  "'<"»'ach. 
He  stooped  a;d';-„XX°»r  ""P'—ohin,. 

and  wagged  hi,  LiU."  nI'k  T!     ""^  °)"'  "'"''«'  "  l"aly 

«m  beT^ed't'^rnowt^tnUlfh  """  "'^^^ 
ance  on  the  Five  Sisten.  i-   nl  f^       5^ ''°"'' '"  attend- 

-rP"   Again  Z':'Zl^JZ^^^  ''r'-'"- 

unde-anding.     We  shaU  have  St'  J^' r'cS"^ 

Nebbie  yawned,  stretched  out  his  oaws.  anH  .i     ^   u 
eyes  m  peaceful  slumber.     It  was  a^!!) .  r  ,    f '^"^   ^'^ 
•sufficient  for  the  day  was   L  ?  ?  ^u  ^^"'  afternoon;- 

Nebbie.  The  Reverend  jltrneSoltrr  "^""^"^  ^° 
of  Owen  Meredith,  and  prL^v  ^rlf,  ?  ""O'e  pages 
that  he  would  go  puntinf  ThJ  T  '"^  '^^  conclusion 
arrived  at  than  he  preS  to^^  ?''°"  "^"^  "°  ^0°"^' 
with  a  start  from  his  dozT^  1  ^^  "  °"'  ^"^^''^  ^^°l^e 
quickly  trotted  afttr  hir a"osTu.'\rS  r'^  '^'''l^' 
the  sole  occupant  of  the  shining  »?  ^^  ""*'"•     ^^re, 

white  as  a  cloud  on  te  suZl  T^  "^'^  *  '""'^"^  ^^^. 

.tately  ease  up  and  dot  the  waL   ef^!^'  ?"^  «-*-^  '" 

me  water,  carrjuig  her  young  brood 


■^v- 


f*^^m\ 
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■  once  in  i»  life.    For  a  oie  W  J        ■T'"  •*""«°»'  f" 

to  the  Manor  ^  »en- Ttate     1^  «•"  'F*^'  "P 
inside  it."  ^  I  » pose  Mm  Vancourfs 

Walden  paused,-punt-poIe  in  hand, 
les,  I  suppose  she  is,"  he  reioinsH     tm 
Six  O'clock.  Bainton.     Ish^l^ntC"        ^^"^  **»'»«  ** 
"Very good,  sir!" 

when  he  found  y^u^ZT,^Zl^^^^  '".^^°™ 
Iand,-and  in  a  few  seconds  Wa'SntdH  ^''^^  ^1°"  ^^ 
one  of  the  bends  of  the  rivi  W  .'"fPP^""^  '■°""<J 
a  minute.  ^*'"*°"  ^*°«*  ruminating  for 

father's 'AllsHe^  i„  ^  ^n,  '0^^  7M' '""'"'  '^'"^  *°  <>"«'« 
V*    «n  pair  by  telegram,  an'  dashed  it  up  in  fine  style, 
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but  a  one  'oss  flv  f    T»  /««  »  i.     .  ^^ 

it  do  reely  now"'       ''  ^'  "^^  '^^  ^H^  off  a  'ome-comin'  I^ 

And  with  a  kind  of  «k«^ 
-nt  of  hunan  ^P^cUtrnrh^C-  ^^PP-t- 

garden,  there  to  'chew  the  cud  oT.  '  "'''^  *°  ^^«  kitchen 
over  the  asparagus  bedL  wwl  ^'^^  *"^  ^'"*^^  '"^'nory' 
condiUoo.    *^     "^  *^'^»»  ''«'«  in  .  highly  promisiS^ 


li 


■W^"^.%^ 


'KU^'ini 


Ja. 


CHAPTER  VIII 
"-rm  one-horK  «y,  goi„g  «  ,  onehorw  By  wee   had 

.h.n  Mi„  Vancour,  .h.  ^  "f  t  S^noT  '  Wh^TSr 
prhsh  person,  dad  in  a  p,ai„.  clo«.a..i„g  garb  o  navybbe 
«rge  and  wearing  a  .imple  yet  coquetti*  dark  straw  hat  .^ 

.riflr  •,I^"^\'"°"'°'  '""  'P""8  '"'<>  h«  vehicle,  he  wwa 
tnfl.  sulky  at  being  engaged  in  such  a  h.pha«rd  f«hio"bv 
«  apparently  ,n„g„ific«,t  young  female  who  had  no  l~' 
not  80  much  as  a  handbag  '"Bgage, 

ari^rJoT'Kfii^bJS::' -- "-  - 

P«^;  tlX  tTouKf  nrtZps  iftlt  t 
aTtre'^^d-onh?"'  ""  ^"V*"'  "«  ^e'^Mortr 

i;l%" -1  'toSni^ete  ilVc"^™.""  »  «-^  °f 
clad  female  up  to  the  M^o      h"  h  °' ""™>""8  *e  humbly. 

nr«K,Ki     "'"'^^"'P«c^ea,~thi3  pcrsoM  ID  the  blue  seree  was 
probably  one  of  her  messengers  or  retainers.  ^ 

My  fare's  ten  shillincs."  he  observpH    «f;n  ,.      • 
distrustfully  "It'«5a  ^oJ  1         ^''.f^^e^'  still  peering  round 
irustiuiiy ,     It  s  a  good  seven  mile  up  hiU  and  down  dale." 
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won't  you?"  "  """'"«'•    Only  please  begin   to  l 

This 

j>ash  orxn^r  rrTdt'th'/  <L"r^  •'""^'  -<>  • 

Whereat  the  cumbrou.  Jehu  wrfjnl         f*^  ^'  ^"'n- 
8"n-  ■'  "  ^^""^^y  ""oved  to  a  responsive 

"She  ain't  bad-looking,  neither »"  h» 

«nd  he  was  in  a  .omewhat  ^ JJr  u' '''''''''^ '^  himself,^ 

condescended  to  start.     Hi,  vehtl^^'^^"'  ^^''^^  ^^  la«  he 

though  he  fully  expected  hf,  ''*'  *  ^^°»^d  one.  and 

outofthewindLThen'the  hCT^r''  ^"^  ^^'^^^ 
entreat  him  to  go  faster Iww'k  Tk  '^u°"""«  "P"*''"'  ^d 
experience  was  customary  to  woL      "         ^'^  ''°""^   ^^ 
nothing  of  the  kind  hap  Jned  „«?.      '"  *  °"^-h°'^«  Ax.-- 
'"   the   blue   serge   wa^evilndv   I?  r^''^"'    ^^^  P^^" 
monstrative.     Whether  the   ho"  'e    cr°   ,  f ''^"*   ^"^   ""de- 
trotted. -whether  the  fly  d ragg eT  or  h     '^   ^  ''°"^^«^'   «' 
"'ade  no  sign.     When  St.  Ref t   '  k  ^f^'  °'  J^'^^^^'  «he 

driver  whipped  hi,  steed  into  a  seTh.  '^'?  "'  ^^^^  *"d  the 
through  the  little  village  ^°h\T^^'«"^«  °^  spirit,  and  drove 
came  to  the  doors  of  thdr  cotta  J  f^^^^^  /"^?  °^  '""'^  People 
scrutmisingly,  wondering  whethef  1  o  "^'^'^  "^  ^^^  ^^^icle 
M.S,  Vancourt  But  a^eal"  w Lrfrn'T t^ ^ 
box  mtimated  that  they  need  noT  trn.  m     ?'  ''«*'  «"  ^^e 

p-::::;^7ne"olf  '^-'  ^~-    '^"'^^^^ 

this  having  been  done  acc2'  t'o^M '^'^^'^  '''  ^^^  open. 
woman  at  the  lodge  came  hL?i^       ^"'  ^P'"^^'^  orders.     A 
her  before  she  had  ti^to  seelo"'  '"^  ^'^  "^  ^^  P»-d 
grand  avenue  of  stately  oaVs  and  °  2  K  "  u-^^  ^^^°"«h  the 
boughs,  rich  with  the  Ldi^g  '  er'       "^^^      ^''"^'  -hose 
wuh  a  soft  rustling  soundTof  re;"?'',  "  *^  ^^^'^^  -ind 
unostentatious  vehicle  jogged  slZl^l^  ''^^'  °"  ^«'^et,  the 
all  the  way.  and  the  drivef wa,  tw''^^"'''  *  ''''^y  accent 
capabilities.     At  last  came    he^^urr^ti"?' ''^  ^"^'"^^'- 

'"  '"  *«  ^ong  approach, 
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which  showed  the  whole  width  of  the  Manor,  with  its  ancient 
rose-brick  frontage  and  glorious  oaken  gables  hining  in  the 
warm  afternoon  sunlight,— the  old  Tudor  courtyard  spreading 
before  it,  its  grey  walls  and  paving  stones  half  hidden  in  a 
wilderness  of  spring  blossom.  Here,  too,  the  gates  were 
open,  and  the  one-horse  fly  made  its  lumbering  and  awkward 
entrance  within,  drawing  up  with  a  jerk  at  the  carved  portico. 
The  young  person  in  blue  serge  jumped  out,  purse  in  hand. 

"Ten  shillings,  I  think? "she  said;  but  before  the  driver 
could  answer  her,  the  great  iron-clamped  door  of  the  Manor 
swung  open,  and  a  respectable  retainer  in  black  stood  on 
the  threshold. 

"Oh,  will  you  pay  the  driver,  please?"  said  the  young  lady 
addressing  this  functionary;  "He  says  his  fare  is  tc-  shillings! 
I  daresay  he  would  }ike  an  extra  five  shillings  for  himself  as 
well,"  and  she  smiled — "  Here  it  is ! " 

She  handed  the  money  to  the  personage  in  black,  who  was 
no  other  than  the  former  butler  to  Sir  Morton  Pippitt,  now 
at  the  Manor  on  'temp'ry  service,'  and  who  in  turn  presented 
It  with  an  official  stateliness  to  the  startled  fly-man,  who  was 
just  waking  up  to  the  fact  that  his  fare,  whom  he  had  con- 
sidered as  a  person  of  no  account  whatever,  was  the  actual 
mistress  of  the  Manor. 

"Drive  out  to  the  left  of  the  court,"  said  the  butler 
imperatively ;  "  Reverse  way  to  which  you  entered." 

The  submissive  Jehu  prepared  to  obey.    The  young  person 
in  blue  serge  smiled  up  at  him. 
"  Good-afternoon ! "  said  she. 

"Same  to  you,  mum  1"  he  replied,  touching  his  cap;  "And 
thank  ye  kindly  ! » 

Whereat,  his  stock  of  eloquence  being  exhausted,  he  whipped 
up  his  steed  to  a  gallop  and  departed  in  haste  for  the 
'  Mother  Huff,'  full  of  eagerness  to  relate  the  news  of  Miss 
Vancourt's  arrival,  further  embellished  by  the  fact  that  he 
had  himself  driven  her  up  from  the  station,  'all  unbeknown 
like.' 

Miss  Vancourt  herself,  meanwhile,  stepped  into  her  ancestral 
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a'wtf!.f  f  "'I  ^"""u    •'"°'"""*'  '"'"*'  '°°'^'"g  ^°""d  ^er  with 
a  wistful,  almost  pathetic  earnestness. 

"Tea  is  served  in  the  morning-room.  Madam,"  said  the 

SrVT?'""''  '"  *''  ^'""^  ^°"^^""g  whether  this  slight! 
childhke-lookmg  creature  was  really  Miss  Vancourt.  or  some 
young  fnend  of  hers  sent  as  an  advance  herald  of  her  ai^h'l 
Mrs  Spruce  thought  you  would  find  it  comfortable  there  »    ' 
issh^?''    ^'"'""  """'"^'"'^    '^'    e'^''    ^^Serly;    "Where 

and   m"'"'  ^^'"'"-^^'■^'  "^y  I'-^dy."  said  a  quavering  voice- 

aslt  in  ^rZ\^LTT^i  ^"^'  '  ^°"^'y  ^"^  --t-nal 
ti^ll      ,  ^.'^'^  '^'^  «°^"'  ^"^  old-fashioned  cap, 

rtr  w.  '?^'''  '"''i  "'  '^'  '"*"  ^^"'^^  ^^d  '-'•-^y^  insisted 
on  her  weanng.  came  forward  curtseying  nervously. 

I  hope,  ma'am,  you've  had  a  pleasant  journey " 

But  her  carefully  prepared  sentence  was  cut  short  by  a  pair 
of  arms  bemg  flung  suddenly  round  her,  and  a  fresh  face 
pressed  against  her  own. 

"Dear  Mrs.  Spruce!  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you !  You  knew 
me  when  I  was  quite  a  little  thing,  didn't  you?    And  you 

te  e'n't^v'ou'p  ?  '°° '  ""^^  ^^'^  ^^^  ^°"^  ^^  -^  ^-^he" 
fonTofrnowl"^'"  ""  ^°"  ^^^^'  ^°"  --  ^^y  -  ^e 
Never,  as  Mrs.  Spruce  was  afterwards  wont  to  declare  had 
she  been  so  -took  back.'  as  by  the  unaffected  s^mandty 
>nd  sweetness  of  this  greeting  on  the  part  of  the  new  mistre  7 
whose  advent  she  had  so  greatly  feared.  She  went,  To  qTote 
her  own  words^  .all  „f  ,  j„„„  y,,^_  ^„,  „^^  ^;  J-^ 

crym.    It  was  hke  a  dear  lovin"  little  child  comin'  'ome  and 

might  have  been  astonished  in  his  own  stately  mind  at  mS 

helT:'";';"'^  '"-'^^'^'^  old.servant.  Miss  Valo 
ownlL^       •         unconscious  of  any  loss  of  dignity  on  her 


;.  ft 


■iJf-, 


'-J:l£L  ^'SS>^. 
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looked  like  but  Th„-.  ^  '''""=  fo-KO'ten  what  you 

Yes,  rm    „*  7o„  Td      Thr""'"*  "l  ''^"-  <"""''  ^O"  ' 
,  ^       "'"'      ^ne   man   said  tea  waq  in   ♦k.. 

.oren,e.4  evetything  iowT'oh.  ho:i  luhT  Ld  ''''" 
gone  away  ftom  this  deir  old  home !"  ■*  '"'"' 

.oPH..f„fat  »upXSatt.rr„i^  '..Trsrr 

what  had  ZbdevXil"^  '**  ^\"''"  '"  *=  '^'^'y"'™ 
feet  was  a-falh„•™T^:^l^"''';,''"-  ">«'  S'o-d  ".y 
vadwi  thic  ^K       •  cneertul  air  of  welcome  which  per- 

•aggfags  Of  his  gr^t  p,„°/S     "  """  ^'"'  "■"*  "P»»i« 
was  so  big  I    Weren't  you  frightened  when  you 


because 
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eTXdvTT",'"^""  *'^''  ""'  ""-k  "«  ™„ld  bite 

course  l-,ha.'.whn.o^htaT-      '"  """  ""-"'  ^"-  <" 

wouldn't  buy  >S&Sderv I "hL.,    <=»"™\d;    "Money 

uncomfortable  l-so-so  warm  i     Tf  ,v  „         •    .         '°'*^  ^° 

me  some  tea  !-tea  cZl^Z  tK  "j  ''" '  ^'^    ^^^^^ 

drink  at  first     WU  SfaftTrSardsT'. "''   ^'^"^  "'^  '^^^  *«> 

Mrs.  Spruce,  with  inaudible  murmurings   hasten*»<1  t«  .k 

gUnces  at  her  with  increased  wontei^r,!S°  ""''  ""=" 
looked  much  vounrer  .hTnK-  .1  bewilderment.    She 

11     <!  younger  than  her  twenty-seven  vea™  _k~  -vu 

sS:ro^"^.iru^rL^^thr£rr; 

wom^,-yet  she  gave  the  impression  of  beTne  X  Sfn   . 

^.-^-Vt^reirriiii^^^^^^^^ 

and  there  .to  SJ^  ^d.™™  C^T  t-^-Jf^fn 
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tttt„r;r™.'  ''-  ^-'-^  '--  ^^^  --e  a„d  re-entered 
"Tea  ready?  "she  asked. 

lady.'  r™  nof  the  da^ght  ;  of  an  taT  "^"1^^  "^^  ''">' 
If  I  were  Scotch.  I  miS  say  f^mM  T  f'l'"^"  ^^^^^igU. 
or  some  other  Mac  of  mIIIJ Z  "J"'"^^  °^  ^^^^^^^^ ' ; 
of  Vancourt !  And  vou^T^^  ^'"^  ^"«'''^'  ''™  ^ancourt 
'Ma'am.'  I  don't  want  TohT  '"^  '""''''  ^'"  '  ^^^•"^ 
before  my  time!  In  fact  ?thtw  ^"V^"'"'^''^  ^'^^^'^^ 
Maryllia,  as  you  used  to  do  Ih.  ^7t  ^""'  ^""  "«  ^iss 
"  Very  well   Z^.J       •    ^"  "^  ^***'^''  ^^^  alive." 

-do  you  Hke^m  S  s^'i"!7''n't^^^°'"'°f 
PWiing-MissMarylUa?"      ^^'      '  "^'-l^ggin-  your 

'  Yes,  I  like  cream  and  sumt  hn»h  •»  «„r  j  .l 
with  a  mirthful  gleam  in  heX,  ,     k  ^  "*  *'  ^°""8  My, 
keeper-,  confusion  "Sutdn.^f'      ,   !  "°"^  '^'  '"''  •><»■«■ 
you  pu,  ,00  mu™  ^ream  4r^,r  '•'■''"  '^*  «•"- '    ^ 
put  too  much  sugar   L^ir'L""*^.  *'  «"  "'"--if  you 

arrive  a.  .he  yj,  X  Tn  a""^:  'yZ?'!"^  '"'"' 
particular  1"  P  °^   *^a!     I  am  wry 

".en.  ,Hh„"3sid„o!:ri^:S;^'- -^^  "-  ««'-'  '^-^ 
Vo»«e  a  dear,"  said  Marylli.,  iaxily  taking  ,he  cup  from 
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you?"     *^  *"  '"^  y«"  are  good-tempered,  aren't 

,^uarelya„d  openly;  "I^sU^ay^Tye^Cll^^^^^^ 
^d  under  any  amount  of  kitchen  jIwin^Fo"^       ''P'  ""^ 
believe  me,  in  a  kitchen  where  th!r  «         '       °''  *^  ^^^  '"a/ 
an'  a  servants'  'All  Sn^sfr^Jhr^'  "'J  *'  ''""  ^  ^°'"en» 
jawin'  there  is  andlawrn'  Tf    ^'^^^  ^^°"^  '^'  ^'t^hen 
I-rd's  will,  we  Ist^t  up  :  hTB^Tir  "^'  •"'"' ^^« 
l;eep  things  straight.'^and^  gene'allv  "U  """^  *  '^^^  *° 
though  ni  not  deny  but  I'm  a'bTwed  t"^  ^T^  ^'"' 
ever,  it  will  soon  be  all  ritrht  or,H    °"!r f^  ^o^y.— howsom- 

ey«  which  Mrs.  Sp™«  rt«  li^  ^T'"""  '"''  ''«■"'  "'"> 
most  beautiful  blure^es^  l*?",.''.""''''"' '^  >«  **<' 
do  like,  „d  .U  I  dort  il<r,r^.-  I  ""'  >«"  you  11  I 
•ogether.  The  tea  is  per  wt-id  twf  "'  '•'""  ««  ""  "«" 
&«,  eveo-thing  is  deSul  .nlT  .-       T'  "  ^'"'"'■''■»-     I" 

own  ho.e  on5  n.o„rrih""i''hL"'„::„'^s?;r»  ■* '"  -^ 

Miss  Marylli.  was  -aZ  b^al"^  T""""*."  *«  «««1  Vt 
how  she  L,e  ,o  that ^nc^Z'^  T  "".T'^"'    Why  and 
explained.     Her  id^T^W™  l"? "  ""'  "^  ""' "«« 
hazy  and  restricted     She  t^Tf     "'"'^  ""«  somewhat 
Kitty,  'the  hands:n;est  tsTlM^r'""^  ""  »"»  SH 
had  been    known    to    biL^    H  *' ."""'O'-'ide  ■  and  she 
•'he  pink  and  white  doS'  .^JT"  »*■"  *'  <=»"«' 
knowledged  young  belle  of ^.S  vm±"'Burtr  '^  «• 
mdefinable  air  of  charm  about  her  new  iadf,^,,   ^  "^  «" 
foragu  to  all  her  experience,-^  b^uJ^'Z        I"  "^''^ 
manner  arisinir  (rnm"i,:»i,     j       ."""enng  grace  and  ease  of 
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wnether  she  was  not  also  cannVinns  >    t».« 
s,ight,y,uiz.ca,asweI,assSre:Li^^^^^^ 
-somethmg  almost  mysterious.    She  had  greeted  her  faS 
old  servant  as  affectionately  as  a  child     hTu     ^^[/^^r'^^ 
might  be  only  temoorarv     9n  *  <^»»»W,-but  her  enthusiasm 

^:^:t  £F^^?£» -^5-^-^ 

tolh,^"'"."'  'P""'8'"8"P  '">■"  her  chkir,  ™.de  a  bound 

i-eacocK8    feathers !     How  could  vou  alloi*  th*.m  ♦«  u    • 

as  a  peacock's  feather ! "  *^"""ng  is  quite  so  awful 

Mrs.  Spruce  stared,  gasped  and  blinked --h*.r  u«^a  • 
vo^nt^.  wandered  u.  ^  .ae  in  ^'  ,t"^„C 

No   wonder  we've  been  unfortunate,  if  these  foi^herl  ^r 

melTv  ^T:   ^"t  "^^  "   «"^'  «"■«  ">    cudgel    her 
memoor.    She  wa.  affected  b,  ■  a  palpiution.^  as  she  efpreJS 
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»t      There  was  her  newlv-arriv^ 

with  the  authoritative  aTo?7lr''"  '°"'^°"*'"»  ^«' 
^  bunch  of  glittering  peacocks^urn^lrr^'  '^'"'"^  *^^ 

for  summary  chastisement  and  »ci°  '  .  ^  *  '"^  "P"'^^* 
remember  whether  there  we  i  Tv  ?l  ^''    *°    '"^^^^tly 

about  Mrs.  Spruce  ha7„evTr  IT  k°"^  "'*^^-y«" 
apphed  to  the  tail-shedd'L  of  th.  f'  ^'",1  '"^'^  ^  '''^ 
never  forgot  it,  and  never  aftemJd.  ^^'"'^  ^"'^''-^"t  ''be 
without  a  qualm.  «"«"^ards  saw  a  peacock's  feather 

"I  couldn't  say,   Mis«!-    T'« 
flatteringly;  "But  I'U  Sie  ever^t,r"7"   *'  ""^ 
to-morrow »  "5^  °'«  "^  «>rner  searched 

it.    Th^P    He  °W  :ir"'''  f-'h--^»i» 
moment  .he  laugred  ^7^^*^"'  "»«i«"y;-in  another 

the  guttering  pluC?tan?      the  comers  and  huddling  M 
a"  away,    td  go  X,  l^'l^rr  ""•^'  '"""^^  *«■» 
remaining  feather  you  lfi"dJS,^°^  "^  "''^  "«> 
^  Here  she  paused  d„bT„f,;~f^'"'ri"?A*'"—" 
«I1  ,^  ™"M  be  unlu^itier  Si ,  ""•"  '  ""^  *""■  ^O" 

it."  mLuS  ZaJf'n,'.  5  "r  """"O  '"^  *»>«'« 
Of  'horrible  wi, Aey« ™^. C  ^^'^' ^^P'-g  her  apronful 
them?"  '^^  '      ™a'  on  earth  shall  I  do  with 

Matyllia    considered.      Very    nrettv    .>..  ,    ,    . 
moment,  with  one  small  finger  placS^i^,"'''^    a.    that 
"hich  were  curved  close  iZ/mhj        ?'""'>'  O"  her  lips, 
either  bury  ,h.™,  or  "hL  "I^'h"''-     "^^  "■"« 
gravest  decision;  " If  you  dro^^.L  '*"'  "  '"^t.  "ith  the 

a  stone,  so  that  they  ^",;oX,',r  """  "''  *=•»  «> 
must  dig  ten  feet  deeoi    v"  '     "^'"'  """y  them,  you 

wm  all  ime  up'a^^,' ^^^1"^!  a^""  "T'' '"^ 
hauiitmg  you !  •■  Hefe  she  broke  LtrtL  •°"';.  *'  '•^' 
possible.  "Poor  Spruce!  Youdo^olv  ""'''?■' ''"8* 
here-ra  tell  you  what  to  do  °  pt^  ZnZI^'^'t' '    ^ 

"  •    1  acjc  them  all  in  a  box,  and  I 
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will  send  them  to  my  aunt  Emily!  She  loves  them !  She  likes 
to  see  them  stuck  all  over  the  drawing-room.  They're  never 
unlucky  to  her.  She  has  a  fellow-feeling  for  peacocks;  there 
IS  a  sort  of  affinity  between  herself  and  them  !  Pack  up  every 
feather  you  can  find,  Spruce  I  The  box  must  go  to-night 
by  parcels'  post.  Address  to  Mrs.  Fred  Vancourt,  at  the 
Langham  Hotel.  She's  staying  there  just  now.  Will  you  be 
sure  to  send  them  oflT  to-night  ?  " 

She  held  up  her  little  white  hand  entreatingly,  and  her  blue 
eyes,  wonderfully  sweet  and  childlike,  yet  grave  and  passionate, 
looked  straight  into  the  elder  woman's  v  inkled  apple  face. 

When  she  looked  at  me  like  that,  I'd  a  gone  barefoot  to 
kingdom-come  for  her!"  Mrs.  Spruce  afterwards  declared  to 
some  of  her  village  intimates-"  And  as  for  the  peacocks' 
feathers.  I  d  a  scrubbed  through  the  'ole  'ouse  from  top  to 
bottom  afore  I'd  a  let  one  be  in  it ! " 
To  Maryllia,  she  said : 

"You  may  take  my  word  for  it,  Miss!    They'll  all  go  out 
of  the  ouse  'fore  seven  o'clock.     I'll  send  them  myself  to  the 

pK/Su 

.il'^r  y°"'.f'' '""^^  '"  said  Maryllia,  with  a  comical  little 
sigh  of  relief.  "And  now,  Spruce,  I  will  go  to  my  bedroom 
and  he  down  for  an  hour.  I  ..  just  a  Uttle  tired.  Have  you 
managed  to  get  a  maid  for  me  ?  " 

mnTf '.  ^'?'/^r'^  if''  ^  gel-She  don't  know  anythink 
much,  but  she's  'andy  and  willin'  and  'umble,  and  quick  with 

Shl'.Th    £  ^'1     '''^l  "i  '°'^'"''   ^"^  K°*  ^  good  character, 
bhes  the  best  I  could  do.  Miss.     Her  name  is  Nancy  Pyrle 
— 1 11  send  her  to  you  directly." 
^^  "Yes    do!"  answered  Miss  Vancourt,  with  a  little  yawn: 

And  show  me  to  my  rooms  ;-you  prepared  the  ones  I  told 
you— my  mother's  rooms  ?  " 

;«  Yes,    Miss,"  answered  Mrs.  Spruce  in  subdued  accents: 

I  ve  made  them  all  fresh  and  sweet  and  clean ;  but  of  course 
the  furniture  is  left  jest  as  it  was  when  the  Squire  locked 
'em  all  up  after  he  lost  his  lady "  ^ 

Maryllia  said  nothing,  but  foUowed  the  housekeeper  upstairs, 
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the  bedroom;  hun'^  iith  flrf^''"''^  ""..^f  ''^^'-  ^"  '^^^^ing 
with  sixteemh  ceStu^oak  shTLo  ^'"^  ^"'  '^^^'^^ 
curious  wistfulness  and  ^veren'  A  '*  ^ ^^'''"^  '^"^  a 
table,  she  glanced  at  ^r^^^JZltl'  ^'^ '^^^^•"«- 

rd"::rwuh'a%;rnrs  trt:ar^^  %^  ^-^>-  -' 

opportunity  to  slip  awTv  whh  K  ^"^  ^^"^"^  '^^"^  ^^^^ 
feathers,  and  deSnde^Vhaste  t^thf^^^^^^  °'  ^^^°^'^^' 
some  time  the  various  orde^cht  ^  '''*'^^^"'  ^^^'^  'o^ 
perturbation,  and  JuHy   '^^^^^^^^^^  -"ch  domestic 

own  mind.     The  maid  Nanrlp    ,       ''^^'"^  ^°"^'''°"  °f  her 
on   Miss  VancouHp^tarL^lT^^^^^^ 
'ands,  whatever  you  do .        t  ^  '^'"'"'>'  ^'"^  yo"' 

to  remove  the  tubings  f;^^"'"''  •''  '"'^^^'  "^^  ^^"' 
command  he  turned  round  °  k  "?°^"'"g-'-oo'".-at  which 
are  you  a-orderS' o'don'  "^^^^^^^^^^  -^'"«  '-^o 

-Spruce  himself,  unhappHy  cor^in^  ht    k     "^  '"^  ^"'''"^^^'' 
door  to  ask  if  i    ^as^rellwZett'^'^l^ 
arrived,   was   shrilly  told    1    .  ^"'   Vancourt  had 

busin2s,.-and'so"lt  C  edThatth^Blint'  '"  °^" 
charged  with  the  Reverend  Joh„  VValdenW^^^        ^^^'''^' 
the  Five  Sister,  he  -ight^^wThTv   "^^  7;^^^ 
unprepared  audience  with  th^  v  °  °°*am  an 

^  A  Of  u,e  r„r vx  ^z»  L"a:ri:n  ■'"' 

she  had  certainly  arrived,  Mrs   Somce  inM  ^      ^     ^^^ 
hea,ande„e,w;  but  she' w"  ^^Td  w"  f J"'  !'      """5 

s^P^aH.e,a„d.dJrri^=^r- 
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she  wanted-and  was  that  patient  and  gentle  I    She  »ys  I'll 
make  quite  a  good  maid  after  a  bit ! " 

Jfh^J^^'J  "Iff  *°  **'*'  ^""^^  y°"  '''"'"  «a'd  Mrs.  Spruce 
out  of  the  village  to  a  first  situation  with  a  lady  like  Miss 
Vancourt.    And  I 'ope  you'll  profit  by  it  1    And  if  you 'ad" 
token  the  prize  for  needlework  in  the  school,  you  wouldn't 

ZJ^  '°  "°''  ^°"  '""'  ^^**  «°°^  »'  d°°»  to  serve  your 
wl  sL!h'"  r  ''  ^°?"«-"  ^^"-^  ^^^^  *""^«d  to  Bainton.  who 
was  standmg  disconsolately  half  in  and  half  out  of  the  kitchen 
doorway.  "I'm  real  sorry.  Mr.  Bainton,  that  you  can't  see 
our  lady  more  'specially  as  you  wishes  to  give  a  message  from 
Passon  Walden  himself-but  you  jest  go  back  andlell  'im 

Bainton  twirled  hi^  cap  nervously  in  his  hand. 
'Is'poseno  one  couldn't  say  to  her  quiet-like  as'owthe 
Five  Sisters  be  chalked? ."  «»  uw  we 

.a'!:/r"  l^'^  ^^'  ^^'  ^*"^'  '^^  *  g^ture  of  dismay. 
aniJf^       -it^T^"  '^^  "c'a^ed;  "D'ye  think  we're 
gom  to  womt  Miss  Vancourt  with  the  likes  o'  that  the  very 

An  that  there  great  dog  Plato  lyin'  on  guard  outside  'er  door ! 
I  ve  ad  enough  toniay  with  peacocks'  feathers,  let  alone  the 
Five  Sisters  I  Besides,  Oliver  Leach  is  agent  'ere,  and  what 
he  says  is  sure  to  be  done.  She  won't  worry  'erself  about  ft 
-and  you  may  be  pretty  certain  he  won't  be  interfered  with 
You  tell  Pa^on  Walden  I'm  real  sorry,  but  it  can't  be"" 
Reluctaiitly.  Bamton  turned  away.  He  was  never  much 
ttX      7  %^«°»  -'^'^  Mrs.  Spruce,-her  mind  was 

ZrnT^f'  1"^  ^''  *°"^"'  '"^  P^^^^^^"^  Her  allusion  to 
peacocks  feathers  was  unintelligible  to  him,  and  he  wondered 
whether  'a^ythmk  she's  been  an'  took '  had  gone  to  her  head. 
Anyway,  his  ermnd  was  foiled  for  the  moment  But  he  was 
not  altogether  disheartened.  He  determined  not  to  go  back 
to  Walden  with  his  message  quite  undelivered. 

"Where  there's  a  will,  there's  a  way!"  he  said  to  himself. 
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"  ni  go  and  do  >  bit  of  .houtin'  to  Spruce  —dot  „  i,,  :,  u  . 
more  r«s„„.bl..iike  th«  hi,  old  'ooS-         "  ""  "^  *"• 

Abb^'.!;  MLrt^"  ?"'  "■'  "•'  by.  .hort^u,  through 

ciently  coeent  she  h«S  «f     ^'  !^"^  ''^'^  considered  suffi- 
•"/  togem,  She  had  also  resigned  all  exnerutmrt.  ^i-  k  • 

her  aunt's  heiress.    She  had  taken  her  1  b^rt^^n^  ^'"« 

to  eniov  if     CK-  u  j       ,  uoerty,  and  was  prepared 

won.an.r;,:^Ji;?:^""»  ««'■■«'?.  »he  „id.  for  .  ringle 
AnH  k      T^    ^     ®  '^°"'*^  ™*^e  It  enough. 

-1  over  the  Zd ;  L„*„t„"%ir  f  ""T""'''  ""'^ 

a  helpless  Soi^ting^^w     M^  .^". 7*"'  "■"  "'"j'"'  '*« 
was  familUrly  known  to  .h.  Vancourt,  as  her  aunt 

pains  to  sZe  r^  a  l!n,  •"f^P""'-  "^^  "P'"''  "o 

essea  exquisitely,  taken  about  everywhere,  ai^  'shown 
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bin  It     ^   ""P""""'°"»  "oWemen  of  Europe  ;-.hc  had 

and  had  been  proposed  to  by  '  eligible '  gentlemen  wilh  even^ 
recumng  ««uK,n.-but  .11  i„  v.in.  She  had  trke".TlriT 
notion  mto  her  head-a„  idea  which  her  matt rX"  aun 

impudencTr  T  /  ?."J  '°  "'^'^  ^•'"'  '^  ^'  ^as  pluck  and 
impudence  I    she  said;  "  Especially  if  the  girl  has  monev  or 

.Tt^nbT"*?'^"'  ''  not'downrigSdetmTe^uT 
Zn^n  ^■'^-  .  ^"*  P'°P^»»'»  °f  '"«"J«ge  don't  al/ays 
mean  love.  I  don't  care  a  bit  about  being  married.-but  I 
do  want  to  be  loved-really  loved  I-I  want  to  be  'dear  to 

frwrit..f^"^""^-"  '^"^^  it.-notforwLi  j:rb:: 

I    ^L"^^  ^^i"  f ""°"''  °'d-fashioned  notion  of  wanting  to  be 

protectress.     It  had  developed  from  mere  fireside  anjument 
and  occasional  dissension,  into  downright  feud,  and  its  pres^n 

and  had  returned  to  her  own  rightful  home  in  a  state  wWch' 

poverty,  but  which  was  also  one  of  glorious  independence 
And  as  she  restfully  reclined  under  the  old  rose  sUk^ang^^^^^ 

novel  and  soo  hing  sense  of  calm.  The  rush  and  hurry  and 
fnvohty  of  society  seemed  put  away  and  done  withrZugh 
her  open  wmdow  she  could  hear  the  rustling  of  leaved  and  the 

her  taste  as  well  as  her  sentiment,-and  though  the  faintest 
shadow  of  vague  wonder  crossed  her  mind  as  to  wh^^she 
would  do  with  her  time,  now  that  she  had  gained  her  own  wav 
and  was  actually  all  alone  in  the  heart  of  the  counti^,  she  dM 
not  permit  such  a  thought  to  trouble  her  peace,  xie  ^ve 
puilhty  of  the  old  house  was  already  be^nning  to  exelTks 
mfluence  on  her  always  quick  and  perceptive  mind,-the  de« 
lemembrance  of  her  father  whom  she  haS  idolised,  and  whos" 
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■ncidem,  of  her  .hildh„:, '^'„'„  J"f„'™f"   """-"■     '-""e 
•hought  she  had  fo„olien  pr«™,~i  ?  '"'f"""'  '""•  »'  «'>e 
'he  failhful  recording  eeu"  of  h"?^  I>em«|v„  one  by  „„„  i„ 
feverish  and  hunied\?e  X  had  hi™"'"'"''  ""  """"  "'  "» 
her  a».',  command  and  cLl^l"":^""' '"  '"<'  ""0" 
•lowly,  like  a  receding  coas,  l^e  f^l^':.  "^  '»  «"■>«  itself 
,   '■  1«  is  home  I  ■■  she  saw    ..And  Tk"     """'"«  ™»"- 
for  yean. !    Aunt  Emiiyt'  hou,^  '  ""'  "*'"  '"  '  home 

'his  is  ">home-myveyow„  ,kT  "eve,' home.'  And 
gemrations.  I  ought  to  be  omuH  „r  ,  "!f  ""  ""'  '""">  for 
« I  Even  Aunt  Emily  used  ^o  J  '  '""  '  "*'  •«  P">"<)  of 
«-di„g  proof  Of  The  s'lup  Zl  ,  l*""''"  ''"^'  «-  » 
»ure  I  shall  find  plenty  to  do  L'.     ,  -    f"  ' '    ''"" 

and  hve  on  the  profit_if  ,he„  .^    '  f„"  '"^  -)'  own  lands 

moonlike  blossom  up  to  her  face  « .rnu  ^^,'"**"  P"^^^*^ '»« 
and  a  bright  red  butterfly  dLce^'  ^  .^^  *''''"«  *°  ^  '''««1. 
late  sunbeams,  now  SS T„  thr™'"  ?  *"'  ^^'^'^ '"  »»^« 
again  into  the  mild  still  air  '^  *"    *"®"  <^rt'"g  off 

co:/en:;'^.tdVra'ii:y:;^fj">''"«.  ■"">  •  «<«•  •'sh  .r 

mi™.  **"  ""  "««' '"  "o"  .he  Window  and  ,um«,  to  her 

,-t'h'^nS,e  Ito^'i'r,'!^^^^^  'r"  "'•-"^^  "" 
pressure,'  as  they  call  it     '-Th,".  '"""  O'  society 

there  "-indicatinK  the  il  /  '  ''"'  here^-and  another 

l^pering  forefingr  !l  A  T'S:!  !1'  r-'»  ■^*  '  -"" 
>f  I  «>uld  only  find  them  "  H«.\  °  ""™  P*)-  h'i". 
'he  back  of  her  head  and  letTfal  ""T"""  *' ""  « 
'ound  her  shoulders-"  Oh  v  J  ''"■,"»«>«  curling  shower 
addressing  her  imagt  i„  ^e'  ^I" ,.  v '''''' ' "  *«  "««  °n. 
Pre«.y-but  that  is^l^  t  .«^2'  ^°"  """k  it  looks  ver^ 
-ertisements  the  phlt^p^Vo^orr  >^::^ 
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Ha,rpos,t.vely.forced.to^ow.in-six-week8 '  sort  of  thing.  Oh. 
what  a  dear  old  ch.me ! "  This,  as  she  heard  the  ancient  cloc^ 
m  the  square  turret  which  overlooked  the  Tudor  courtyard  give 
forth  a  mellow  t.ntmnabulation.    «  What  time  is  it.  I  wondeT?  - 

placed  on  her  dressmg-table.     "  Quarter  past  seven  I    I  must 

>vrt"       'h'T'  '^'''  *"•     ^  '^""^  ^  ^"^  ""g  for  Nancy 

fh^      7*?    "l"  '"""^^  '^^  ""*'«"  *°  »he  word;  "I  have  Jt 
the  least  idea  where  my  clothes  are." 

h.in*"''''.''^^^''  '^^  '"'"'"°"*  ^'^*^  *'*"'»y-  She  could  not 
help  a  slight  start  as  she  saw  her  mistress,  looking  like  'the 
picture  of  an  angel'  as  she  afterwards  described' i  in  her 
loose  white  dressing-gown,  with  all  her  hair  untwisted  and 
floating  over  her  shoulders.  She  had  never  seen  any  human 
creature  quite  so  lovely.  ' 

M^y^Ua.^"""  ''"°''  "^"'"  "^  ^'"'^  "^  Nancy?"  enquired 

.H  "  Y"'  ^"'"     ^"'  ^P™*'®  unpacked  everything  herself,  and 
the  dresses  are  all  hanging  in  this  wardrobe."    Here  Nancy 

I  gt  yotiSr?'''  '"""'""  "  ^""''"  "^•^•^  -«  »^" 
Maryllia  came  to  her  side,  and  looked  scrutinisingly  at  all 
the  graceful  Parisian  and  Viennese  flimsies  that  hun/in  an 
orderly  row  within  the  wardrobe,  uncertain  which  to  take 
At  last  she  settled  on  an  exceedingly  simple  white  tea-gown. 
shaped  after  a  Greek  model,  and  wholly  untrimmed.  save  foT  a 
small  square  gold  band  at  the  throat  «i,saveiora 

i.Mlttsr;^!:!"'"'"^'  "'""^'•'  "»"*•»<«"*; 

The  thought  struck  her  w  qoiUnt  and  strange.    Nobody 
com«gtod,nnerl    How  very  odd  I    A.  AunTlmU  ",T« 

she  would  d,ne   .11  alone.    WeUI      It   would  be  a  n^ 
experience!  " 

"Are  there  any  nice  people  living  about  here?"  she  asked 
her  elegant  dressing-gown;  "  People  I  should  like  to  know?" 
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mistress  swept  up  all  her  T^Z         ^'^^^  ^"^^  ^hich   he 

"With  two  big  tLoistrLl^'^j  ;„  r^t  I'rT  ^"^  ''"°«^^ 

There's  Sir  Morton  Pippitt  a    R.h         !  ^^''^  °^  '^^^  head. 

from  here "  *^P'"  **  Badsworth  Hall,  three  miles 

Maryiiia  laughed  gaily. 

Sir  Morton  Pippitt '     VVhnf  «  a 
"Wen.  Mis.,  ,h^  do  ^v  L  tT  T"    "'•"'  «  •>=? " 

"^f'   ^   should    think    so'"    said   nr     „• 
solemnity;  " Bone-melting  is  a  „eaK         '^  ^^   ""'^   """^^ 
human  bones,  Nancy  ? «  ^        ^'^^  ^"^'"e" '    Does  he  melt 

"Oh,  lor.  Miss,  no  I"    An.i  v, 
"Not  that  I've  ever  heard  ol?  ''"^'^''  ^^^P'^^  herself; 
and  turns  into  buttons  and  such-like  °"''      ""'•""''  ^^  "^^^'^ 
.  .  ^^^  '«  an  animal,  Nancv"  sain  \r     >. 
g'ving  one  or  two  little  artistS^"  J  k        '^"'^  sententiously. 
hair  on  her  forehead    '.^^00^      1°. -^'^ '°"^^  '^--^  o 
mto  buttons?    Why  shouwi  notl^  "°?"  ^"^^  ^  ^"rned 
depend  upon  it,  Nan<^    h.^^  ^  ^"^^  "''^^"^  ^    ^O" '"ay 

;iWs,heP«so„_»,heb,^ 
i".p..ie„ce;..Wo;ie"^":h1  iJ^^'^ill^  "'"■  •  '""'  »»"■«  of 

^  seen  by  various  retainers  of 
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the  curious  and  excited   household,  walking  slowly  up  and 
down  on  the  grass  terrace  in  her  flowing  white  draperies,  the 
afterglow  of  the  sinking  sun  shining  on  her  gold-brown  hair, 
and  touching  up  little  reddish  ripples  in  it,-such  ripples  as 
were  painted  by  the  artist  of  Charles  the  Second's  day  when 
he   brushed  into  colour  and  canvas   the  portrait  of   Mary 
Eha  Adelgisa  de  Vaignecourt.     Primmins,  late  butler  to  the 
irascible  Sir  Morton  Pippitt,  was  so  taken  with  the  sight  of  her 
that  he  then  and  there  resolved  his  'temp'ry  service'  should 
be  life-long,  if  he  could  manage  to  please  her ;  and  little  Kitty 
Spruce  being  permitted  by  her  mother  to  peep  at  the  'new 
lady '  through  the  staircase  window,  could  only  draw  a  lone 
breath  and    ejaculate:  "Oh!  Ain't  she  lovely!"  while  she 
followed  with   eagerly  admiring  eyes  the  gossamer  trail  of 
Marylhas  white  gown  on  the  soft  turf,  and  strained  her  ears 
to  ratch  the  sound  of  the  sweet  voice  which  suddenly  broke 
out  in  a  careless  chansonette : 

"Tu  m'aimes,  ch^rie? 
Dites-moi ! 
Seulement  un  petit  'oui,' 
Je  demande  k  toi  t 
Le  bonheur  supr^e 
Vient  quand  on  aime, 
N'est-ce-pas  ch^rie? 
•  Oui '  I " 

"She's  singin'  to  herself!"  said  the  breathless  Kitty 
whispering  to  her  mother;  "Aint  she  jest  smilin'  and 
beautiful?" 

"Well,  I  wiU  own,"  replied  Mrs.  Spruce,  "she's  as  different 
to  the  lady  /  expected  as  cheese  from  chalk,  which  they 
generally  says  chalk  from  cheese,  howsomever,  that  don't 
matter.  But  if  I  don't  mistake,  she's  got  a  will  of  'er  own,  for 
all  that  she's  so  smilin'  and  beautiful  as  you  says,  Kitty ;  and 
now  don't  ^M<  go  runnin'  away  with  notions  that  you  can 'dress 
like  'er  or  look  like  'er,— for  when  once  a  gel  of  your  make 
thinks  she  can  imitate  the  fashions  and  the  ways  of  a  great  lady 
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she's  done  for,  body  and  soul !     You  ain't  ..oin'  t„  -         u- 
gowns  and  trail  'em  im  »«»  a^^        ^  ^   "  *°  '^^^  white 

.-follerin-  up  „™o™  tiilf      °"  *°.«™'' ""  '"^  big  dog, 

Ae  wor.d-,„  ,ou  LinZl^,    tI'^TJXL'^  " 
aires  com  n'  arter  vnn    ».  *i,      j         .       ^  ^'^  *  "o  million- 

nothink  eUe  w^.^  Sed"  ;t  „trpa■A^"^•"°'"'•-"" 
cotton  frocks  in  oeace.  an'  ZJl  "^''^'P^P^" '  ^o  Jes'  wear  your 

like  Miss  MaX  L  J;"  ''""^  T  ''"^  '^^"^•"'  *<>  look 
tried  till  yf  w^  d  Jh  .  T  I'  ''°" '  ^^^'^  "'^e  '«  if  ye 
inakesaXTomen     J/'"^"*^'  *»^-t.  now!    The  Jd 

few  chice  ^V«  whiSTwon-ri:  *"^  ^'T  ^  *"™«  °"*  « 
one  of  them  -m'^''^" L'lt't.^^^^^^  .^"^"^'^ 

and  thanksgivin'  as  sich  I »  ^^  '^'^  P^^" 


r 
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CHAPTER  IX 

MARYLLIA'S  first  solitary  dinner  i„  the  home  of  her 
ancestors  passed  off  with  tolerable  successTKw  ^ 

much  respect  and  zeal  „  if  .he  h«i  been  Tauer    f  . 

r:;rsfesrL^^-fH?f^"- 
-eco^^  .he  .'iein^r-.-t^rL-ret 

ness.  But  I  can  soon  remedy  that  1^7  T  ,  '*.«"""'«• 
down  «,d  stay  here  iflon  J  „k  ,h^"  °£f-'«P'«  -^D  "■»• 
quite  certain  about  society  foL-thiJ^i,  J*^'  °"'  *'"« 
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•ocustomed  to 

•"r  never  .o  .hi„k,  „  j,  ^\^,r^^f  .  «"  «"".  had  .old 

'"teUge,  becoB.  one  of  .  briinL.  f'^K-"""!'  *"  '■"<'  "f 
"o»d  of  women,  who  ,o^l?^/l^"'"'^^  <ire«.loving 
•h«r  con,ple«on  .„S  Cli^l  °' ,""'"''«  '"  "Hng  fo? 
"d  again,  ^waveofrep^r^.*::'"™"-  ''"  ""^  "<>" 
«>«  «o«  in  her  and  made  a^to™^   f  ""'•"  *"*  •>'  "«'- 

'*rw^^a'^iSi~-'"^~"^" 

•Jay  had  dni«,  »uch  o^rLm  ,k  !  "•™"'  »'  "»  »™  •" 
"«.  air  „.  weighted^;"  ^I  */  "f^  »/  "»  Aowen  .hat 
Jgain  in.o  her  ^rden  after  ^^Z\^  '^  ™"''«<l  »« 
•he  gable,  of  the  Manor  J^?.'  "«'.'<""■«'  "P  «is.fully  at 
dark  blue  AypattemXth^*"  «^«  *  '»"=kg«'"nd' o 
•«».  There  wa^  after  an  „m«hi  ?^"  «■»"'/ oppr«»ed 
■"■■coming  Of  r^h.  taftis^^Z.""'^,"""  «"""  *« 

.hehadvoluntanTyeho,™  ,oT«n^,I°""i  P""  *»«« 
»*er  than  lend  herself  to  he"  t^.^T  ""  ™P'»"c'«), 

"Of  course,"  she  an!n«i.[,hT    T*""*'"*  themes. 

if  I  don't  lifcTit     I  ^  1,  f  ^T"'  "'  "^  "■"  '"y  here 

•   own  m),«Mf  i„  ,h.'  wrig  ,ol""t  T"""*'-"'  '  "» 

•"-ritirr^SSte-i"---™- 

playfully  ro  the  latti«d  w bd  '     !^?.  »^'^' ^  her  hand 

an  old-fashioned  lady,  fond  of  l.T^  '^  ^"™  "«  into 

P««erves  and  herb  J'  Waters,  ^Zr^  *"^  ^'^'^'^  and 
mtngues  and  silly  fooling  of  modenf  1  ^?^ ""  '^^  '^'^^'^ 
quamt  oaken  cupboards,  Ld  bck  th^  *T'^  '"  °""  ^^  yo"^ 
of  lavender  to  disinfe^  tC  And  ?  n  "^  ^*^  ''«'«  ^^^^ 
to  con,e  and  find  .e  outTnd  love  Je'an^l  '°'  ^°"'-- 

»uve  me ,  and  if  no  one  ever 


f^'V 


152 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


comes Here  she  paused,  then  went  on,-"  If  no  one 

ever  comes,  why  then-"  and  she  laughed-"  ome  man  ^U 
have  lost  a  good  chance  of  marrying'as  true  a  gfrl  as  eve 
lived  I-a  girl  who  could  love-ah  !  "    And  she  strlthed  ou 
her  pretty  rounded  arms  to  the  scented  air.     "  J^^he  could 
love  if  she  were  loved ! " 

.  Itt  T'l^  ""?"  ^""'^  P"'  '"  *  '^y  appearance  by  showing 
a  fleck  of  silver  above  the  highest  gable  of  \he  M«or  * 

*A  little  diamond  peak. 
No  bigger  than  an  unobserved  star, 
Or  tmy  point  of  fairy  scimitar ; 
Bright  signal  that  she  only  stooped  to  tie 
Her  silver  sandals  ere  deliciously 
She  bowed  unto  the  heavens  her  timid  head, 
Slowly  she  rose  as  though  she  would  have  flcd.» 

roZ?rM\"°/^"^*'"  ""'^  ^^'y"'^  "*«t  this  place  is 
romamic!  And  romance  is  what  I've  been  searching  for  aH 
my  hfe,  and  have  never  found  except  in  books.  Not  fo  much 
m  modem  books  as  in  the  books  that  were  written  by  r^aHv 
P^tual  and  imaginative  people  sixty  or  sevenirye^"^^ 
Nowadays  the  authors  that  are  most  praised  go  in  for  Xi 
they  call   'realism. '-and   their  realism   is   very  «"re^    and 

h,s  dear  old  house-all  these  are  real-but  much  too'romantic 
for  a  modem  wnter.     He  would  mther  describe  a  duTole 
and  enumerate  every  potato  paring  in  it!    And  here  am  I 
-Im  real  enough-but  I'm  not  a  bad  woman-I  haven't^ot 
what  ,s  euphoniously  called  'a  past,'  and  I  don't tfongt 
the  nght-down  viaous  company  of '  Souls.'    So  I  should  nfver 
do  for  a  herome  of  latter-day  fiction.     I'm  afraid  I'm  abnormal 
It  s  dreadful  to  be  abnormal !    One  becomes  a  '  neurotic  '«ke 
Lombroso,  and  all  the  geniuses.     But  suppose  the  wo^ld  w  re 
fun  of  merely  normal  people, -people  who  did  nothing  bu^ 
eat    and    sleep    m   the   most   perfectly  healthy  and  rLlar 
inanner,-oh.   what  a  bore   it   would  be !    There  wouW  t 
no  pictures,  no  sculpture,  no  poetry,  no  music,  no  anything 
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worth  living  for.     Oni«   ,^rt  u 

"d  clothing!"  *""  •  "*  '<'«■  beyond  food 

,  ''Now   the    'So„l,-^„Tjid"^'f'V'«'~.°P'"n.«l.oit 

■dea,  are  low.-decidV  il-^^^  ^1T''  "B"  "■"> 
<ha,  C.bin«  Minister,  a,^  ^^"t,^^''  O""'-    And 

•he  better.    I  could  have  Ln  a-l  ^' """"  "»■»  «")' 
could  have  leam,  a  ,„,  ^f™  ^^™  > 'Sou  >  tf  i  ^^  ^^     J 

-ho  wa„,«,  ,„  be  my  -affiti^  "^"  C"™  *'  •>»'ri«i  peer 
•"ve  got  all  the  Govemmem  4~f  P''  ''<»'''''>''•  I  could 
'he  Stock  Exchange  and  '  ,rf  ^•.  '^^^  "'*  'hem  on 
Ye.  here  I  am.-no"-ta  oTa°  '"T  "  «  '*"■ " 
'on-ething  in  n,e  that  asks'  for  "  hfeL  H  i""  ^^-  "'" 
■ntngue.  J„s,  a  bit  of  a  hi«h«  flts,  ?  i,"^  ""«"'  «««' 
you  think  about  it  ?  ••  *         *•"•  '''•  "«»  '    What  do 

g4Vbtd'"f;;aT;it^'"""i:  '^'  -'»"'-'/  "d 

h"d  lightly  on  his^^cSc^  TlS'  ""  ""•    R^'ng  one 

i^y  "ended  ^*:t^^^^7t:^  -"-^  "•• 

He^  ,he  was  suddenly  „«  by  PriS..'"  *'  «™»  "™»- 

"eg  your  pardon.  Miss  <•  u.  j  . . 
"but  there's  ^  ol^k^ZXTyi^'^  *"  *P°'°«^^'^  -' 
-a  very  old  man,-he's  haTto  t  !l'*«^'°'"^  "P  ^  see  you 
»ook  a  couple  of  '„,en  nigh  an  hot  f  T'^  u"  "  ^"''  ^^^'^^* 
«long.  He  says  he  knt  you  v^^^  '  ^'^  ***  ^""S  ^^'^ 
send  him  away-_^»  ^  "  ^*^"  *SO-I  hardly  like  to 

Certainly  not ' nf 

-  Matyllia.  ,uickeni„gTers.-  T^,  ^^'^  ^ 

them  round  to  the  hack  entrant'-  "  """  *»  '"'' 

Sp^rXl^edtn'r-    '"^"^  ^  -  -  by  M. 
"»en.  .t  do  beat  me  altogether.  Mis,"  she  ^^  „„ 
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to  how  these  silly  men.  my  'usband,  too,  one  of  the  .ni,W 
beggm-  your  parding,  could  bring  that  poir  old  Jo^y  Uth^^ 
barrow  up  here  II  this  way  I  And  he  nVtoddledTyond  the 
church  this  seven  or  eight  vearal  AnH  ;»u  n  r^J^®""*"* 
blessed  Fiv  c:e»       *u    ,      ^  ^"°  "*  '^^  **>out  those 

nl?n.  »!  T  ^''^y  ^^^  ~"*'  »»»0"8h  I  told  'em  you  am^ 

nohow  be  worrited  and  can't  see  no  one-—"         ""  ^^^  ^  ' 

'  2"^  J  can  J "  »aid  Maryllia  decisively ;« I  can  see  anvone 
who^wishes  to  see  me.  and  I  wa    Let'me  pass.  M^  ^^^^ 

contilift  tlttuVSlesr  ""^^''^  "^'^ 

he,r  odduy  ihan  «,„hi„g  a„„  could  h.«C„T^JS 
o  her  vewm  the  «x:i.l  whirl  of  Paris  or  iS^L*^^ 

.  let^ir  ^  T""'  "«"«• "«"«''  boru^ghrto 
^<.^irofrsr4:£^rxF^ 

.hey  abruptly  d«i«ed  frorAinccu^dorJJS  ""^ 
motionk„,  ..rieken  wiU,  sudd™  Son  JJ  .  T™"^ 

.y™^.hy  e,pre«.d  in  it,  eve^Xlnt    "™"'"^    *^ 

wo    I  used  to  know  when  she  n,  a  babby,  God  bless  -at 
Jes  the  s«ne  eye.  and  'air  ani  purty  face  of  'e,  1    wXo^' 
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Ba.mon_«,^^^,         ?«je  ^^^^^'""^"d  P„  Spruce  and 

"  to  be  «id  aner  me  by  the^i  olyl    tl     *". '  '  '"'"^* 

Spruce,  unable  to  hear  -^"  °*  ^^'^'^^'come 'ome  I " 
«heepi,hly.-.and  twirling  the  Z  y^  u^^  '*°'*"™'  ^'""ed 
handkerchief  into  it  and  squee^d  .>'??'  ^"*  ^'^  "°'°"'^d 
.Ba'nton.  with  the  impend  nTfate^i'^^"?'  ^"^^'"  the  lining, 
judged  it  advisable  n^t  to  iiSL  J  S^!!^  S«ters  in  view. 
«»««  whom  he  had  brought  Wd^  ^'^^^  ****  °'**  8«""e' 
c^f .  and  gathering  his  ^  toe«h^,  f'  '^^^^  P'eader  in  the 

"Welcome  'om^  it  i-  Wv  r ^^^^^  '5°'^"  *^"*  ^«^^«'y- 
^d  we  both  me«^s  it  I  And  w."  '*'^i."^«  *><>«»  sez  it. 
not  take  it  amis,  as  W  wevl  Z^l"  '''  T"*  ^^^J'  ^'" 
H'ght  Of  'er  return,  and  w^h  'er^a^n  ''t  ^"^  °"  the  first 
'ong  may  she  remiin  ,n  Tl"  ^^^  '"  '^"  °'^  '°"^«  «nd 
Here  he   broke  nfr  w      > 

by  *e  g^o„  .„»':•  J:|-^""«  W„g  8^.,,  ,„„,^ 

Thank  you  so  much  I "  \hl  ^         "^ 
going  up  to  Josey  UthtLow  1^:^'  Tr^'*  ^"^  '^^- 
hand  that  grasped  the  stiS^     «  Ho^I    .*''"  ^~^"  *""Wed 
to  come  and  see  me  I    Anrf  .    ""''.'""d  and  good  of  you 
J'ttle  girl?    I  hop^l  was  i?/'"  ^""'^  "^  ^^^n  I  w^a 

Josey  waved  hU  st^t  k  ?   °  ^°"'    ^«  J?" 
of  enthusiasm  oJ",   hTw«  '  Tt' "^'^-     ^'^  ««t  burst 
uncertain    a,    to   h^w  he^hoXt''.  '"'''  ^"^  »  «'tle 
missioa  *'*°"'d    next   proceed    with    hia 

M«yllia  with  .  strangTtoS  „f    ^f  '^''  "'"  «««i  on 
commingled.  *      ""'  "'  """'i"  >nd  remembn„« 

.ee"S'„°:;i?t:id  l]?:  rjd"""!/"  ■- ""«''«"  -i 

>s  ever  Iived-.„d  ieT  fc.    ?,„         !'"*'  "P  »  genUeian 

•-•r«so..«.re':^ei-L^j:;j'---.^^ 
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I^t.K     '^''r*'",.^'^"^'"'    Ay.  he«iidthat!    'Its  eye. 

iriewhi    ';^°^,'"L^''"*''     Ay.  he  said  that,  too  !    T^ 

Th^  l'»h   "^     ^^"^  '^'-^^  '^'  °*"^  Squire's  gone  f » 

^hJFu^L  f'T   ^r'"'  *"**  «""«"^^    «"   her  iTg 
iTainTon  'ad^j;  tt.'"'^  ^•^^•"  ^^^^'   ^"^  ^   ^- 

idl^'he'Sl'   k/'   -^^^'^   "°**^'"'   ^"*    *   meanderin'    old 
idgit!     he  thought  angnly;  «'Ere  'ave  I  been  an'  took  'im 

tor  the  siMnn   of  the  old  trees,  and  if  he  ain't  gone  on  the 

tZ/im'.  T'r  u'"^  '"*^*  ^'^^^  P°-  '•"'«  lady  cry !  I 
Chan  J  r  r*T^''  1  '^^  ^"''""«  "^y'^'^  '^hile  I've  gS^  the 
chance-for  if  I  don't,  ten  to  one  hell  be  tellin'  the  story  of  the 
wopse.'  nest  nexVand  a  fine  oncommon  show  we'll  Ike  of 

Sifte^^lr  &T"  '°"  *^"  '''^  ^^^^^^'^  *^"^  ^^'^  ^^ve 

.^-S  p-^'^ST*  ^T  °"'  *°  *"  ^^^'^^  '"  bewilderment 
The  Five  Sisters  I "  she  echoed ;  «  Who  are  they  ? " 

"Such  were  our  orders  from  Mr.  Leach."  he  said,  in  his 
qu^t  equable  voice;  «  We's  to  be  there  t'o-morr^^m^" 
quarter  afore  su  with  ropes  and  axes." 
iZa^'^u'^^  axes  shall  not  avail  against  the  finger  of  the 
Lord,  or  the  wrath  of  the  Almighty ! "  said  Jo«ey  Letherbarrow 
suddenly  coming  out  of  his  abstraction /"  And  hTZm 

noTh':,"!!?.;":'.  '*  "°"'''^''  "^'^  "^^  '^-  touch^'L" 
not  he!     He'd  ha'  starved  sooner!     And  if  the  Five  Siste« 

are  laid  low.  the  luck  of  the  Manor  will  lay  low  :^th  ';*;" 

fl  nL"V""  '"''-"^^  *°"  late!"-and\e  turned  W. 
fece.  now  ahye  m  its  every  feature  with   strong  emotion,  to 

^.T'J  /""'l"^  '"''  '^  '^'  Squill's  little  gel  is  stUl  hS 
Other's  pnde  and  glory!  And  that's  what  I'vf  come  for  to 
the  Manor  this  night.-I  ain't  been  inside  the  old  'ou^  foJ 
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HiUe  gel,  K.,d  art  ye  for  G«d'.  I„™  '  ""•  •"  •«  X'.  my  dew 

tree,  are  you  .peaking  ™?  Ani"te  i,"  """'  "'  «''»' 
lown?  Yoa  iT  I  don't  too,  I^,h  *  1!*  '"  ""  *"" 
W-rve  only  ju.,  .r^^Jd-b"  tf 'C"'.,.  "'  *'  •""" 
yo"  «y  n,y  faiher  would  not  hUe  wSLJ  .h""'  "^  ""' 

Iriumphantl/        "^^^   ""'    ■»  "'"«'  h"   battered  hat 

B.int'^''.Di^tri>;i'.o':thirwir'"* """""  •"«» 

Maryllia  smiled. 

"  You  really  must  sit  down ! "  %ht>  ,^iA 
"uading  him  into  his  cbi°r  where,„  t  ^^  K'^"^^^  P«- 
*  stone,  though  his  facT  hone  w!  h  .  ^^  ^^^"y*  »*« 
"Primmins!"  and  sh7!HH  ^  u  ''''""^*  *"<!  vigour, 
been  standing  b  the  L^W  '^  '^'  functionary  wh7ha^ 
"  Brir,^  *  7  background  watchine  the  littl*.  .o« 

Bnng  some  glasses  of  port  wine  »    PriJ  •  **^^"'' ' 

execute  this  order.  "No^  vou  H..  m  "'  "^^^***  '° 
Maryllia,  drawing  up  ^^ITset^^  '^'^  '°"*'""«^ 
and  seating  hereelf  with  a  rnnfiH    1   ,  °"  *°  J^'^^y'"  '^"^e 

"rioT^  ^^"  ^^"  "^  -^^^^^^^^  I'^'^ii  dTitr  ^" 

tenderness  sortened  A.  eJlsThlTedteX^ 
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'o  ye  I  For  there",  naught  UkeTn.r?„  'S  "'"  "«' 
world-«,d  naught  lik.  te«  ,„  l.k!T  '?  '  ""  ""xtering 
God  bteM  ye,  dear  li  te  „n   !  ^    '  '^"""  '"'  "'  »»"<»• 

undr,hf ;?.dK,  t::j::„r  ■'"■  •  •-'•^  -««- 

pr«i.«i  the  wrinkled  h«d„T.?„lT'!!C***'  ?""  «'""^ 
glancing  «  Sainton,  .hr„i".omy      '  ^^  *«""•     '^" 

n»"."°vZh'«i;,'::y  "wmTr't  ■"".""- '° "» 

wants?"  '•    "'"  J"™  "P"^  what  it  ii  be 

B«nton  thu.  «Jju«d.  took  courage. 

not  :rh/:i;r„;„':i:  ;or.,r.i.™s  ""*-  -  '«'<'•  "•• 

we've  been  'opin'  again,,",'^' fj    '^^'  ""» -"d  wo. 
your  comin'  'ome  to  do  it  for  ,?.      »  ""  *""«  "' 

-".good  n,.n,  ^^'^."1^,^,  iTd  ^.^n."'''  « 
•een  Oliver  Leach,  but  it  ain't  Mn^^T—'      '  '^  ""' 

believe?"  4"cnea,      He  is  my  agent  here,  I 

<i.i'/h,ld\"r^'.™r  .t^  r;  r  *«  *■•"«•• 

he'.  be«,  .K^uttin'  do^  t1^  o^.^^  °"=''  V'    *"" 
took  a  mind  to  askin'  noK.        ,        '  P"*"  whenever  he's 
no  right  to  L^ZuZ^IZ^T'^  •""  »""'  of  "•  ■«<to't 
eon,ef  to  the  Fivel^„     'f'''  ^'"■'"'•-b"'  when  i, 
Sisters  lay  low  the™'.  "1^    /  J"""  "*  •"•  "  ">e  Five 
the  vil.,;^  t^P^'Z^  ^  *'  P""'  "-d.Prosp^ty  of 
for  he  do  love  ,r!^  Se    "  ^k        '"•■n  worrited  about  it, 
".'appen  more'n  bS^l  ,       ""ey  were  his  own  brothen^ 
•twixr^eUk«o',ht^/°KL  "":"'""•  "»«''  "»  'o'e  1<« 
-  .0  ye  wrhVXtKiS^°?*"\'»'"' 
.«  .-.yin'  down  and  couV.  "be'Sb^JZC^Tg'^ 


<«'  and 


'  in.  rrjr  . 
'•«     lift'; 
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Mr.  Leach'i  order.,  u  deJa.  .  Lt      .    ^'^^^'  *'*'  ""^'^ 

«nd  me  'uU  go  m'  fetch  old  Josey  L^thlKT'  ^I^'  ^°" 
bcin'  the  oldest  'n'abitant,  «  ther.Jln  ^T'  '"**  *"  ^ 
*  wund  with  Miss  Vancourt  Jl7  .  ^'"'  ''*  ^'«  ««» 
tree,  be  chalked^Ja^d  h.  »      J^  !"  '"^  *^  W'"'"  ^O'  "he 

morrow  mamin'?    Speak  fair  !"  ^^  ' 

"  Th^fil^    fiT*' V"*'"'  ^•"'"  be  said.  adcT        , 

;i^;^^,i-.toid.aX:^n^— : 

"And  they're  going  to  be  cut  down  I- exclaim*. i   - 

sper,\rtht:t;rorLijj7^^^  r  -^.^  - 

Sainton  again  took  up  the  Sle  ""'^  '"'^'"^ 

"  He's  nigh  stone-deaf,  Miss,  so  voull »«...—  u-     •, . 
open  his  mouth  no  more  till  Je  .hou  J  a^h        k  '^^"^  ^°"'' 
s«  is  true  enough.    At  nho'clllT.  ^im-but  what  he 

Her»P...»    •  *'*®*^'*^*  to-morrow  marnin' .» 

"Prim^-        u'  *"*""^  '^'^^  »be  port  wine. 
Ma^^r    "^  "'"^  *^°**  ^'^^  -^-^^  Leach,  live?"  enquired 

;;  I  really  couldn't  say.  Miss.     I'll  ask « 

gone  to  Rlfer^ford  townlr  a  T '''°^Z  "^"  *^"*^"'"'  »>««"• 

Miss  beggin'  yer'X  ^ L\  ^witru^^^^  ^^' 

o'  timber-it  do  reely  nowf"  ^*^  ^'^^  ««  rid 
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frees  were  o  be  felled  by  the  agent's  orders  at  six  o'clock  the 
nex  mormng  unless  she  prevented  it.  That  was  thTsum 
total  of  the  argument  And  here  was  some^WrTfor  her  ^ 
do,  and  she  resolved  to  do  it.  * 

rW  ±7/  •^\«^,^,'^"h  »  '"'"e.  "you  must  drink  a 
ST  L!T  °  ""^  ^^^^  A"d  yo"  also-and  you!"  and 
odte"^.  l.'T'T«'^*^  ^P^''  «»<»  Bainton/°And  b^ 
^•GSti:^  about  the  trees-they  shall  not  be  toiched.'' 

«i  ^A  ff  ^^'  "'**  J^y'  drinl'ing  off  his  wine  at  a 
gulp;  "And  long  life  t'ye  and  'appiness  to  enjoy  it  -'^ 

old  b«n?         Ji  «>""°'»eu'-'s  due  appreciation '  of  a  good 

sillS  h^  ''  '''  f^'  *'°"'y'  "^"«  Spruce,  hastily 
swallowing  his  measure  of  the  cordial,  wiped  his  mouth 
Wely  w.th  the  back  of  his  hand.  mur;urin'^:  "Your  go^ 
elth,  an'  many  of  'em ! "  »        *  ""•  8"oa 

Between  his  appreciative  nps;  "But  a>  fur  as  the  tr»<  U 
bem  short,  I  don't  see  'ow  it's  goin'  to  be  'elped,  Oliver  Leach 
o^'oLk*!!::'.."'  "°  ^'*  '^"^^'^^  *^  ^^  'o"-  tii  dght 

evemhtii  TL'^^  {""'.k  "''  M«y»«-"Vou  must  leave 
at  sTnl*^    ?K  "/^^    meantime."--and    she   glanced 

rl,^^^7^*"  appealingly  turned  to  Sainton--"  Will  you 

h7m  ?    r  K  n  'r'  ""*^^^"^  *»  ^^^^  ^  want  to  g've 
hjm?^^  Or  shall  I  ask  Mrs.  Spruce  to  come  and  speak'  to 

"Lord  love  ye,  ks'U  be  sharper  to  hear  me  than  his  wife. 

He  8    oo  accustomed  to  her  jawin'  an'  wouldn't  get  a  clear 
impression  like.     Spruce !"    And  he  ..niJf»«i  L-        •      • 
roar  that  mo^^  ♦!,      ,j    ^  uplifted  his  voice  m  a 

roar  that  made  the  old  raftera  of  the  hall  ring.     "Get  readv 
to  take  Miss  Vancourt's  orders,  will  ye  ?  "  ^ 

Spruce  was  instantly  on  the  alert,  and  put  his  hand  to  hi. 

CAT* 

"tlLThl!!i"J'^'*^"u"''*  ^^"^"^  »'■"  addressing  Bainton. 
that  he  IS  to  meet  the  agent  a.  arranged  at  the  appointed 
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P'ace  to-morrow  mominir :  but  tha*  i,    • 
or  axes  or  any  men  with  h.m   ^l  '  "  "^'  *°  ^'^^  ^^X  rope, 

M^sVaneourc'.  orders  the  ^ees^e  not  toT/°  ^y  that^ 

These  words  Sainton  dutifijIlJ^n     ^^  ^  ^o^^^ed." 
closed  0.^3  of  hearing     f'4^"°:^;»^  Spruce's  «en,i- 

W  what  atard'L"  S^r  2^1;  •?;;  ^^^  '^^^  <^oe,  not 
'f  I  go  there  alone  to  him  I »  " '  ^'^  "  *«  «ood  as  kill  me 

••Tht:';^ijrre\x^^^^^^ 

^   "  Say  to  him."  continu^   M.   ^r  """  °'  '^^ ' " 
-ester's  troubi;d   c^^^L^^'H'^   »^-<J''y.   noUng    the 
that  I  am  mistress  here  and^^l  ""*'  "ow  remember 

the  last  moment.  are^^CoU^J '"'  "''"'  ^^"  '^  ^^"^ 

^f  ^:^'.^:::^  Iiz^^  '^-king  hi, 

^hmgs  ain't  ^oin'  to  be  as  thev  '^Z  hT  *'^'-'"^'^*'«    itl 

;t;^e  gel  is  'ome  I    That's  iu  "    LTh^'^.T  "^^  Squire's 

"G.ve  a  reskil  rope  enough  aS'  t^?  "^"^^"^  "'"P'«*'<=»J'y- 

"eck    till    he    be  dead,   ^d   T   ^^"    «"«   hisself  by  the 

soul  I"  *^*^  *«d  the  Lord  ha'  mercy    on   his 

Maryllia  smiled,  watchinir  all  h*,  .u 

a  sensation  of  mingled  interit  L,d  whfmlr'"'  ^"'*°"  "^'^ 

.    "D'ye  hear?    VouVe  to  Ln    r     "        *'""'«'"««t. 

"that  Mi3,  vancourt  i^  mist«L  w  ^  /^^^^    «-nton. 

be  obeyed  at  the  last  mom^T,  %^t  ^^'  ^^^'^^  «  to 
understood  without  Jittb^^  mv  I  ^'^  ^°"  '»'«ht  ha^ 
a  ittle  more  sense,  ^S,  Si^'  W°  **"  ^^'  ^^  ^^  had 
Whatareyeafeardof,eh?''  ''*'''*''  *^'t  be  'elpec- 

"Mr.  Leach  is  a  hard  «»«  » 

glancing  at  Maryllia;  "hH'    IdT""**  ^P"*"^'  '^"^o-sly 
could "  "*  ^0"'<1  lose  me  my  place  .f  he 

^<>^?'X^^'L^^  the  person  to 

she  thought;  "I  was  w^derbHwhU      "''""* ""'^"'^^ 
do  to  amuse  myself  in  the  couir^^yranlt.^^l'-^^.fj^ould 
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at  once  to  remedy  wrongs  and  settle  village  feuds  I    Nothing 
could  be  more  novel  and  delightful  I "    Aloud,  she  said,— 

"None  of  the  people  who  were  in  my  father's  service  will 
lose  their  places  with  me,  unless  for  some  very  serious  fault 
Please  "—and  she  raised  her  eyes  in  pretty  appeal  to  Sainton, 
"Please  make  everybody  understand  that!  Are  you  one  of 
the  foresters  here  ?  " 

Bainton  shook  his  head. 

"No,  Miss,— I'm  the  Passon's  head  man.  I  doos  all  his 
gardemng  and  keeps  a  few  flowers  growin'  in  the  churchyard. 
There's  a  rose  climbin'  over  the  cross  on  the  old  Squire's 
grave  what  will  do  ye  good  to  see,  come  another  fortnight  of 
this  warm  weather.  But  Passon,  he  be  main  worrited  about 
the  Five  Sisters,  and  knowin'  as  'ow  I'd  worked  for  the  old 
Squire  at  'arves^  an'  sich-Uke,  he  thought  I  might  be  able  to 
'splain  to  ye " 

"  I  see ! "  said  Maryllia,  thoughtfully,  surveying  with  renewed 
interest  the  old-world  figure  of  Josey  Letherbarrow  in  his  clean 
smock-frock.  "Now,  how  are  you  going  to  get  Josey  home 
again?  And  a  smile  irradiated  her  face.  "Will  you  carry 
him  along  just  as  you  brought  him  ?  " 

"Why,  yes.  Miss-ifU  be  all  goin'  downhill  now,  and 
there  s  a  moon,  and  it'U  be  easy  work.  And  if  so  be  v-'re 
sure  the  Five  Sisters  'uU  be  saved " 

"  You  may  be  perfectly  certain  of  it,"  said  Maryllia  inte  nipt- 
ing  hun  with  a  little  gesture  of  decision—"  Only  you  must 
impress  well  on  Mr.  Spruce  here,  that  my  orders  are  to  be 
obeyed." 

"Beggin'  yer  pardon,  Miss— what  Spruce  is  afeard  of  is  that 
L«ch  may  tell  him  he's  a  liar,  and  may  je^t  refuse  to  obey. 
That  s  quite  on  the  cards.  Miss— it  is  reely  now ! " 

"Oh,  is  it,  indeed!"  and  Maryllia's  eyes  flashed  with  a 
sudden  fire  that  made  them  look  brighter  and  deeper  than 
ever  and  revealed  a  depth  of  hidden  character  not  lacking  in 
•elf-will,-"  Well,  we  shall  see !  At  any  rate,  I  have  given  my 
orders,  and  I  expect  them  to  be  carried  out  1  You  under- 
stand ?  " 
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m  «  «U  ™bb«i  into  IpS    /S''  ,"'"■"'>■"  «*  Jo«yrra 
»o  objection,  ri,  .e„  P.Srw^3e;  l^  T^  "^  ^'' 

"»de.  ne  waived  the  query  UghUy 

J^'^h'm  if  you  think  he  wS^be  Tnf'  ''".  ""  "^  «^"«« 

Bf rt^rtfe  :^  rc:t/ 1  ^^^  ^'-^  -^-  -«^ 

or  to  be  told  this  or  that,  or  o  ^  ^  Tr  '"  ^  ^««*  '^th. 
^y  "ny  influence  whatsoever  He  ^.«  m^'^""  ^er  intention. 
«  reply  so  he  merely  touched  y, If  ,  T  ''''  ''^^  <>«» 
discreetly  silent.  Maryllia  Xn  .  f"^^  '«'^"  ^d  wa. 
Letherbarrow.  ^  '*  """^    *"™ed    playfully  to  Jo«^ 

"Now  are  you  quite  haDDv?"  «h«      i.  ^ 
your  mind  about  the  tre«??^      '^^^  **^*^     "Quite  e«iy  i„ 
Thanks  be  to  th*.  t^.j 

Josey  piously;  "I'm  s^iL'sTre  Z\^ ."^'^  ^^'^  ^<^ 
their  leaves  in  the  bless^^i^n  ?  ^'^^  ^"*^  '""  wave 

turf  and  the  daisies !  Hi  sT^^  >  '?"''  ''»  ^^  under  Z 
and  thank  ye  kindly  J^d  ^1^1^  t"  "'l'^  '"  ^°^'t 
never  sees  ye  no  more ''  ""    ^  ^"^  ye»    Ar.d  if  I 

old  pereon  as  ,ou  are  oiwh,^^  "monstrance;  "Such  a  clever 
■Never  see  .'e  no  n,:^."  '"^^  ^""'j-an  .0  ben,S 
«».  »oon,-very  soon  !_I  ,h.n  «  L   ^^^  '  »>  oo-xing  to  see 
■W  W  you  .visit  and  h^«   1""  ?■"  "here  you  liv^  and^ 
.dreadful  tauter.    You  ,M  t^' '7  ?'"""' you  !    ,■„ 

•he  people  in  it,  and  To.  ,1  j"  lul"'"'"  "'' ""^^  "d 

snail  leara  more  from  you  in 


:l       !j 
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hi.-^ZerdhrJ'''"''''"'"^     The  port  wine  had  «ddened 
«iS  n^      ^  ^"'^"  ^  ^''^^  ^^'"'^'e  to  his  eyes. 

twn  ^'k  i  ^°T'  '°  ^""y  ^"^  ""^^  I  knows  a  thing  or 

two-"  he  began,  with  a  sly  glance  at  her.  ^ 

"  Of  course  you  do !  Heaps  of  things !  I  shall  coax  them 
aU  out  of  you  !  And  now,  good-night  iIno  !-don  W  up  r 
It""'      \  "taking  herculean  efforts  to  rise  from  his  chair 

S'„    K         ""7^    *^''"  y°"  "^'  ^^  1«*   them  carry  TJ 
carefully  home.     Good-night !  *  ^  ^ 

She  gave  a  little  salute  which  included  all  three  of  her  rustic 
v«„to«.  and  moved  away.  Passing  under  the  heavUylc^S 
arched  beams  of  oak  which  divided  the  hall  from  the^T^f 

:^«.  a°:^le^'^  "'"^^  '-'  '-'  ^^-^  -  ^er  should:;' 

"  Good-night,  Ambassador  Josey !  ** 
Josey  waved  his  old  hat  energetically 

GcS^""'  '""^''  ''°°'"^'*  ^^  ^"-'^  «^' 
But  before  he  could  pile  on  any  more  epithets    sh«  «. 

gone,  and  the  buUerPrimmins  stood  in  heTpC'  ^ 

"  ni  help  give  you  a  lift  down   to  the  gates,"  he  said 

surveymg  Josey  with  considerable  interest;  'You're  a  «me 

old  chap  for  your  age  ! "  ** 

J^lZv'^^  ''''^  ^'''  ''*'  *°  '^^  ^^  ^"^"^""^ through 
which  Maryllia's  vnte  figure  had  vanished 

"Ain't  she  a  beauty?  Ain't  she  jest  a  real  Vancourt  pride  ?  " 
he  demanded  exatedly;  "Lord!  We  won't  know  oCves 
ma  month  or  two!  You  marrk  my  wurrds,  boys!  ITTf 
wlut  I  say  don't  come  true !     Leaci  may  ch^^e  X 

Thej^U  be  the  Lord's  arrows  in  his  skin!      You  see  if  they 

Sainton  here  gave  a  signal  to  Spruce,  and  they  hoisted  up 

Z  itThmd    ^"^-^^  "^'^  them,  PriTmins  steady' 
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There  ain't  i?oin'  tn  \ 
W  continuA,;;,";;.;"  '■y^n'lowof  ,h.  Five  Si„e.  r  " 

•"•-'  «o>„'  to  be  no  devil',  "Z  '    """'"d :  "And  there- 
more!    VVelcom.  >«    "■=""  work  round  the  nM  x« 

Vou .  done  enough  for  once  Ta  wtv  ^  '"  '*"  "'K""  -i' ' 
"hit  we  Carrie,  ye  back  to  .hi  '„  "^J'.-keep  easy  an'  nui« 
pound  'eavier  if  y^.^  ^^^^^^  -"^-ye  „eigh/a  h„„S 

■»"/  "e  leit  at  the  .sucrf>ce  «<•  u-      ^""'*^e,  and  what  with 
».  a^d  the  scothin,  i„fl  ^e  of  1 T  ""T',  "^  """•  « 
fast  asleep,  and  did  not  wake  , in  u      """""'w'".  he  soon  fell 

fortl?  ""■•"«  "^i-i-^  h  m  .terr::?  ■"  "'■'  o""  hole 
fore.  Spruce  and  Bainton  left  h  ^  „  L'  ''  '*™  'o  h«  com- 
a  ^-J^f  colloquy  outside  Ws  L'^e  do^^  "•""''  ''"•  "">  "eTd 

Im  awful  'feard  .oin'  i^n,„ 
aster,  with  ne'era  to^lld  .^r™  """'"'  "P  'o  the  Five 
r^" ' "  said  Spruce,   hi,   „bfcuL   r"'-'-««h  '„1|  be  thai 

■.5;.'~:'"  ""'<''>". 'a™  -adtitf"- '"''■"8  "  «>=  ve^ 
■W'hy  didn't  you  ask  for  U   7    ™  '"stroction^  Mke  I- 

■lemanded  Bainton  test«y    «??,  ^    ",  '""  '"<'  "»  *ance?» 

"  -^na  «'s  too  late  for  m«  ♦  [  ^  "^^  *  bit  of  gumD- 
Passon  Walden.  There's  noTh  °  '^  «°'"'  ^"^  speakfn'  to 
marnin',.'  ^^^^  -th.n'  to  be  done  now  u"th: 

Nothin'  to  be  done  tin  »k 

^?\rzx:rdt9---rs^^^^^^ 

S-d'„"be7th'°„':''  °'''  '^~"' "  tr;r^:i'" 
»-  w  a  wXXrTLr^- -„°''"K.'ot:^',: 

'  '^^   ^    ^y  old  'oomao 


'I 
if 
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■bout  l»r  «  ««„  a,  i«r  he  give,  me  the  dj^»  ° 

if.  time  for  bed  i,  «.rwe1™"';:,;'"^%' ^"'J?*^  """ 

Bainton  nodded.     It  was  all  th*.  l^J^  ^ 

nro  the,  ^parated.  ,.^V^  m.^^  to'S^dUrei^! 
hon,es,  Spn.ce  having  ,o  get  back  to  the  mC^^  at^l' 
curtain-lecture  from  his  wife     All  th*.  «;ii«  possible 

^d  eleven  o'clock  Cfro,^;h'e'"ch"„'X'::r  "^J^  "^ 
^Uge.  m  which  no.  a  flicker  of  lamp  or  Se  ™  to^ 
seen.    The  moonbeams  shed  a  silver  min  «r^    .u         .. 
Of  *e  neatl,  thatched  ™fs  andulT-Zn  n"^    ^.^  r.^!: 
of  »d«mcea,  from  Seaven,    the    beautiful  'G-S^So^.^ 

Evenjhmg  was  very     jiet,-the  little  hive  of  humaiittr  h^H 
«a«d  buz«ng;  and  the  i„,.n«  stillness  was  olSn^ 

Z^r^ZZ.  "  '  '^  ""^'^  '-  "' 
Up  at  the  Manor,  ht  *rver,  the  Hehts  werp  nnf  »  • 

'iZ'^^.l:!'^  r  '''  -"^  "-AmbSad"; 

Josq^  a.  she  had  called  him.  nd  his  two  convoys  had  sem 
for  Mrs.  Spruce  „d  had  gone  very  closely  with  her  hto  <^"„' 
matters  connected  with    Mr.    Oliver    Leach     It  hL^ 

omewha  .nterfered  with  the  lucidity  of  her  sUtemenu 
o^tS'S?  ,\7-';  Maryllia  extntctid  a  suffici:n~b^ 
Of  facts  from  her  hes.tatmg  and  reluctant  evidence  to  cain 
constderable    mformation    on    many   point.    resp^J^  "Z 
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management  of  her  estafi>    o«^    u     i 
return  home  wa,  provS^  J^ J\^-^^^  feel  that  her 
pre-ordained.     She 'earned  'a'    It  t,  ^"   "  *  "-""^' 
her  respecting  the  famous  'F  ve  Si  te«  f  h^T  '°"'^  *«" 
grandest  and  most  venerable  tZ  iL!n  l^''"'  '^""^  """^  the 
and  how  they  stood  all  t^ethlTTn  .        '^^  "^'^^^'^  ~"»<»- 
mile  and  a  half  from  tLXn'h"      ^^  ""'"'"'"  '^^"^  » 
>"t  beyond  the  mo,^  lowZ^w^'^l""  ^^^  ^^^^^ 
Whereupon  MarylliadecS^i^S!t.r^  't'  'P""""^  ^t'^^*"- 
over  her  property  thel^e^  ^v         T°"'^  '"'^^  *"  ^^''^  ^de 
favourite  mare^^.^,J:^e"^f,^^^^^^^  'hat  her 

be  brought  round  to  tfe  door^L^^  f^  .*"?  ^"*^'*^^  ''^^"'d 
This  being  settled  and  M^  «n        u  '^  °^^  '^"^  "^^  "«>rning. 
that  all  the  pTco^Is' ^e^heHh^'^^;^^^ 
summarily  casfforth  from  1     J       ''°"''^   ^"^    had   been 
Of  the  parcels' UtTMa^X  '"^^  -^d^u™ 

"To-morrow^  s'he  3. 'wfwt^o'l^^ 
together,  and  you  wUl  exnllin  T    fl  ^     *"  *'''^'"  'he  house 

'%%^^ol-:f:X^-Z'2:^^     Butthefirst 

-e  •irM^;rcr::e^xt  '^-^  ^^-  ^^  -  y-  ^^'^ 

he  be  a  man  of  h  s  word  ^d^f'  K^™'"-     "  ^°^  ^^-  ^each 
which  the  Lord  Al^^htJ^t^  °^'""*"  "'  'hey  makes  'em. 

^  Pigs-and  he's  C^„ti"°'''  ""?  "  ^"  '"^d^  "  obs'nate 

«M«    ,    \_      .^"  "a^ter  over  the  place  like ." 

More's  the  pity ! "  said  Maryllia  •  "  Burh.  ^ . 

no  longer,  Spruce  •    I  nm     ^"f'  .  ^"^  he  is  master  here 

^emembeMha^;'^!"  ""    **"*^  '"'^^'^*'  *"<*  '"^ter. 

~tL"airre^t  ^e  close 

convinced  her  of  4 !  thiL  fiT'  !''P^'^'"«  ^each  had 
though  such  a  lidlik:tVcl';urw'"  "^T  r^-' 
secondly,  that  though  she  was  W^ind^  l^nd  'r^' 
affectionate  n  her  manner  ch^  1^ m      .  *^"tle,  kind,  and  even 

Which  i.  seemed  HTeTyltord!nfL'^r'''°'''""'^ 
co„,id.„ble  vigour  and  t;^",  t  l^-^^'' Tr"^'  "'h 
old  housekeeper  decided  tli  onT?!:,,  f  "•''  "  *=  """*T 


b;/  -"^V- 
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duties  ^'  '■""'^  """"ion  'o  her  regutar 

h.».  do«,  »  4  L^r,hf  P  '^'"^-Ji*  «  <»«h.  no.  u> 
in  no  time^  for  Mt^Z  tj"'"''^'  «'"  ««  *«  ««ck 

.he  actually  foZ..o«^  h^  ^k'T.""  '^"  P"'"'  "»' 
b«.  p^paLi  S^I-'^n^l'Sl^-'Y -»<•'«!"«  She 

-owed ..  got  M:nT,i'.:jt'';:ic:'"':,r:o'"'  -i; "- 

reminder  shrilled  into  his  einTn^"'        •  f    """"  """  » 
Mi»  Marylli.  would  te.b„real;.!*    '"'  *'"■  "■«  ^^  - 

-"r^^oX'tei-^l^red-r;"''""'.  *••  ^'' 

Se^iS  ^       °""  '"'""•  *""  '""  "«'«  gUd  .0  find  he«lf 

«.W  her  an^dtrhXTh;-  n^t '""  ^^L^ ?k  "^  *"• 
was  a  more  utterly  idli»  ««7  *  •  ®  ^**^'  '*'  ^^^^  "«ver 
than  I  am  1  I'^^oil  ""^^^^^ '"=*'  ^«**"^^  '»  '^^  '^orld  " 
and  polfsh  my  L  r^/S"*  ^"I  ^^^''^  ^^  ^^^  "^  hair, 
away  Now7f  I  o^r  m""^  "^^  ^'"  *"^  ^^^^  ^he  time 
shalfhave  I;ie  solr  *''^'  r° '*""  ^"^  ^•»*°"^J  <>«  trees.  I 

of  course,  I  suoDose  1  LTl  ^®  ^"^'*  ***  ^°-     ^or, 

would  s*;  'wor^  wj»K  fK    ^"'^^  *  '°'''-^'  *«  Aunt  Emii; 
fight,JLcufvwIh  '"^u"'     A"  the  better!    Hovel 

'^l^^TX^^ilT^^'V^'^'''  himself  wiser  than  I 
themselv^  wiser    Ln  '"^  "<l'^"Jous,-they  always  think 


her  bed,  with  a  little 
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I  Mva  shall  I    The  true  n.n..„  ^  1     ^       ''""  '"xloM  it ; 
•Give  .ll-uke  nothi!;^'""'"' ""  '<»"  '^  'Wv.It  should  be 
Midnight  chimed  from  the  cou*,.^  . 

""«^^Ls::troii  rho„1etrthr^*^- »' 

•nd  loving. home  "h'o.T'wholiZL*^"'  """'-""'^  ""^ 
She  .oon  „„k  i*,„  .  „i?„r Itr™!"™'" 

poured  in  though  the  old  U  ttli  t^rd^:LT'  *'  ■»«'"'i«ht 
traceor  of  silver  ,c™,  u,,  ftS  ^1^  *'""'"«  '  "elicMe 
b«i.  «d  showing  the  fair  fa^Tif^  """"  "'"'«  "f  the 
rested  .gainst  ,he  piUow   Sh^      *^  *"'"" '"^o- 'h« 
loosely  on  either  sideCTlTe  >  iv,  T,'"""'^  "•"  ««'ered 
of  gold.     And  «  the  h^u^;;;"^''  '''^^'»r~"  '«  leave. 
n>o«  intense,  the  slow  anS  som».^^'      .    "''  '""«  ««- 
clock  in  the  tower  could  TustT^^LT?'  T ""''""  »f  *« 
on  towa„Is  the  figure,  of  ,rd.^'""?cf-"'S:,"^':8  "»  "7 
-Give-all_take-no-thin.  I "  ^■«.       J    ""-take  nothing 
Of  love  and  the  code  Of  c.:!:^^.  ^I^  -  «i;-*e  mottf 


CHAPTER  X 

A    THIN  silw-grey  mist  floating  delicatdy  above  the  rim 
r^    RtBt  and  dispening  itself  in  light  wreaths  across  the 
flowenng  banks  and  fields,  announced  the  breaking  of  the 
dawn,-and  John  Walden,  who  had  passed  a  restless  night, 
threw  open  his  bedroom  window  widely,  with  a  sense  of 
relief  that  at  last  the  time  had  come  again  for  movement  and 
acuon.     His  blood  was  warm  and  tingling  with  suppressed 
excitement.--.he  was  ready  for  a  fight,  and  felt  disposed  to 
enjoy  it     His  message  to  Miss  Vancourt  had  apparenUy 
failed,-for  on  the  previous  evening  Sainton  had  sent  round 
word  to  say  that  he  had  been  unable  to  see  the  Udy  before 
dmner,  but  that  he  was  going  to  try  again  later  on.    No 
result  of   this    second    attempt  had   been   forthcoming,   so 
Walden  concluded  that  his  gardener  had  received  a  possibly 
curt  and  complete  rebuff  from  the  new  « Squire-ess,'  and  had 
been   too  much  disheartened  by   his   failure  to  come  and 
report  it 

"Never  mind !-well  have  a  tussle  for  the  trees!"  said 
John  to  himself,  as  after  his  cold  fubbmg  he  swung  his 
dumbbells  to  and  fro  with  the  atb^e^ir  lightness  and  grace 
of  long  practice;  "If  the  villagers  are  prepared  to  contest 
Leach  s  nght  to  destroy  the  Five  Sisters,  I'll  back  them  up  in 
it !  I  will !  And  I'll  speak  my  mind  to  Miss  Vancourt  too ! 
She  IS  no  doubt  as  apathetic  and  indifferent  to  sentiment  as  all 
her  set  but  if  I  can  prick  her  through  her  pachydermatous 
society  skin.  I'll  do  it  1 " 

Having  got  himself  into  a^^|;reat  heat  and  glow  with  thit 
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"atSMo^^^lS^hrctht^^^^^^^  •'*«•<>"  combined,  he 
«^'icd  forth  into  the  t'l  Z  ill^^T  ^^'^^^--k/and 
«om.ng,  the  fiuthful  NebbHc^ml  *  "  ^'*  undeclared 
however,  had  he  .hut  hi.  L^d^^.^'"*  .»'''"-  Scarcely. 
Bainton  confronted  him.  *  "  «*'*  ^'^^d  Wm  when 
Mamm',  Pasaon  I  • 

"Nothin'.  goin'  to  Kr>  *««-     » 
"">'  even,  bo«  brok.  in  ^uioi^^:^  ""P'«»  SP""*  2 

tell  him  he'.  .  li,r  «nd  that  mS!  ''".-"nd  mebbe  Laich  'ull 
my  eye  I »  ""'  ""•  Vwcourt'.  instruction,  i.  ^ 

".e  "t  ]^'  ™'"'"'o"?»  echoed  Widen;  ««„ 

"vvSd,nrt  *X^ii"„o';°P«l f^^"'  «-"Ph".ir; 

And  .he-,  told  Spruce.  thro"gh  Letlt-f?  u"  ""  '«»-«• 

wtohuear,_togoMdinMrr-    !T"^''  '  l^llowed  it  >li 

Si»e-  „d give  hln,"?:^^:**" ■»•"'"• ""  ''^«» R™ 

Walden'.  &ce  cleared  «S^i,  *i'  '"""  "»  "houlder  I- 

*. could «„ction  .„5^  SfVut,^^  """^i  "I  hwdly  thought 

"id  Bai„:^  f  «  vS' •',  ';^  f »».  don't  ,„u  think  it , . 

""  o'  lady  ,0  tale  a  ^X  Tn>m  „"  *"'•    «"'■'  "«  ">« 

pope  or  etnp'rur.    Not  .he?  It  .^  ZT  """"""  <»«»■. 

f  <lone  It"  And  he  related  the  k^A  1  ^T"  '^"""ba.row 
I"  ■  .tyle  peculiar  to  him«tf  Wne  ±"h  "'^^  •»«  "«"'»« 
own  remarkable  intelligence  3"8  """^'"We  weight  on  hif 
*e  'oldest  •n'abi.ant'rjSe^Hlal"?*'"  '"  "'""^  «™'ed 
and  a^baaador  for  the  „,a  ority  "^  "  '«P«»enu.i,. 

Ve^-Z^cb^iikelytobe^uarrel^n.,.^^^,,^ 
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conclusion;  "There's  no  doubt  about  that.  We  mustn't 
leave  Spruce  to  bear  the  brunt  of  his  black  rage  all  alone. 
Come  along,  Sainton ! — I  will  enforce  Miss  Vancourt's  orders 
myself  if  necessary." 

This  was  just  what  Sainton  wanted, — and  master  and  man 
started  off  at  a  swinging  pace  for  the  scene  of  action,  Sainton 
pouring  forth  as  he  went  a  glowing  description  of  the  wonder- 
ful and  unexpected  charm  of  the  new  mistress  of  the  Manor. 

"There  ain't  been  nothin'  like  her  in  our  neighbourhood 
iver  at  all,  so  fur  as  I  can  remember,"  he  declared.  "  A' 
coorse  I  must  ha'  seed  her  when  I  worked  for  th'  owld  Squire 
at  whiles,  but  she  was  a  child  then,  an'  I  ain't  a  good  hand  at 
rememberin'  like  Josey  be,  besides  I  never  takes  much  'count 
of  childern  runnin'  round.  Sut  'ere  was  we  all  a-thinkin' 
she'd  be  a  'igh  an'  mighty  fashion-plate,  and  she  ain't  nothin'  of 
the  sort,  onny  jest  like  a  little  sugar  figure  on  a  weddin'-cake 
wot  looks  sweet  at  ye  and  smiles  pleasant, — though  she's  got 
a  flash  in  them  eyes  of  hers  which  minds  me  of  a  pony  wot 
ain't  altogether  broke  in.  Josey,  he  sez  them  eyes  is  a-goin' 
to  finish  up  Leach, — which  mebbe  they  will  and  mebbe  they 
won't; — all  the  same  they's  eyes  you  won't  see  twice  in  a 
lifetime !  Lord  love  ye,  Passon,  ain't  it  strange  'ow  the 
Almighty  puts  eyes  in  the  'eads  of  women  wot  ain't  a  bit  like 
wot  he  puts  in  the  'eads  of  men !  We  gets  the  sight  all  right, 
but  somehow  we  misses  the  beauty.  An'  there's  plenty  of 
women  wot  has  eyes  correct  'n  stock  and  colour,  as  we  sez  of 
the  flowers, — but  they're  like  p'ison  berries,  shinin'  an'  black 
an'  false-like, — an'  if  ye  touch  'em  ye're  a  dead  man. 
Howsomever  when  ye  sees  eyes  like  them  that  was  smilin'  at 
old  Josey  last  night,  why  it's  jest  a  wonderful  thing ;  and  it 
don't  make  me  s'prised  no  more  at  the  Penny  Poltry-books 
wot's  got  such  a  lot  about  blue  eyes  in  'em.  Slue's  the 
colour — there's  no  doubt  about  it ; — there  ain't  no  eye  to  beat 
a  blue  one !  " 

Walden  heard  all  this  disjointed  talk  with  a  certain 
impatience.  Swinging  along  at  a  rapid  stride,  and  glad  in  a 
sense  that  the  old  trees  were  to  be  saved,  he  was  nevertheless 
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woods.  wUh  all  the  pungem  odou,^'  J^'"^  J"'"  ""=  ''«")' 
hi^  feet,  he  walked'^swMyon  BaTnl T""''""''''''''''''' 
to  keep  up  with  him.  TOe  ^k  "  n^  ^7^  '"""  '"«'^"">' 
'o  pfpe  their  earlies,  carols  jg^"  .2  w^fn"-"'  '''«'""'"S 
by  the  passing  of  human  foots  Ltomh*  TT'  *^'"" 
cups  of  flowers,  soared     Z  fS  ,        ."""''"^" '"  "■>= 

loosened  from  the  flortfng  robe^  of^A  ''""^'^  '""*"'>' 

slir  of  rousing  life  sent  a  Drf!i„°    ^"""^-'"^  "-e  gentle 
grass.     Every  now   and  w     d*-     "'  *""'Sh  the  long 

;Pa.so„Vf7ceardmrmuru„r5°:htr  ."b-;  "  T 
colour-there  ain't  nowt  to  beat  it  l  •  r^^   "f  ."•-  Bl"":  s  the 

by  the  very  decided  blu  spSte  inT  '  '"'T^  """''° 
of  God'  who  was  m»„k-    P""'',.'"  'be  eyes  of  the  'man 

Christian  Sddte.s'vte'wi,rv''^''°"8  '"  *'  'Onward 
head  well  pois  d  and  li^  ^^t^el  ''°""''"  ""'  '=-'>•'  "is 
decision  anS  command.  ""«  '"P'^'^'''  <"  both 

Out  of  the  woods  thev  na«!<:*./l  Jr.*^ 
the  meadows,  tenderly  c4n!nH  ^u  °P'"  "^""'"'"g'  ^^ere 

into  small  h  llocks  Iki^?  f "^  "'"'  ""t'  ^^^'  ^'^P^d  upwards 
^ith  may-trees  that  we^  fhowT"  T  ^'"^  ^'"S^^^'  ^^^^"ed 

pellets  of^now  among    rgreTLdJL^''^    '"'^  "'^  ""^^ 
of  blackthorn  spread  out  lofeTv  S^fh  .      ,    """^^'•°"s  clusters 

as  shreds  of  bleLhed  nil  or  thr    H^     ^^'''  °'  ^'^^^^"^  ^«  «"« 

Across  these  fielSrdottedwU^^^^^^^^^^^ 

Walden  and  his  '  head  man  Irh^p^eS  ^"' t"'^^' 

and  climbing  the  highest  portion  of  t?.      •  "^"'^^  ^^y* 

front  of  them,  arrived  at  a  ^de  sLtt  T^  ^^""'^  ^'"^^ '» 
.  landscape  comprising  a  fine  v!  w  of  tt  •  °^  ^'''''"'  P^«^°^^^ 
windings  through  fields  and  1.^  "'^"" '"  ^"  ^^^  ^^^^^^^ 
corners  with  anLnt  wHlows^nTdS.^;^  ^^  ""^"^ 
Rest  round  about  as  with  a  eirdl.  nf  .^  ^  """^^^  °f  St. 
on  a  slight  eminence  stood  th'evnerLf"  T?'"^"     ""''' 

-  .nd  4    NoblHr^^^--  -^--^^^^ 
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girth  and  broadly-stretching  branches,  which  were  now  all 
ahve  with  the  palest  and    prettiest  young  green,— and  as 
Walden  sprang  up  the  thyme-scented  turfy  ascent  which  lifted 
them  proudly  above  all  their  compeers,  his  heart  beat  with 
mingled    indignation    and    gladness,— indignation  that  such 
grand  creations  of  a  bountiful  Providence  should  ever  have 
been  so  much  as  threatened  with  annihilation  by  a  destructive, 
ill-conditioned  human  pigmy  like  Oliver  Leach,— and  gladness*, 
that  at  the  last  moment  their  safety  was  assured  through  the 
intervention  of  old  Josey  Letherbarrow.     For,  of  course  Miss 
Vancourt   herself  would    never  have  troubled   about  them. 
Walden  made  himself  inwardly  positive  on  that  score.     She 
could  have  no  particular  care  or  taste  for  trees,  John  thought. 
It  was  the  pathetic  pleading  of  Josey,— his  quaint  appearance, 
his  extreme  age— and  his  touching  feebleness,  which  taken 
all  together  had  softened  the  callous  heart  of  the  mistress  of  the 
Manor,  and  had  persuaded  her  to  stay  the  intended  outrage. 

"If  Josey  had  asked  her  to  spare  a  gooseberry-bush,  she 
would  probably  have  consented,"  said  Walden  to  himself; 
"He  is  so  old  and  frail,— she  could  hardly  have  refused  his 
appeal  without  seeming  to  be  almost  inhuman." 

Here  his  reflections  were  abruptly  terminated  by  a  clamour 
of  angry  voices,  and  hastening  his  steps  up  the  knoll,  he  there 
confronted  a  group  of  rough  rustic  lads  gathered  in  a  defen- 
sive half-circle  round  Spruce  who,  white  and  breathless,  w-.s 
bleeding  profusely  from  a  deep  cut  across  his  forehead. 
Opposite  him  stood  Oliver  Leach,  livid  with  rage,  grasping  a 
heavy  dog-whip. 

"  You  damned,  deaf  liar ! "  he  shouted ;  «  Do  you  think  I'm 
going  to  take  your  word  ?  How  dare  you  disobey  my  orders ! 
I'll  have  you  kicked  off  the  place,  you  and  your  loud-tongued 
wife  and  the  whole  kit  of  you !  What  d'ye  mean  by  bringing 
these  louts  up  from  the  village  to  bull-bait  me,  eh  ?  What  d'ye 
mean  by  it?  I'll  have  you  all  locked  up  in  Riversford  jail 
before  the  day's  much  older  1  You  whining  cur ! "  And  he 
raised  his  whip  threateningly.  "  I've  given  you  one,  and  I'll 
give  you  another " 
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Noa,  ye  woan't ' "  «aiH        u 

out  fron,  the  ....  "V^u  ."o^^JiZ'^:'^  "''  "'"<*'"« 
wantsa  hul  skin!     Me  an'  JT  ,      ""  "°  """f^.  'f  ye 

plain  as  the  .„«  is  to  b^  lef  Tn  -  ""l"""  '-y™'''  ■««" 
the  new  Missis,-and  y„n  Wt  ^  n^^'^  *»  "'^^^^  "f 
black  in  the  face,  ■cos'yo„™  nv"  ""  '"  ""  "«^»n'  herself 

Vou'renonesopn..tylooi:;n-r.wf„^,T„"'?  f"  °"«- 

And  he  grinned   sugeestivelv    L  Lv 
and  beginning  to  rol^up  hTs^,^:"sr  "  T""°''  '^'^ 
ominous  air  of  business.  "'''  ^'°*'y  ™h  an 

from  L'prcS:Vo«Ck"a„d'^nT"'"'  '"'^  ""-^  P*'' 

-14  w^rviTdic^tr '  r  r\'r  ^-^  -■"-.■■"« 

"Vou,    Spruce,    JT  under    1  """"f  .'''^  "P=  '«n,bled_ 
deliberately  disibeyed  my  orde7— '"""'•    """    ^^    '"ve 

you't'dSeX'reT^i^t  ot'  ^"^'""'''  """'-'^  -<• 
said  Walden.  sudde.jTSn/frl'':'^  T'T''"''  °'^"''" 
of  the  great  trees    ,/.™"8'"e*om  the  shadow  cast  by  one 

Spruce  5,0  bro^S.  yrth L^ort,:  ^^  ""  -™^«» 
Riversford  jail  is  more  likelv  tn  Z  ^^  °"  y^"*  ">»"  J 

any  of  these  , ads  - »  Let?  T'  -^"^  "^  ^  ^^"^"^  ^han 
on  seeing  their  minister  Lh  u'"*  '^^  ^^""S  "'^^  ^ho 

lifting  their  caps  rndtlnhirr^'!  '^'^^'^^^^  ^^^^^^^ed, 
"Go  home,  boys  »  heTa^^n  ^  f^  °"  '""^  ""'^^''^  '^' 
nothing  forVo/:;  do  he  f  'GoTorne^'  '''  '^"'^^''  "^^-^'^ 
your  work.     The  trees  IZ,  bttouTh^^lT  ^^^^-^  -d 

passion^T^Vo'fglr"^'  ""^^^^  "^  P^^-tly  white  with 

contract.  I  should  S'to^n':^  P^? /'^  ''^''^^  °^ -^ 
were  sold  as  thev  «fo„^     r        T         "^  ^^^^^  are  sold— thev 

tOKiay,  ordlt^otde'rs  «T  h  ""-'"^  ''°™  *=^  «>- 
"ork  in  less  than  a^  hour'"  ""'  '"'"  """  "P  "'«  «        ' 

Walden  turned  upon  him. 
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"Very  well  then.  I  shall  ask  Miss  Vancourt  to  set  the 
police  to  watch  her  trees  and  take  you  into  custody  "  he  said 
coolly;  "If  you  have  sold  the  trees  standing,  to  cover  your 
gambling  debts,  you  will  have  to  ««sell  them,  that's  all  t  They 
never  were  yours  to  dispose  of  ;-you  can  no  more  sell  tiiem 
than  you  can  sell  the  Manor.  You  have  no  permission  to 
make  money  for  yourself  out  of  other  people's  property.  That 
kmd  of  thing  is  common  thieving,  though  it  waj>  sometimes 
pass  for  Estate  Agency  business ! " 

Leach  sprang  forward,  his  whip  uplifted,— but  before  if 
could  fall,  with  one  unanimous  yell,  the  young  rustics  rushed 
upon  him  and  wrested  it  from  his  hand.  At  this  moment 
Bamton,  who  had  been  silently  binding  Spruce's  cut  forehead 
with  a  red  cotton  handkerchief,  so  that  the  poor  man  pre- 
sented the  appearance  of  a  melodramatic  'stage'  warrior 
suddenly  looked  up,  uttered  an  exclamation,  and  gave  a 
warning  signal. 

"Better  not  go  on  wi'  the  hargyment  jes'  now,  Passoni" 
he  said,—"  'Ere  comes  the  humpire ! " 

^  Even  as  he  spoke,  the  quick  gallop  of  hoofs  echoed  thud- 
aingly  on  the  velvety  turf,  and  the  group  of  disputarls  hastily 
scattered  to  right  and  left,  as  a  magnificent  mare,  wild-eyed 
and  glossy-coated,  dashed  into  their  centre  and  came  to  a 
swift  halt,  drawn  up  in  an  instant  by  the  touch  of  her  rider  on 
the  rein.     All  eyes  were  turned  to  the  slight  woman's  figure  in 
the  saddle,  that  sat  so  easily,  that  swayed  the  reins  so  lightly 
and  that  seemed  as   it  were,  throned  high  above  them  in 
queenly  superiority— a  figure  wholly  unconventional,  clad  in  a 
nding-skirt  and  jacket  of  a  deep  soft  violet  hue,  and  wearing 
no  hat  to  shield  the  bright  hair  from  the  fresh  wind  that  waved 
Its  fair  ripples  to  and  fro  caressingly  and  tossed  a  shining  curt 
loose  from  the   carelessly  twisted  braid.     Murmurs  of  'The 
new  Missis!'  'Th'  owld   Squire's  darter! '-ran  from  mouth 
to  mouth,  and  John  Walden,  seized  by  a  sudden  embarrassment 
withdrew  as  far  as  possible  into  the  shadow  of  the  trees  in 
a  kind  of  nervous  hope  to  escape  from  the  young  lady's 
decidedly  haughty  glance,  which  swept  like  a  flash  of  light, 
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round  the  assembled  croun  r,n/»      . ,  ^ 

trace  of  ,he  sweet  and  La^  t<^  .*ar,-there  was   „„,  , 
hear,  of  old  Josey  Jh™Sw        '"  "  "'^' ''""  «""=<"  <he 

;^ach  looked  up,  ,if,i„,  his  cap  half  reluctantly. 

'•You  have  had  my  orders?" 

whai  would  happen  next  ^  '''"''  ^"^  «»  wondering 

"Vou  have  had  my  orders?"  reoea    ri  lu      „• 
no  answer  was   vouchsafed   to  hef  V.e   ,f  [^^'-^hen,  as 
perceived  Sainton.     To  him  she  T'..         Jf  ^^"^  '°""^  ^nd 
"  Who  has  struck  Spruce  J  "  ''  '^'^'"""^  ^^^^elf. 

Sainton  hesitated.     It  was  an  «v^^  j-     , 
He  looked  appcalingly,  arw.s  hTf  ?^  ^  "^'^'""^^  P°«'^'°"- 
among  the  highest  bfanches  of  th^  T''  ?•  '"^°  ^^^  ^^^  ^nd 
Walden,'    but'  naturaircoi^d    1^''  Sisters '  for '  Passon 
elevation.  ^     °"'^    "°*    discover    him    at    that 

"Come,  come!"  said    Marvii;,    ; 
not  all  deaf,  I  hope  !    ^.em7!:JT'"''''^y~"^'^  «'« 
Who  struck  Spruce?"  ^'^'^^*  ^'^^^^'•'  one  of  you  1 

"Mister  Leacr  did'"  saiH  tu^  u-  u 
constituted  himself  Spruced  1  ^  ^^'''°"'^  '^^  ^^o  had 
the  village  as  W  yo^roLtmt  Mis!  TL'"^',  ^^^  ^ 
give  your  orders  that  the  Five  SistP^  T  \  ^  ""'  ""^  ^^^'^ 
and  we  coomed  up  wi'  Spruce  to  t^  r  *°  ^^  ^"^^  ^^annin', 
'fore  we  could  say  a  LrTZlT  °^  ^"^^  '"^  ^ake  it,  an' 
Spruce  across  the^^.eadts^ete— "?  "'  ''^  ^'''^  -<^  -t 

towards  Leach  ;-«Ct  have  ;    ^^^^^''^^^d ! "    She  turned 

"'*^r---'-=^-3i:?ctroie„.i, 
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"I  have  managed  this  estate  for  ten  years,  and  I  give  In 
my  statements  and   receive  my  instructions  from  the  firm  of 
sohcitors  who  have  it  in  charge.     I  am   not  called  upon  t. 
accept  any  different  arrangement  without  proper  notice." 
Maryllia  heard  him  out  with  coldly  attentive  patience. 
"You  will  accept  a  different  arrangement  without  any  further 
notice  at  all,"  she  said;  "You  will  leave  the  Premises  and 
resign  all  management  of  my  property  from  this  day  hence- 
forward.     I  dismiss  you,  for  disobedience  and  insolence,  and 
for  assaulting  my  servant,  Spruce,  in  the  execution  of  his  duty. 
And  as  for  these  trees,  if  any  man  touches  a  bough  of  one 
of  them  without  my  permission,  I  will  have  him  prosecuted  I 
Now  you  know  my  mind  L" 

She  sat  proudly  erect  in  her  saddle,  while  the  village  hobble- 
dehoys who  had  instinctively  gathered  round  her,  like  steel 
shavings  round  a  magnet,  fairly  gasped  for  breath.  GUver 
Leach  dismissed  I  Oliver  Leach,  the  petty  tyrant,  the  carping, 
snarUng  jack-in-office,  cast  out  like  a  handful  of  bad  rubbish ! 
It  was  like  a  thunderbolt  fallen  from  heaven  and  riving  the 
earth  on  which  they  stood !  Sainton  heard,  and  could  scarcely 
keep  back  a  chuckle  of  satisfaction.  He  longed  to  make 
Spruce  understand  what  was  going  on,  but  that  unfortunate 
individual  was  slightly  stunned  by  Leach's  heavy  blow,  and 
sitting  on  the  grass  with  his  head  between  his  two  hands,  was 
gazing,  in  a  kind  of  stupefaction  at  the  'new  Missis';  so  that 
any  •  beUowing '  into  his  ear  was  scarcely  possible.. 

Leach  himself  stared  blankly  and  incredulously,— his  face 
crimsoned  with  a  sudden  rush  of  enraged  blood  and  then  paled 
again,  and  changing  his  former  msolent  tone  for  one  both 
fawning  and  propitiatory,  he  stammered  out : 

"I  am  very  sorry— I— I  beg  your  pardon,  Madam!— if 
you  will  give  yourself  a  little  time  to  consider,  you  will 
see  I  have  done  my  duty  on  this  property  all  the  time  I 
have  been  connected  with.it.     I  hope  you  will  not  dismiss 

me  for  the  first  fault  1 1— I— admit  I  should   not  have 

struck  Spruce,— but— I— I  was  taken  by  surprise— I— I  know 
my  busmess,— and  I  am  not  accustomed  to  be  interfered 
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better,"  he  said  i„  fieri  accem  'Z  "'  '"^^-"°  -- 
woodland  here  that  isn't  in  a  better  r7r  ^^'  "°'  ^"  *"«  °f 
years  ago-Ah!-and  bringing  '  T  °"  ^'^^^ '^  ^as  ten 
now  I  nm  to  be  turned  off  fnr  '*-'  '"°"^y  ^oo  !-and 

hardjy.no.  a  beeT'o^J  fj.l^^;-  ,«^  ^l"^«e  idiots  who 

S«r  Morton  Pippitt  knows    me  -1'.      '    T  '  "  '"'^^  °^  "'' 
Pippitt •'  me     III    speak   to  Sir    Morton 

••w^i^h:"to^^h.r°^'  ^^^^^"^^  ^^^^^-^Hy 

suddenly  spied  Warden  ll^re'"'^"^  ^ "  ''"^  ^^e 
word  that  passed  had.  unconsciousIvoT'"?f  to  hear  every 
of  the  sheltering  shadow  Zhltles  ^T  ''  "^""''^  "'''"  °"' 
PiPP'tt?*  '"^  trees-"  Are  ^-^^  sir  Morton 

went&„^Vr:S;^^^  ^  ^"^^^'^  ^"^P--^  titter. 
smiled.-and  recognLfg'Th'atThe^  VValden  hin^se, 

declare  himself,  he  adv^ced  a  ..1        """  ^•'^  "°^  ^ome  to 

"Ihavenot  Ihat  ^feS  ^^^1^"^.-^  ''^^^^^  his  hat. 
and  my  name  is  John  VVaiden  I'm  JTl  °' ^^'^  P^"«h. 
trespasser  here!-but  I  have  loved  ^h.  -  ""  '^'^''  ^ 
years,  and  I  came  up  this  r^ornT.  K  °^?  '''''  ^^'  '"^ny 
orders  were  from  my  gardeneT  fitw  "^  ^'^'^  "^^^  y^Jr 
orde«  were  properly  ^  out  Th"'T'°  '"^  '^^'  ^^ose 
disturbance-1-''     ^  *^  out,-and  also*  to  save  possible 

»h5^"^f a„at^"r^^  tr^. ''^<'  r  ^'"^  »- 

"Thank  you  v«y  muchr^a  tw         ",  "''""''"«  ™"«- 
k'ndofyoul    I  wonder-"    And  1         >■ '  " "  "^  ""o" 

■He  drew  nearer. 

"Get  rid  of  everybody  ?-you  mean? » 

Sh.  leaned  confidentiaUyfton,  her  saddle. 
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Yes  .»w/  know!  Send  them  all  about  their  l...sines«! 
Clergymen  can  always  do  that,  can't  they?  Tlieres  really 
nothing  more  to  be  said  or  done-the  trees  shall  not  be 
touchcd,-the  matter  is  finished.  Tell  all  these  big  boys  to 
go  away— and— oh,— v<7«  know  ! " 

A  twinkle  of  merriment  danced  in  VValden's  eyes.  l?ut 
he  turned  quite  a  set  and  serious  face  round  on  the  magnet- 
ised lads  of  the  village,  who  hung  about,  loth  to  lose  a  single 
glance  or  a  single  word  of  the  wonderful  'Missis'  who  had 
the  audacious  courage  to  dismiss  Leach. 

••Now,  boys!"  he  said  peremptorily;  "dear  away  home 
and  begin  your  day's  work !  You're  not  wanted  here  any 
longer.  The  trocs  arc  safe,-nnd  you  can  tell  everyone  what 
Miss  Vancourt  says  about  them.  Ilainton !  You  take  these 
fellows  home,— Spruce  had  better  go  with  you.  Just  call  al 
the  doctor's  on  tiie  way  and  get  his  wound  attended  to.  Come 
now,  boys !— sharp's  the  word!" 

A    general     scrambling     movement     followed    this     brief 
exordium.     With   shy  awkwardness  each   young  fellow  lifted 
his    cap    as    he    shambled    sheepishly    past    Maryllia,    who 
acknowledged    these    salutes     smilingly,  -  Bainton    assisted 
Spruce  to  rise  to  his  feet,  and  then  took  him  off  under  his 
personal    escort,— and    only    Leach    remained,    convulsively 
gripping  his  dog-whip  which  he  had    picked   up  from   the 
ground  where  the  lads  had  thrown  it,— and  anon  striking  it 
against  his  boot  with  a  movement  of  impatience  and  irritation 
••Good-morning,    Mr.    Leach!"    said    Walden    pointedly. 
But  Leach  stood  still,  looking  askance  at  Maryllia. 

••Miss  Vancourt,"  he  said,  hoarsely;  "Am  I  to  understand 
that  you  meant  what  you  said  just  now  ?  " 
She  glanced  at  him  coldly. 

"That  I  dismiss  you  from  my  service?    Of  course  I  meant 
it !     Of  course  I  me^n  it ! " 

••  I  am  bound  to  have  fair  notice,"  he  muttered.     "  I  cannot 

collect  all  my  accounts  in  a  moment " 

"Whatever  else  you  may  do,  you  will  leave  this  place  at 
once;"    said    Mar>'llia,    firmly.— "I    will    communicate    my 
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decision  to  the  solicitors  and  thev  will  .u-m       -.u 

more  words,  please  1"  ^  '^"''"  *'"''  y""'     No 

>o!:r.,'TJ:z:':'ti  s  i„*^"  «r  ^"'"'' 

savagely:  **  ''""   *'^'  ^t-*   exclaimed 

such  .n  o„  j;r  ^e^  "s;:z^:,r.  i"  '■'"""'•  -" 

Shaking  his  fist  threateningly  at  her    »,»  1 

-Ihen  laughed  cateles^  ^''"'  "  '^"''™' 

,»«»»    !•  particular  phrase  con''»w  frr.      k,  - 

or  ^.HortrartTn  r  •:  'zrt^ 

thai  curee  on  its  way  and  send  i.'h,tl,^r     ,.     "  *=■       "^ 

"Really,  Miss  Vancourt  I  don't  thJnt  T  «    ^ 

special    formula  on  this    occasion  '  h.      I,      '^•.  ""^^  ^"^ 

mis    occasion,     he   said,  gaily.     «'You 
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missing  Leach.  C.ood  actions  bring  their  own  ri-warM  \.uZ 
curse,,  like  chickens.  con,e  home  to  o^  .  pVyZi:''^: 
for  quoting  copybook  maxim,  1  But.  for  the  cur^e  If  «n 
.1  condaioned  boor,  you  will  have  the  Thank'  and  ble  ,in« 
of  all  your  tenantry.  That  will  take  thl  !^  a"P  bles,wg8 
diction;  don't  you  think  ,o?-  ^"  "^^^  °^  '^'  '"'^^ 

She  turned  her  mare  in  the  homeward  direction  and  be«.n 
to  guide  u  gently  down  the  slope.  WaS  by  her^. 
John  held  back  one  of  the  vast  Ly  boughs'  of'  the^eal 
trees  to  allow  her  to  pas,  more  easily,  and  glanced  ud  at  her 
smihngly  as  he  put  his  question.  ^  ^       *'" 

di^^tm!'"  ^''  ^"  °P^"  ^-^"-  »^^t  somewhat 
"Well.  I  don't  know  about  that!"  she  reolied     "Vn,, 

"ke  .  littir  J"*/."^  ""*'"8  ''»'"  •  ™"e.  It's  iu.° 
Hke  a  Imie  seed  of  (lis«ue;-if  it  falb  on  the  riitht  Lil  i. 
gertnmate,  .„d  .pre^J,,  .„d  then  .11  manner  of  w"?kd"» 

guessed  this  instinctively,  without  being  able  to  eiroresa  it 

ort     S^L       """^  ""^  **  '"'  'f-  "d  ">inP  of  SS 

o Ihi,  dlfV"""',"^  **  ""^  ^o"'*  ""»«  ding  evM 
to  this  day  I    The  only  way  to  take  the  sting  out  of  a  ,^Z 

knowT  If  hW  '"","*  ^'  f  *'  "'^-    "I^''  •  »n6  you 
wZ  k!i        r  1"  A^u'  ""''='  ^O"  "^-'Pose  it  to  a 

Klys  ?he„  itlTL/ faifh'-^bT  tt  '"  "''  *!,'  » 
-I  c^gh.  not  to  say  .hat't„Tt„-;;n;";-'X'""  ^°"  ' 

to    m?V°' V    '''^  ''"'^""  "^"y  ^y  >»y<U  you  like 
to  me,  Miss  Vancourtj-I  should  be  a  very  poor  anS  nn 
satisfactory  sort  of  creature  if  I  could  not  bSrC  ^iZ, 
on  my  vocation.     Besides,  I  quite  agree  with  you.     Tte^^ 
Church  had  certainly  more  faith  than  it  has  now."  " 

You  re  not  ,  bit  like  a  parson,"  said  Maryllia  gravely 
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•tudymg  his  f«»  wuh  embarrassing  candour  and  closeness  • 

You  look  quae  a  nice  pleasant  sort  o.  man." 

John    Walden     laughed    again,-this    time    with    sincere 

heartiness.     Maryllia's  eyes  twinkled,  and  little  dimples  came 

and  went  round  her  mouth  and  chin.  ^  * 

JL^r,"frr *'""'*'*  *'  that,"  she  said;  "But  I've  teen  a 
great  deal  of  hfe-and  I  have  met  heaps  and  heaps  of  JTrson! 
-parsons  young  and  parsons  old-and  thcv  were  all  kI!?^ 

sZL"?!™ '  '°'™ ""«'  =«"«--^«^r  .I'd  t 

Sporting  Times-any  .mount  of  them  talked  the  drama  and 
played  viltoms  in  private  theatricals.  I  never  raetT,,'  2t 
'"' ""'"'".-"-at  U  a  man  ,ho  minister,  .rthelr  land 
he  d,ed  ma  London  slum  before  he  was  thirty  T  Mi"  ve 
he  was ,  samt;  and  if  he  had  lived  in  the  days  of  he  eLrlv 
Churd,  he  would  certainly  have  been  canonisi^.  He  „3 
have  been  Samt  WiUiam-his  name  was  William  fiTh, 
was  only  one  Wi,liam,-rve  seen  hundtjs  of  tm  -  ' 

Hundreds  of  Williams  ?  »  queried  Walden  suggestively 

hroke^  .rth.  »i  .iteirg^tV  ^::'j!";^^'j::^z 

i'l?  K  "l"  ^  u""^  ^^  """^^ '  "  ^'"^  5°^  yo"  don't  like  it ! " 
serious  '""^"^'"^"^  abruptly,  and  became  suddenly 

rnl^i"*  ^  '^''  "''^  '*  •'  ^°"  '""^*"''  think  I  don't  Oh  how 
rude  I  „,ust  seem  to  you!  Please  forgive  mel  I  reallv  do 
like  the  name  of  John ! "  ^  ^° 

He  glanced  up  at  her,  still  smiling. 
Thank  you!    It's  very  kind  of  you  to  say  so !  « 

«0?1       7i"''  "^""'^  y°"^"  ^^^  ^a»d,  persistently 

.cfz^irno^x^jarLr^^--"'. 
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cheeks  and  brow.     She  drew  herself  up>  in  her  saddle  with  a 

hi  h  "  ^rf.  '"7"'"""^  ^^  ^^^"^d  her  little  head  a  rifle 
h  gher  Walden  looked  at  her  now  as  he  would  have  Ued 
at  a  charming  picture,  without  the  least  embarrassment  She 
appeared  so  extremely  young  to  him.    She  awakened  in  his 

have  felt  for  Susie  Prescott  or  Ipsie  Frost.  He  was  not  even 
qui  esure  that  he  considered  her  in  any  way  out  of  thecoLjon 
Zl\  ^'"'^  ""^  concemed,-though  he  recognised 

that  she  was  almost  the  living  image  of  '  the  lady  in  the  vHet 
velve  '  whose  portrait  adorned  the  gallery  in  Abbot's  Ma'or 

Sfn  T""  I"''  "^"^  ^'^^'^^^"^^  ^y  '^^  -i°J^t  colour  of  the 
nding-dress  she  wore  .nd  the  absence  of  any  head-cover  ne 
save  her  own  pretty  brown-gold  hair.  covering 

rhZ""  t^^  '  ^''^,  '^''^^  ^^^  °'^  ^'^^'''  she  said  presently 
checking  her  mare's  pace,  and  looking  back  at  the  Five  sS 
standing  in  unmolested  grandeur  on  their  grassy  throne  "^ 
feel  a  pleasant  consciousness  of  having  done  something  useful 
I  shair^nf '"'',/  '^^^"'^  ^°°^^^  ''  ^hem  half  tough! 
Lok  and  ^"""f  '{  "^^'^^  '''''  ^^^^^"°°"  -"d  bring' a 
onlv  hTh  r  r^^'""  '^'''  ^°"*^^y  ^°"ghs.  Just  now  fve 
only  had  time  to  cry  'rescue.'"    She  hesitated  a  moment 

Th?  ^  n  T  '"^"^  ^  "^  g'^^  y^"  ^'^o  like  the  trees 

They  shal  never  be  touched  in  my  lifetime,  I  assure  you'!!! 
and  I  beheve-yes,  I  believe  I'll  put  something  in  my  last 
will  and  testament  about  them-something  binding  you 
know!  Something  that  will  set  up  a  block^n  the  way  of 
knd  agents.  Such  trees  as  these  oug^t  to  stand  as  bng  as 
Nature  will  allow  them."  ^ 

kinT'L?"f  T  '"'"'•  ^°""^°"^  ^''  ^°"«  had  changed  from 
kmd  playfulness  to  ordinary  formality,  and  her  eyes  rested 
ui^n  him  with  a  cool,  slightly  depreciatory  expression.  The 
mare  was  restless,  and  pawed  the  green  turf  impatiently. 

She  longs  for  a  gallop;"  said  Maryllia,  patting  the 
fine  creature's  glossy  neck;  "Don't  you,  Cl.o?  Her  name 
IS  Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt.     Isn't  she  a  beauty  ?  » 
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"She  is  indeed  !'\ murmured  Walden    wJfh 

hwter.    I  have  another  o„.     f        "  '"*"'''  ">=gnificen. 

She  paused,  ^Sg^.^f  2S  „S  l^^'^ T  '''\°"'-" 
up  the  reins  in  her  small  io«  i  ,^  ^  '~"*^^"  gathering 
"  Well,  good-morning  rwj°:r^^^^^^^  """'  ^^^  ^^''^' 
to  get  up  so  early  and  come  ^  h" b  lei  H  """''  ''"'  °'  >°" 
ever  so  grateful  [o  you  !     Pray  call  Lh  ""'^  ''"" '     ^  ^"^ 

when  you   have  nothing  bettefo  1    V"' '^'^'  ^^"°^ 
welcome!"  ^  *°  ^®-     ^°"   will   be  very 

"  Good-bye  1»  she  called 

aet:sn„t  i;v.r„dL"r;?hr'"'  "■%^="°''  -^ 

over  the  fields,  mduallv  Hi,^w  i."  I  ^"^^  '^  ^hoed 
and  rider  disarei^d^.h^Te'T,^"'^  ">■'"«  ^™''-  "  "«« 
woods.  He  sfood  for*  I hile  llf '"^  "r"  °'  '"'  M""' 
flash  of  TOlet  brown  ,!h       J         i"«  """  ""'  vanishing 

amusement/and  a  trch„rf  ^.^P'^^'^ons.  Surprise, 
mastery  in  his  mid  and  i  "^'"'^"^'°"  struggled  for  the 
himself!:  albei;  reTclry'  thrSe'^frl,  ^°  ^^™'*  ^° 
'Squire-ess'  was  by  no  Vl,.!  .?  doubtfully  -  anticipated 
expected  to  see     HereTn  h.  ^"  '°''  °^  P^"°"  he  had 

••  •  Like  a  lUtle  su^r^  1""'  ''  °"'  "^''^  «^'"^°"- 
sweet,  and  smiu;!;    ra^'l''^hoVhtXtr^  '°^^^"« 
recallmg  his    gardener's   descripdon      "qlt     ?'  ^^^'^^''^ 
has  a  will  of  her  own  and     nnT  m   '  ^'^^^^^  ^^^* '    She 

spoilt  child-woman    i  slfo^r      '^""'""'P^^'    ^  kind  of 
'   ^   '^'""^d  "^ag'ne:  just  the  penwn  to 
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ir  ^}  ^-'PPenes  Mrs.  Spruce  was  so  anxious  about  the 
other  day,  and  quite  frivolous  enough  to  squeeze  her  feet  into 
shoes  a  couple  of  sizes  too  small  for  her.  Beautiful  T  No  - 
her  features  are  not  regular  enough  for  actual  beauty.  Pretly  ? 
Well.-perhaps  she  IS  !-in  a  certain  sense,-but  I'm  no  judge. 
Fascnating?  Possibly  she  might  be-to  some  «en.  She 
certemly  has  a  sweet  voice,  and  a  very  charming  manner. 
And  I  don't  think  she  is  likely  to  be  disagreeable  or  dl 

courteous.    But  there  is  nothing  remarkable  about  her she's 

just  a  woman-with  a  bright  smile,-and  a  touch  of  American 
vivaaty  running  through  her  English  insularity.  Just  a  woman 
— with  a  way  I " 

And  he  strode  on,  his  terner  trotting  soberly  at  his  heels. 
But  he  was  on  the  whole  glad  he  had  met  the  Lady  of  the 
Manor,  because  now  he  no  longer  felt  any  uneashiess  con- 

dislTe^f  h'  ^'^  ?"°''?  ^^'  satisfied,-his  instinctive 
dishke  of  her  had  changed  to  a  kindly  toleration,  and  his 
somewhat  morbid  interest  in  her  arrival  had  quite  abated. 
The  Frve  Sisters'  were  saved-that  was  a  good  thing;  and 
as  for  Miss  Vancourt  herself.-well  l-she  was  evidently  a 
harmless  creature  who  would  most  likely  play  tennis  and 
«oquet  all  day  and  take  very  little  interest  in  anything  except 

"She  will  not  interfere  with  me,  nor  I  with  her,"  said 
Walden  with  a  sigh  of  satisfaction  and  relief;  "And  though 
we  hve  m  the  same  village,  we  shall  be  as  far  apart  as  the 
poles,— which  is  a  great  comfort  J " 


CHAPTER  XI 


few  hours  of  her  mumtoLl     '"'^'  ^""^°"'-     '^"^e  first 

.    certain,,  not  been  Snfi      nt'e^s:  1'"  '"^'^^'^^^  '^' 

had  heard  and  granted  a  vilirj,     "^  excitement.     She 

act  of  vanda,is.!-r  hVdt^edX'oTfh!  'V'^''^'  ^ 
England,-she  had  conquered  LV  ^  "°^'^'*  ^'^^*  '" 
yokels.-she  had  thrust  a  tyram  out  0?''^  °'  ^^^^'^^  ^'"^^^ 
cursed  by  the  said  tyrant  VhI  °ffice,-she  had  been 

the  very  least  of  ft.  q'^S'ne.Ther  "  "''^'  ""'  ^°  ^^ 
dmmati^-and.^3L\ad  "made  eyes '^1"""  '"'  ^'"^^^ 
this  was  enough  adventure  Z?  ^  ^  P^''®"  '    Surely 

-as  not  yet  ei'ght  o^  rLZLrTi  "^^^'^"y  «  ^^ 
possibly  she  might  be  involved  IT  ^^  ^"^  J'"''  *°  '^^^' 
and  sensational  epiVodes  who  m" '"  '''"  ™°^^  ^^""'"g 
song  for  pure  gaietTof  hea  '  ,  T"?^  k '" '  ^'^^  ^^°"-d  a 
operiingflowerfinTe^eht^i^.?  '^ '^'  rustling  leaves  and 
^  Charmingly  pronounced  French  that 

"Votrecoeurabeauseddfendre 
t)e  s'enflammer,— 
Le  moment  vient,  i,  faut  se  rendre. 
il  faut  aimer  1" 

Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egynt   cnrvpf^^      ^ 
«  every  check  imposed  on'  Ler  rl^ t  h  ''"'''  '"'"^"^ 
royalty,-she  was  conscious  oftL'        ^""^"^^  ^"  ^^"'"e 
and  glad  of  the  fresh  pueairLt  ' /"'^  ""^^^  ^^^  ^°°f^ 

Shared  with  her  the  slZ  o     r"  edoTa^tr "'  '"  ""'"''^^ 

ireeaom  and  buoyancy  which  an 
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open  country  and  fair  landscape  must  naturally  inspire  in  those 
to  whom  hfe  ,s  a  daily  and  abounding  vigorous  delight,  not  a 
mere  sickly  brooding  over  the  past,  or  a  morbid  anticipat  on 
of  the  future     The  woods  surrounding  Abbot's  Manor' were 

solelT"',  T''''"^'T'*''y  ^"^"  "°*  ^^'^  «"^"t  vistas  of 
solemn  pme,  leading  mto  deeper  and  deeper  gloom,  but  cheery 

and  picuresque  clumps  of  elm  and  beech  and  oak,  broken  7t 
consent  mtervals  with  hazel-copse,  hawthorn  and  eglantine- 
true  Enghsh  woods  suggestive  of  delicate  romance  and  poesv. 
and  made  magical  by  the  songs  of  birds,  whose  silver-throated 
me  od^  are  never  heard  to  sweeter  advantage  than  under  the 
leafy  boughs  of  such  unspoiled  green  lanes  and  dells  as  yet 

pZLT  .'^'  "f^"™  ""^  S'"'"^"^  °^  ^"^^1  England. 

Primroses  peeped  out  m  smiling  clusters  from  every  mossy 

nook,  and  the  pale  purple  of  a  myriad  violets  spread  a  wave 

serv'ed  Zt^'  ""°"^  -^"/"'^  ^""^^  ^""^"  ^^^^^«'  ^hich  had 
served  good  purppse  m  keeping  the  tender  buds  warm  tili 

Spring  should  lift  them  from  their  earth-cradles  into  full-grown 

and  noted  a  thousand  beauties  at  every  tum,-the  chains  of 
social  convention  and  ordinance  had  fallen  from  her  soul,  and 
a  joyous  pulse  of  freedom  quickened  her  blood  and  sent  it 

^t^ii;^  wTu  '  '?'"'  !"  '"'^'"^  °^  "^^^  exhilaration  and 
vitality.  With  her  multi-millionaire  aunt,  she  had  lived  a  life 
of  artificial    constraint,   against    which,   despite    its   worldly 

I.«  Tii  ."'  '"'"°''  ^""^  ^''  ^"^*'"<^*«  ^^d  always  more  or 
kss  rebelled  ;-now,-finding  herself  alone,  as  it  were,  with 
Mother  Nature,  she  sprang  like  a  child  to  that  great  maternal 

and  p"^'ace  '"'"  ^'''  ^  ^^"^^  °^  ^^^^   -fr^^h-"^ 

"What  dear  wildflowers!"  she  murmured  now.  as  restrain- 
ing Cleopatra's  coquettish  gambols,  she  rode  more  slowly 
along,  and  spied  the  bluebells  standing  up  among  tangles 
of  green,  making  exquisite  contrast  with  the  golden  glow  of 
aconites  and  the  fragile  white  of  wood-anemones,-"  They  are 
ever  so  much  prettier  than  the  hot-house  things  one  gets  any 
day  in  Paris  and  London  1    Big  forced  roses.-great  lolling. 
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sickly-scented  hhes.  and  orchids-oh  dear!  how  tired 
orchids !    Every  evening  a  bouquet  of  orchids  for  five  weeks 
-Sundays  not  excepted, -shall  I  ever  forget  the  ^^Zm^ 
'rare  specimens'!"  "'«  uetcsiaoie 

A  little  frown  puckered  her  brow,  and  for  a  moment  the 
lines  of  her  pretty  mouth  drooped  and  pouted  with  a  quaintlv 
petu  ant  expression,  like  that  of  a  child  going  to  c!y.    '         ' 

rnn,n  ^^  ^'^  u  ^^'^f  P"^^^"^'^"  ' "  ^he  Went  On,  crooning  her 
complamts  to  herself  and  patting  Cleopatra's  arched  neck  by 
H^y  of  accompaniment  to  her  thoughts-"  Absolute  dodging 
and  spying  round  corners  after  the  style  of  a  police  detecfive 
I  just  hate  a  lover  who  makes  his  love,  if  lis  love,  bto  a 
kmd  of  whip  to  flog  your  poor  soul  witk  !    Roxmou  h  here 
Roxmouth  there  Roxmouth  everywhere  !-he  was  j^stTke  tS 
water  m  the  Ancient  Mariner  'and  not  a  drop  to  drink '    At 
he  play,  at  the  Opera,  in  the  picture-galleriesfat  themces,^ 
he  flower-shows,  at  all  the  'crushes'  and  big  functions -b 

always    ce  Cher  Roxmouth '-as  Aunt  Emily  said  ;-money 
no    consideration,   distance    no    object,  -  always    'ce    cher 
Roxmouth,' stiff  as  a  poker,  clean  as  fish  pai/t,  and  appar 
looL'-''  T:^1  ?•'"  °^^  maid,-with  all  his  Ltocratk:  Sy 
oommg  behind  him,  and  a  long  ancestry  of  ghosts  in  the 
shadow  of  time,  extending  away  back  to  some  Saxon  'noblls' 
who  no  doubt  were  coarse  barbarians  that  ate  more  raw  m^'t 
thanwas  good  for  them,  and  had  to  be  carried  to  bed  S 
drunk  on  mead !     It  /.  so  .bsurd  to  boast  of  one's  ancest^l 
all  L         .  r^-^"''  *^^   ^^^^^f"l  ^-^  ^'^oTegln 

^em !  Most  of  them  tore  up  their  food  with  their  fingers 
Now  we  Vancourts  are  supposed  to   be  descended  froSa 

fourinl:  n  ^""""T  ^"^"^^  ^^  Vaignecourt  Tho 
fought  in  the  Crusades.  Poor  Uncle  Fred  vsed  to  be  so 
proud  of  that!  He  was  always  talking  about  %  ledaiw 
when  we  were  in  America.     He  liked   to  try  and  mSce  fh^ 

Ir'^tV^^'^r'''^'^    J"^^  -  heu^edtobc:^  tia 
If  he  had  only  been  bom  three  minutes  before  my  father 
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youngest  twin,  a„d  cut  off  his  chan<^     A^d  TfnM       .^'" 
never  have  washed  hSf  .I't  gb  tJ^rL'.HT"' 

^=7rh:-diij;£-5H™S 

a  drooping  canopy  of  early-flowering^ltdrir^oTS 

local  descript  ons  of  Sir  Morton  Pinni,,  j  ^' 

make  his  a-^uaintance/andTL le  '  ^IT  "T  ""  "> 
-wh,  he  would  be  in.po«V"-!tL^rL;o"s:STe 
a  glance,     une  of  those  cold,  auiet  Hf^vo.-  «,^       u    .     . 
women  and  never  admire  thlnknow    nri^^^^^ 
University  creature  I    A  sort  of  suoerin    t  °^  ^^'^'^ 

who  can  barely  tolerate  ^To:L^:7:enTtZZTZ 
jn  hxs  heart  of  hearts  relegates  the  fema  e  sex  gen  rX  to^he 
lowest  class  of  the  animal  creation.  I  can  re!d  UaS^  n  I 
face.  He's  rather  good-looking-not  verv-his  hi  !' 
quite  nicely,  but  it's  getting  ^rev  .n7  ^.'^'-^^^  ^^"^  curls 
k  .  u         ,        6*^"'"g  grey,  and  so  is  his  moustache 

he  must  be  a.  least  fifty,  I  should  think.     He  Z^T^ 

figure-for  a  clergyman  ;-and  his  eyes no  I'm  „^,. 

.a.  I  like  his  eyes-I  believe  they  JLeitfS  '  'iVu,  l^^k 
at  them  agam  before  I  make  up  my  mind.    But  I  know  t^ 
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just  as  conceited  and  disagreeable  as  most  parsons— he 
probably  thinks  that  he  helps  to  turn  this  world  and  the  next 
round  on  his  little  finger,— and  I  daresay  he  tells  the  poor 
village  folk  here  that  if  they  don't  obey  him,  they'll  go  to  hell 
and  if  they  do,  they'll  fly  straight  to  heaven  and  put  on  golden 
crowns  at  once.  Dear  mel  What  a  ridiculous  state  of 
thmgs !  Fancy  the  dear  old  man  in  the  smock  who  came  to 
see  me  last  night,  with  a  pair  of  wings  and  a  crown  ! " 

Laughing  again,  she  flicked  Cleopatra's  neck  with  the  reins, 
and  started  oflF  at  an  easy  swinging  gallop,  turning  out  of  the 
woods  mto  the  carriage  drive,  and  never  checking  her  pace  till 
she  reached  the  house. 

All  that  day  she  gave  marked  evidence  that  her  reign  as 
mistress  of  Abbot's  Manor  had  begun  in  earnest.     Chanrring 
her  nding  dress  for  a  sober  little  tailor-made  frock  of  home- 
spun, she  flitted  busily  over  the  old  house  of  her  ancestors, 
visiting  It  m  every  part,  peering  into  shadowy  corners,  opening 
antique  presses  and  cupboards,  finding  out  the  secret  of  sliding 
panels  in  the  Jacobean  oak  that  covered  the  walls,  and  leaving 
no  room  unsearched.     The  apartment  in  which  her  father's 
body  had  lain  in  its  coffin  was  solemnly  unlocked  and  disclosed 
to  her  view  under  the  title  of  'the  Ghost  Room,'— whereat 
she  was  sorrowfully  indignant,— so  much  so  indeed  that  Mrs. 
Spruce  shivered  in  her  shoe»,  pricked  by  the  sting  of  a  guilty 
conscience,  for,  if  the  truth  be  told,  it  was  to  Mrs.  Spruce's 
own  too-talkative  tongue  that  this   oflending  name  owed  its 
origin.     Quietly  entering  the  peaceful  chamber  with  its  harm- 
less and  almost  holy  air  of  beautiful,  darkened  calm,  Maryllia 
drew  up  the  blinds,  threw  back  the  curtains,  and  opened  the 
latticed  windows  wide,  admitting  a  flood  of  sunshine  and 
sweet  air. 

"It  must  never  be  called  'the  Ghost  Room'  again,"— she 
said,  with  a  reproachful  gravity,  which  greatly  disconcerted  and 
overawed  Mrs.  Spruce— "otherwise  it  will  have  an  evil 
reputation  which  it  does  not  deserve.  There  is  nothing 
ghostly  or  terrifying  about  it.  It  is  a  sacred  room,— sacred 
to  the  memory  of  one  of  the  dearest  and  best  of  men  !     It  is 
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^ong  to  let  such  a  room  be  considered  as  haunted.-I  shall 
sleep  .n  a  myself  sometimes. -ar,d  I  shall  make  it  brigh 
and  pretty  for  v.suors  when  they  come.  I  would  put  a  hftle 
chid  to  sleep  m  it.-for  my  father  was  a  good^man.  ^d 
nothing  evil  can  ever  be  associated  with  him  Death  i  oTly 
dreadful  to  the  ignorant  and  the  wicked  "  ^ 

Mrs.  Spruce  wisely  held  her  peace,  and  dutifully  followed 
her  new  mistress  to  the  morning-room,  where  she  had  !o 
undergo  what  might  be  called  quite  a  stiff  examination  re- 
gadmg  all  the  household  and  housekeeping  matters.  Armed 
wi  h  a  fascinating  little  velvet-bound  notebook  and  pe^df 
Maryllia  put  down  all  the  names  of  the  different  sefvams 
both  indoor  and  outdoor,  (making  a  small  private  mark  of  he 

anH  .r"'' J'°''  ^'°  ^'^  '''''^  ^'^  ^^^her  in  any  capacUy 
and  those  who  were  just  new  to  the  place)  together  wi'h    h'e 

aTthe  finir"  r"  "'"^  T"*'  ^°  ^^^^'""^^^  <^°-t«d  over 
her  ir  ^  r  '"'  '""'^  °^^^'"^  ^'^  b^^"  P"^chased  for 
her  mother;s  home-coming  and  had  never  been  used  —she 

l^Z^f  K      "".V°"!l°i«^^"r'«  admiration  the  almost 'price- 
less old  chma  with  which  the   Manor  shelves,  dressers  and 
cupbo^ds  were  crowded.-and  finally  after  luncheon  and^  • 
honr's  deep  cogitation  by  herself  in  the  library,  she  wro^e  o!^ 
n  a  round  clerkly  hand  certain  'rules  andT^guIations'  fo 
he  daily  routine  of  her  household,  and  handed  L  documen 

IndtioSm^r-^^  ^°  '''''-'-''''  dame's  perturbation 
"  These  are  my  hours,  Spruce,"  she  said-"  And  it  will  of 
course  be  your  business  to  see  that  the  work  is  done  punctually 
and  with  proper  method.     There  must  be  no  waste  or  ext'av^ 
gance.-and  you  will  bring  me  all  the  accounts  every  week  « 
I  won't  have  bills  running  up  longer  than  that  period     Ishal^ 
leave  all  the  ordering  in  of  provisions  to  you,-if  it  eve 
happens  that  you  send  something  to  table  which  I  don't  Se 
I  will  tell  you.  and  the  mistake  need  not  occur  again.     Now  i^ 
here  anything  else?"-and  she  paused  meditatively,  fingron 

iSpirblt  rL-'T-Z^"^^^  ^'^^--  donelyL" 
keeping,  but  I  ve  always  had  notions  as  to  how  I  should  do  it 
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if  I  ever  got  the  chance  to  try,  and   I'm  just  beginnine.     I 

behevem  method,-and  I  like  everything  that  >4a.  a  place  to 

be  /«  Its  place,  and  everything  that  has  a  time,  to  come  up 

to  Its  time.     It  saves  ever  so  much  worry  and  trouble  '     Now 

let  me  think  !-oh.  yes  !-I  knew  there  was  another  matter. 

J^lcase  let  the  gardeners  and  outdoor  men  generally  know  that 

If  they  want  to  speak  to  me,  they  can  always  see  me  from  ten 

to  half-past  every  morning.     And,  by  the  way.  Spruce,  tell  the 

maids  to  go  about  their  work  quietly.-there  is  nothing  more 

objectionable  than  a  noise  and  fuss  in  the  house  just  because 

a  room  is  being  swept  and  turned  out.     I  simply  hate  it  >    In 

the  event  of  any  quarrels  or  complaints,  please  refer  them 

'°  rTT/"'* ^"^ "    ^^'^  ^he  paused  again  with  a 

smile-"  Yes !  I  think  that's  all-for  the  present !  I  haven't 
yet  gone  through  the  library  or  the  picture-gallery  j-however 
those  rooms  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  ordinary  daily 
hc,usekeeping,-if  I  find  anything  wanting  to  be  done  there, 
1 11  send  for  you  again.    But  that's  about  all  now ! " 

Poor  Mrs.  Spruce  curtseyed  deferentially  and  tremulously. 
She  was  not  going  to  have  it  all  her  own  way  as  she  had  fondly 
imagined  when  she  first  saw  the  apparently  child-like  person- 
ality of  her  new  lady.  The  child-like  personality  was  merely 
the  rose-flesh  covering  of  a  somewhat  determined  character 

And  anything  I  can  do  for  you.  Spruce,   or  for  your 
husband,    contmued  Maryllia,  dropping  her  business-like  tone 
for  one  of  as  coaxing  a  sweetness  as  Shakespeare's  Juliet 
practised  for  the  persuasion  of  her  too  tardy  Nurse-"  will  be 
done  with  ever  so   much  pleasure!    You  know  that,   don't 
you?      And  she  laid  her  pretty  little  hands  on  the  worthy 
woman  s  portly  shoulders-"  You  shall  go  out  whenever  you 
hke-after  work,  of  course  !-duty  first,  pleasure  secondh- 
and you  shall  even  grumble,  if  you  feel  like  it.-and  have  your 
httle  naps  when  the  midday  meal  is  done  with,-Aunt  Emily's 
housekeeper  in  London  .used  to  have  them,  and  she  snored 
dreadfully, -the  second  footman-^.^//.  a  nice  lad-used  to 
tickle  her  nose  with  a  straw!    But  I  can't  afford  to  keep  a 
second  footman-one  is  quite  enough.-or  a  coachman,  or  a 
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carriage ;— besides,  I  would  always  rather  ride  than  drive,— 
and  my  groom,  Bennett,  will  only  want  a  stable-boy  to  help 
him  with  Cleo  and  Daffodil.  So  I  hope  there'll  be  no  one 
downstairs  to  tease  you,  Spruce  dear,  by  tickling  your  nose 
with  a  straw !  Primmins  looks  much  too  s^id  and  respectable 
to  think  of  such  a  thing." 

She  laughed  merrily,— and  Mrs.  Spruce  for  the  life  of  her 
could  not  help  laughing  too.  The  picture  of  Primmins 
condescending  to  indulge  in  a  game  of  'nose  and  straw'  was 
too  grotesque  to  be  considered  with  gravity. 

"  Well  I  never,  Miss  ! "  she  ejaculated—"  You  do  put  thincs 
that  funny ! "  f  b 

••  Do  I  ?  I'm  so  glad  !  "  said  Maryllia  demurely—"  it's  nice 
to  be  funny  to  other  people,  even  if  you're  not  funny  to  your- 
self! But  I  wamt  you  to  understand  from  the  first,  Spruce, 
that  everyone  must  feel  happy  and  contented  in  my  household. 
So  if  anything  goes  wrong,  you  must  tell  me,  and  I  will  try 
and  set  it  right.  Now  I'm  going  for  an  hour's  walk  with 
Plato,  and  when  I  come  in,  and  have  had  my  tea,  I'll  visit  the 
picture-gallery.  I  know  all  about  it,— Uncle  Fred  told  me,"— 
she  paused,  and  her  eyes  darkened  with  a  wistful  and  deepen- 
ing gravity,— then  she  added  gently— "I  shall  not  want  you 
there,  Spruce, — I  must  be  quite  alone." 

Mrs.  Spruce  again  curtseyed  humbly,  and  was  about  to 
withdraw,  when  Maryllia  called  her  back. 

"What  about  the  clergyman  here,  Mr.  Walden?"— she 
asked— "Is  he  a  nice  man?— kind  to  the  village  people,  I 
mean,  and  good  to  the  poor  ?  " 

Mrs.  Spruce  gave  a  kind  of  ecstatic  gasp,  folded  her  fat 
hands  tightly  together  in  front  of  her  voluminous  apron,  and 
launched  forth  straightway  on  her  favourite  theme. 

"  Mr.  Walden  is  jest  one  of  the  finest  men  God  ever  made. 
Miss,"  she  said,  with  solemnity  and  uncfion — "  You  may  take 
my  word  for  it !  He's  that  good,  that  as  we  often  sez,  if 
m'appen  there  ain't  no  saint  in  the  Saiky  an'  nowt  but  dust, 
we've  got  a  real  live  saint  walkin'  free  amon^  us  as  is  far  more 
'spectable  to  look  at  in  his  plain  coat  an'  trousers  than  they 
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erace.  but  X' lost  of  'arL^.'lVh"  ""  °' ^T'"' '""  °" 
see  yoursdf,   Miss,  as  W  Mr  Vt   •  'T  *'".  P""""' 

do.  for  the  school,  which  if  he'd  'ad  a  Jffe  i   IL'^k    ' 
better  an'  it  might  a'  been  worse  th/r     ^  .  ^^'  *  ^^"^^ 

woman  would  a'  come  ud  Irel    !  ^^^  °">y  '<"°^«.  ^^  no 
me  an' my  work  ITlrl  ^'^  ^"/^°°^  that  patient  watchfn' 

your  hoZ  re :"'  { h^::;  zzic^z  a^^.^^^"^;H^^r 

in  'em,  I  sent  for  Passnn  \\m^  em  an  s  ,t  the  clothes 

n.y  VnsibllU^  a?rsc"  t"hr' ^o^'r  l";"-.  '  '* 
duj^,  Miss_       ™ce.  an'  youl  lady  .^li  be  ^lugu  .lan".hcZ 

mouth,  ^  '  P"'  "^  ''"'e  hand  on  her 

"Stop,  stop,  Spruce!"  she  exclaimed-" Oh  dear  nh  ^-  , 
Do  you  think  I  can  understand  all  this?  Di/  '  u  ^'^ 
parson  my  clothes-aclually  ?  You  did  "  rJlH  "^T  ''' 
nodded  violently  in  the  affirmative  "r  a  •^"-  ^^'"^^ 
a  perfectly  dreadful  thing  ot%  ArslfL'TH  '''^' 
"And  what  is  the  saint  in  the  Sarkyt"  H  ^"T"^  '^^'"• 
her  hand  from  the  mouth  she  was  /uardinf  «f  '"■^''*-^^ 
word,  if  you  can.-what  is  the  sirky  f "        ^*        ^'^  '' '"  °"^ 

ceidir^rLrr^^^f  :j::^'  ^-r^  p- 

the  sparkling  mirth  in  her  r^S:::^^^::^;^^;^^^  I;^ 
for  short.  Josey  Letherbarrow.  what  reads  an'  'L  lo  'I'/ 
It  the  Sarky  Facus  an'  mv  Vi.\  t  ,  '  ^  '^'■"^" '  ^^''s 
an'.^.  sez^it's  Sa;Ko7        ^'  'u''  ''"^^^^  ^^  ^'^^  ^^hool. 

mavn't,  fo   tl^l  schoots  d  5^1'  "°''"'  "''''  '^  '"^y  ^^  -  i^ 
,    ^  lur  me  scnools  dun  t  know  more  than  the  nuKi.v  '^ 

m  «.y  opi„,o„,_,eas™ays  it's  a  g.a,  long  ^hurc^tX?: 
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supposed  to  'ave  the  body  of  a  taint  inside  it,  an'  Mr.  Walden 
he  discovered  it  when  he  was  rebuildin'  the  church,  an'  when 
the  Bishop  come  to  conskrate  it,  he  set  'twas  a  naint  in  there 
an'  that's  why  the  village  is  called  St.  Rest-  but  you'll  find  it 
all  out  yourself,  Miss,  an'  as  I  sez  an'  I  don't  care  who  'ears  me, 
the  real  saint  ain't  in  the  Sarky  at  all,— it's  just  Mr.  Walden 
himself, " 

Again  Maryllia's  hand  closed  her  mouth. 

"You  really  must  stop,  Spruce!  You  are  the  dearest  old 
gabbler  possible— but  you  must  stop !  You'll  have  no  breath 
left— and  I  shall  have  no  oatience  I  I've  heard  quite  enough. 
I  met  Mr.  Walden  this  morning,  and  I'm  sure  he  isn't  a  saint 
at  all !  He's  a  very  ordinary  person  indeed,— most  ordinary— 
not  in  the  very  least  remarkable.  I'm  glad  he's  good  to  the 
people,  and  that  they  like  him— that's  really  all  that's  necessary, 
and  it's  all  I  want  to  know.  Go  along.  Spruce !— don't  talk  to 
me  any  more  about  saints  in  the  Sarky  or  ouf  of  the  Sarky ! 
There  never  was  a  real  saint  in  the  world— never !— not  in  the 
shape  of  a  man  ! " 

With  laughter  still  dancing  in  her  eyes,  she  turned  away,  and 
Mrs.  Spruce,  in  full  possession  of  restored  nerve  and  vivacity, 
bustled  off  on  her  round  of  household  duty,  the  temporary 
awe  she  had  felt  concerning  the  new  written  code  of  domestic 
I  Rules  and  Regulations '  having  somewhat  subsided  under  the 
influence  of  her  mistress's  gay  good-humour.  And  Maryllia 
herself,  putting  on  her  hat,  called  Plato  to  her  side,  and  started 
off"  for  the  village,  resolved  to  make  the  church  her  first  object 
of  interest,  in  order  to  see  the  wondrous  *  Sarky.' 

"  I  never  was  so  much  entertained  in  ray  life  I "  she  declared 
to  herself,  as  she  walked  lightly  along,— her  huge  dog  bounding 
in  front  of  her  and  anon  returning  to  kiss  her  hand  and 
announce  by  deep  joyous  barks  his  delight  at  finding  himself 
at  liberty  in  the  open  countr>-—"  Spruce  is  a  perfect  comedy 
in  herself,— ever  so  much  better  than  a  stage  play !  And  then 
the  quaint  funny  men  who  came  to  see  me  last  night,— and 
those  village  boys  this  morning!  And  the  'saintly'  parson! 
I'm  sure  he'll  turn  out  to  be  comic  too,— in  a  way— he'll  be 
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the  'heavy  father'  of  the  piece!    Really  I  never  imagined  I 
should  have  so  much  fun ! "  """K'nea  i 

Here  spying  a  delicate  pinnacle  gleaming  through  the  trees, 
she  nghtly  concluded  that  it  belonged  to  the  church  she  in 
tended  to  vis.t.and  finding  a  footpath  leading  across  the  fields 
.he  followed  .t  It  was  the  same  path  which  Walden  had  for 
so  many  years  been  accustomed  to  take  in  hi,  constant  walks 
to  and  from  the  Manor.  It  soon  brought  her  to  the  highroad 
which  ran  through  the  village,  a.d  across  this  it  was  bufa  few 
steps  to  the  gate  of  the  church/ard.  Laying  one  hand  on  heT 
dog's  neck,  she  checked  the  great  creature's  gambols  and  com 

sTet  ,h       f  T.  'tT''  '^  '^^  ''^''  "  -^h  hushed  ooT 
steps  she  entered  the  'Sleepy  Hollow'  of  death's  long  repose 
and  went  straight  up  to  the  church  door  which,  as  usual.  s^o<i 

"Stay  here.  Plato f  she  whispered  to  her  four-footed 
comrace.  who.  understanding  the  mandate.  Ly  down  at  once 
submissively  in  the  porch  to  wait  her  pleasure. 

Entering  the  sacred  shrine  she  stood  still.-awed  by  its  ex- 
^  -.site  beauty  and  impressive  simplicity.     The  deep  silence. 

■  r.amour  of  the  soft  vari-coloured  light  ti.at  flowed  through 

.  iancet  windows  on  either  side.-the  open  purity  of  the 
nave,  without  any  disfiguring  pews  or  fixed  seats  to  mar  its 

In  ir?'~^  °'  '^'  '^''"  ""^''^  ""''  "«^d  ^'  ^e^ice  were 
a^l  packed  away  in  a  remote  corner  out  of  sight)-the  fair 
s  ender  columns,  springing  up  into  flowering  capitals,  like  the 
stems  of  palms  breaking  into  leaf-coronals. -the  dignified 
plainness  of  the  altar,  with  that  strange  white  sarcophag'u  set 
in  front  of  it.-all  these  taken  together,  composed  a  picture 
of  sweet  sanctity  and  calm  1  .like  anything  she  had  ever  seen 
InT  "^7";?^'°"^^  "a'^  e  responded  to  the  beautiful  in 
all  things,  and  this  small  perfectly  designed  House  of  Prayer, 

toi^hln  ^  T""  '''""^  °*^'"P""'  ^'  ''''  ^i^hin  its  walls 
S^^r^  1  ^'!  ^^!"°^.*  *°  ^f  «•     Stepping  on  tip-toe  up  to  the 

t^a'^V)"  '""T?"'^^  ^"""PP"^  °"  ^''  '^"^^»'  while  she 
read  all  that  could  be  seen  of  the  worn  inscript  on  on  the 

sarcophagus  from  that  side -'In  Resurrectione- Sanctorum 
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human  and  divine  moved  her  fn  »  r     .         .        ^''^  ^"P^""" 
Pisa.     And  according  to  Mr/Tn       >       ^^^  °^  '^^  "^^^^^  ^t 

loused,  her  dog,  beside  her.  shading  her  "ks  f  1  2  ' 

she  loolced  wistfully  from  right  to  W,  3  .,.  !  ""  "^ 
gestive  httle  hilloclfs  of  mo^y  .  rf  besprkfcd  ^.h'^'-'^- 
.n  search  or  an  „,eot  which  4  as    'Z^Jt^:^^ 

She  saw  it  at  last,  and  moved  slowly  towards  it     o  oi  • 

TuK  /  Howgoes  the  world  «th    -ou?"    Alas    the 

oeath      Hers  was  too  loving  and  passionately  clinging  a  nature 
to  find  easy  consolation  for  such  a  loss.    Her  unci  IrederiS^ 
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though  indulgent  to  her  and  alwav^  tm^  t,  j 
father's  place.-her  uncle  p'eS  "'"''.'"''  '^^ 

spite  of  much  conscientious  tuLhl  ^  T"  ^'^^'  '^^^'  '" 
gather  failed  to  win  her  Si  f  ^rpl^^^^^^^^  1°" 
sense  that  she  was  an  nr,^K         n    ,  ^''"P^tHy.     The  sorrowful 

.0  face  .^e'^^re^Jt^ifrened'hr  ""h'  '^'^^'^ 

other  gir.  around  h"w,h"he;rht^  a"„7  "2      f  =  ^"^ 
and  sisters,-but  she    .h.  h    .t  ''  ""'"'"s,  brothers 

caused  her  motheiL  h     In^T'^^'^.  "'  '*'"8  •»">  »'«' 

heart,  quiet,,  as  ^''^l^^.^ ^f  ^:r  tT:T''^ 

tothe  Manor^'  !"„„?''•''  ^^ '""'"ed  over  the  Adds 
of  any  use !  A.Le:^''Z1\7^-'  T"  ""'  >-" 
sense  of  proper  feeling  and  gmtitude  to Z  ;*  1°  '°  *°*  ""' 
is  to  marry-and  marrjwell  Zl,  ^  f  °'  ■""  '^■■'  °f  ""= 
he  will  be  a  duke  wh™  huT*^  ''  '*■"'""""'>. '"  *ort- 
hke  to  have  .^e7^Z"^'i:^:>  h"er  ^7  ^"""^  """"' 
an  English  dukedom     No,hi„„        f^  ''™''  '"  "*'' 

favourably  to  her Tdeas    or^.  f  ^  .^  """"™''  '""^'f  "•»'« 

and  become  a  future  duchess,  and  'Sfd^  th^f 'r'""" " 
great  family?    i  don't  know  I'.^  "^  the  fortunes  of  a 

feel  like  itf  Great  fliH  s  "do„"  ariTtrr  "r"/  t"'' 
care  if  there  were  none  le(b     Th.„  ^    '  shouldn't 

best  of  times.-perhaps  ot  of  ^iraT  TS  '"'""""^  ='  "■» 
clever  man  or  woman  -and  ,11^^  "  ™>'  «""«  one 

It  isn't  worth  wwl  to  m  p'  ''"  ''i"  be  utter  noodles, 
grounds  of  possibil!I^"       ""^  '''"""''""'  ""  ="eh  dubious 

hstS::l;'-ia't„trof  h''  ""•  ""'^'""^  »'  --  •■"■•g-e  and 
bright  spirits.  She  e^lbtn^rrert""'"'''  ""^  """^-"^ 
for  a  tea-gown,  andTesc  fded'  meTht^Tn  J^'"«  '''^ 
".om.ng-room  where  tea  was  served"":^™  rc:l:iol' 


z*  .r:>raiBi.- f^BT 


^SWJK    IT*'-' 


.'^.i-  3?aTBKc^  €-52^3*1  JSl«KPHy£"««JS'!S£r'  ^MP'-. 


20O 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


:-5iLflZi 


comn:'^:,htLr„'ce'^r.H''r''"  ""'"«  '^^ 
«rva„.s  stole  «  p^ctfu uTZsl/iV'"'™"-    "".h  man- 

pensively  alone  ft  the  ^TjX^l'^''^'  ''  *=  '"' 
verdant  landscape  that  sp^S  awav  ft  J  ,.  "*  "'"  ""  "^ 
dulationsoflawn  foliaM  »nH  Vu  ^.  T  *'  '^""'^^  '"  ""■ 
«h«t  closed  in  Ako 's  Mai  ^  "j^  '^'  '""'"<"  "«= 

w«y.    Both  would  have  ShS""'"^     ^°'°  ""  """'"  "'«''• 
was  n,„ch  too  pretty  ^d  TeUcat  .o  b'e    r,"""^  ""'  *' 
old  house,  wi.S  no^omplloTofl^tltrto"  "'\^' 
ideas  with  by  speech  or  Blance     3   ™^^t       '''<^''""«« 
self-assunnce  which  is  "  mmTto  ^iV  ,    j""' "^""'"^ 
whether  they  be  eranemf,  Ti,       ,.  ,.        '"""^  °'  creation, 
have  opined  L "she  ^.X/T"'"  ''°'"^'"«'  'hey  would 
«"<d  Ue  etUra^r^fd'  tith^^Mrrr    '»-'"*  «>»^ 
Emily.    But  MaryuL's  ^„  J"^  w^T^t ''h'^''"''  ^""' 
such  themes  as  love  and  marrL!     H   '""  ^eing  set  on 
melancholy,  and  not  unmited^rilf- ""ar"' SheT,  "''' 
H^^aidhSeravr  »  '-"^  -  -S 

J*«w  to  forget?"  "^  forgot,— why  did  I 

The  sun  was  sinking  slowlv  in  a  trio™  ««■    • 
cloud,  when,  having  reso  vS  , "     ^7  of  cnmson  and  amber 
she  entered  'the  ^ctu^^^^^^^^^^  T  ^°^"^  ^°  ^°' 

floor,-with  keen  quTk  insdnct  ^nH^  '  '''^.'^'  P°"^'^^^ 
noted  the  fine  Vandyke  poS  "^t'^^'''^^'^^  ^yes,  she 
shone  out,  star-like  from  f  °f 'J'^^'-^^^  e^q^^site  Greuze  that 
and  walkiLg  wi  h  ^^^^^  ^'  '^^  Panelled  walls,- 

picture  of  '  Maiy  E^^Zt  ^  "'/^^  ^'"'  ^^"-^^ght  up  to  the 
atit  withfriend7and\t!h^^^^^^^^^^  Va^necourt '^and  gazed 

in.o.aga.einrg:Sr:uL^^S-'-J 
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said:-«.Vou  have  ev^,h«  ^'  !.""°«'  *'  "'K*"  have 
life,  and  I  am  deaX-your  Iv"  il  ";' ^''-);'"^-yo"  have 
done  I    For  me  love  anH  ,h,     ^i!  ",""  "'*  ^''■■-■niiie  U 

are  a  v|.a.  breaching  es.e„«  o^  teamylt  Zld^"' '" 
in  It  while  you  may ' "  ^         "°  rejoice 

.hap.  .„.4tii^r^ti:rc:;:'iSa^^^^^ 

had  a  very  small  stock  of  vanii.     I.       "aryllia  however 

aware  .ha,  she  possessed!  ^7*^  rd  ?!'•  '"^"""' 
common  to  the  ordinary  nf  h.,  "*"  e^*«f  and  fascination  not 

her  personal  chalfatTe^t  ;ht^^^^^^^  'SkT'  t'''''  ^^^^ 
Eha  Adelgisa  made  her  mS^e  friou'lv  disrln.  ^T'°^  ^"^ 
than  ever,_and  after  closelv  «h?h  •      "^^^^n^ented  with  herself 

the  violet'velvet  ^IgtSi^SctthVf  ^  ^"'"".^"^  "^^  «^ 
Second's  day  had  wornTnH  T  ^-  !^"  °"^  °^  ^^^^^^s  the 
'created'  f  '  her  own'  dornr  '  '''/  '^'  ^°"'^  '^^^^  0"^ 
towards  the  other  end  ;fr  "le^  tV"^\'''  ^'^  ^"^"^^ 
ciously  guarded  mysterious  p^rtrai  oTh/w"'!,  ^""^  '^"*  P^^" 
she  herself  had  never  IL  ^^  '*^'*  "^'h^'''  «^hich 

green  baize  ZtZl^^^lT'''  TT^  '^°^  ^"^  '*«  ^ark 
ever  dared  to  ^se     sh.  T  ^T^  '^^"  ^''  ^^^^er's  had 

to  entThe^:  Ta  Jetdrktf  dt'  °'^"  '^  '^'  "^^ 
sorrow  and  solitude  manrhnurr  lu  u'  '"^'"^'"'"g  thus  in 

fears  when,  by  ch t^^n  „T^  to  t^kTt't^^^^^^^^  T  f''''' 
own  entertainment,  or  to  play  with  h^  ht  i  P'"'"'"'  ^°^  ^^' 
the  convenience  o'  soace  JnH  !. \  m^"  °"  ^  '^^y  ^^^  ^^^ 
checked  and  held  TZ^^l  '..^f  L?!^^"?'  .^^^  -«  -^denly 


i 


awe  by  the  sight  of  that  great  gUded 
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P^«oVr;tl^^^^^^^^^^  P-— „t  Of  a  veiled 

hidden  behind  thit  telgt^^^^^  ^''^  ^^«  ^-e 

hands.-fastening  it  by  meL?lf  «  ^"^P  ""''^  ^^'  ^'^ 

turn  was  secured  to  the  waH  bl  fn.1.  '^'Tf  P""'^'  ^^''^'^  ^"  ^^^ 
death  Maryllia  had  worn  tLt  .1^^^  '""^  '^'^-     ^'''  ^'"^«  ^is 
her  boso.f  and  she  IZ  ifout'r  lith':!^'"  Il'''^"  '" 
many  tremors  of  hesitation      TK    7    ,•        ^^""^'"^  ^^^^'^  and 
tea-gown,  all  of  the  filSold?       "^"^  ^"^^'  ^^  '^^^P^^tty 
seemed  to  make  an  obt  ^  ivi  -•!  ^"^ --^hued  cashmere; 
floor.-she  felt  almost  as  thZhT  ""  '^"^  '°^''^  '"'P'  '^^ 
sacrilege  and  break  :;en%tll!::;et^:i^^^"^  ^°  ^^^^  ^ 

in  my  ]ife.-if  i7ad    iTn        u    "^^^^  '"^^^'"g  ^^0^  wrong 

ashamed,land  then  of  ^       '^       ''  ''''°"  '°  ^'  "^^^'^^^^ 
I  have  often   bet  sinvanTfT'"'  '^^^  ^°  '^^^  ^^  her 
never  spiteful  or  malic  lot  re2  "  Z^  ^'^-ghtless.-but 
father  if  he  wer    he  liust'  «  ';^'{,^^^''^d.    I  could  meet  my 

"^  W^^^^  K  «^  ^'-3^  ca^ ^^^^^^^    ?''   ''  "^^^^^^  "°^  •• 

Parte?ii^:shX;dtll^^^^^^^^^^^^  ^^-^h  her 

m  the  wall  behind^e  pSe   1       1^  i'P  *°  '^"'  ^^^'e'" 
spring  pulley  were  conc'eatr'anl^^^^^^^  ^f  the 

padlock  which  guarded  it     Th^  l^K*    Tl    ^  ^^^  '"^^  the 
a  flame  of  glo^  aslant    hr  J  ^    ?*  °^  *^^  '^"'"g  ^"n  threw 

gallery  withrw^^rhofTvfngf^^^^^^^^^^^  ''^'  ^^e 

she  removed  the  nadlnrt  Jj    *  ""'*  '^^"<":e;  and  as 

to  pull  the  cuSd  she  1^'  '"  *'  '™"'  °'  *«  P'""- 
a  pure  halo  of  goinh  eh    '°°'''.""?<'"«^i<»«sly  ,„  herself,  i„ 

shades  Of  her  hal  tdlt  ^r," t  ds":,  hT  ""  ^'"^' 
she  resembled  'an  ansel  ne»l„Tl  V  .      «°''"'  '°  *« 

such  as  one  may  see tCed  rr',,™?''  '"  '■'^™-' 

oT^eXte^r.ff---'"~^^^^ 
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higher  it  moved,  civme  m  ft,»  r  .. 

so  delicately  pai'nfed  "J  t^  ee  J  t  o'str "'  '""^'^"^  ^-^. 

a  Ietter,-and  plainly  on  the  har      'm"^'     "^'^e  hand  held 

read  the  words:  ^^''^  ""^^'^^d  scroll  could  be 

"Thine  till  death, 

Robert  Vancourt" 

interest  gazed  with  all  her  sou  t  1.     ""''^  "'"^'"^"^  ^"d 
dreamy,  poetic  loveliness  of  the  Lee  H     ,'^'!  ^'  '^'  ^^^"'^"e. 
of  girlhood  with  the  tenderness  0?-^^''^-     ^"  '""^  ^'^^^V 
o  young  romance,  united  trthefulfinT^^"^'-^"  ^•^^^'-ons 
all  the  budding  happiness  of  .     J       "^  P^'''°"  °f  'he  heart  - 
a  perfect  lovel-t^we  e    a^htl^  'T^"  ^'^^  P^™-  o^ 
'noulded  features,  the  dark  bl ,?       ^  ''^^^'"^  ^"  ^he  purely 
-outh,  vhich   to   M.%^'l''^''''''^^.-y^^^  ^nd  the' well 
tremble  plaintively  with  a  Ih  of  In    i'"?"^''^"  appeared  to 
had  been  snatched  away  soton    T^  '°i  '^'  J°^  °^  ''^  'hat 
^vuh  a  rose  at  her  brea't  and  h^'  ^    -^      '"  '''"^'"^^  ^^"^ 
her  hand,  the  fair  for^f  "the  /oun^bT  '^^  ^'^^^^^  '» 
home  gathered  from  the  sunsetrdiaL      '  '''''  "^^^^  ^«'"- 
seemed  to  float  forth  from  the  dark  "?  '"  "T''  ^^  "'"«'  ^"^1 
of  beauty  and  blessing.    Shadow  .^  c  ^^^  ''^^  ^  ^oly  spirit 
and  living  child-thL  twat  1  "f  "''^^^"^^"^^^^^d  mofhe 
cloud-veils  of  impenetrab  e  ^ysfer^     Z  "''  °^'^^  ^^-"^h 
conceive  that  some  intangibTcom.7.  k'  ''  ''  '"'Possible  to 
hrough   the  transference  o    a  2oul'T"  ''''"  "'^'^^' 
have  been  realised  at  that  mvst .    ^    '  ^  ^°"«'"^'  ^  P'-ayer 
c:y  of  irresistible  emotion  ^XstTetrn'     ""'"'  ^  ^"^^- 
droppmg  on  her  knees,  broke  ^  in  f         °"'  ^''  "™^'  ^"^ 

"  Oh  mother,  mother  > » Vh.     Vu  ^  ^  P^'''°"  °f  'ears. 
Howl  would  hkvetved  you!  "''^'--''^^^^^^-g  «otherl 
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TNsuch  wise,  under  the  silent  benediction  of  the  lost  and 
J.     loving  dead,  the  long-deserted  old  Manor  received  back 
the  sole  daughter  of  its  ancestry  to  that  protection  which  we 
understand  or  did  understand  at  one  time  in  our  history,  as 
Home      Home  was  once  a  safe  and  sacred  institution  in 
England.    There  seemed  no  likelihood  of  its  ever  being  sup- 
planted by  the  public  restaurant    That  it  has,  in  a  great 
measure,  been  so  supplanted,  is  no  advantage  to  the  country, 
and  that  many  women,  young  and  old,  prefer  to  be  seen  in 
gregarious  over-dressed  hordes,  taking  their  meals  in  Piccadilly 
eating-houses  rather  than  essay  the  becoming  grace  of  a  simple 
and  sincere  hospitality  to  their  friends  in  their  own  homesf  is 
no  evidence  o:  ^heir  improved  taste  or  good  breeding.    Abbot's 
Manor  was  in  every  sense  'Home'  in  the  old  English  sense 
of  the  word.     Its  ancient  walls,  hallowed  by  long  tradition, 
formed  a  peaceful  and  sweet  harbour  of  rest  for  a  woman's 

•!ru"l  ?  ^'^T^  ^^^^  °^  ^^'  °ld-^orfd  surroundings 
with  all  the  legends  and  memories  they  awakened,  soon  had 
a  beneficial  effect  on  Maryllia's  impressionable  temperament, 
which  under  her  aunt's  'social'  intiuence,  had  been  more  oJ 
less  chafed  and  uneasy.  She  began  to  feel  at  peace  with  her- 
self and  all  the  world,-while  the  relief  she  experienced  at 
having  deliberately  severed  herself  by  both  word  and  act  from 
the  undesired  attentions  of  a  too-persistent  and  detested  lover 
m  the  person  of  Lord  Roxmouth,  future  Duke  of  Ormistoune 
was  as  keen  and  pleasurable  as  that  of  a  child  who  has  run 
away  from  school.     She  was  almost  confident  that  the  fact  of 
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her  having  thrown  off  her  aunt's  protection  together  with  .11 

keep  h.m  away  from  her  for  the  future.      "For  it  is  Aum 
Emilys  money  he  wants-not  me;"  she  said  to  her  el  1« He 
doesn't  care  a  jot  about  me  personally-any  woman  w^i  ^n 
provided  she  has  the  millions.  "^Vnd  wh'en  TJZTlW^l^ 

he'll  iL;  '"^  ^°"'^  '"'^"^  ^^'^^  'o  »^-ve  the  milHons 

of    omeh.r  f ""     ^"^  '^^'^  g°  °--  to  America  in  search 

steeM  !?^  u  ''-1°'^'  P''^"^  ^^"g^ter  of  oil  or  pork  or 
steel !_and  what  a  blessing  that  will  be!" 

St^TrK''!'"'*"  ^"'^  "'^^"^'"'^"^  ^^  '^^d  been  caused  in 
St.  Rest  by  the  return  of  «th'  owld  Squire's  gel'  and  by  the 
almost  simultaneous  dismissal  of  Oliver  Leach,  had  weu'n  gh 

left  the  infm.T/''"-  '''  '''"  ^PP°'"'^^'  ^"^  Leach  had 

Morton  pTntft'f  L  7T\''^"^'  '^^'"^  employment  on  Sir 
Morton  Pippitts  lands,  he  had  secured  a  cottace  for  him.pU 

of  ™nous  k,„d.  in  bo.Ues,  or  -pinned'  .hen,  »  S^^'S 
trays, -he    was  an   interested   observer   of   the    spri^htv 

customs  cf  the  rummatuig  spider,-as  well  as  the  manv 
surpnsjng  and  agreeable  talents  developed  by  JlZZ 

lessened  by  the  apparently  useful  and  scientific  nature  of  the 
employment  he  had  newly  taken  up  under  the  guida„«  of  his 
reverend  mstructor.-and  whenever  he  caught  a  buttertv  and 
mn  h,s  murderous  pin  through  its  quivering  tody  "rSson's 

overtf  L°  fl  ^  i'  """^^  '"■^  "«"')'  ==  'he  winged 
^den  that  hrr  ^17  '™"  ""«>"  '""g  in  Natu^'s 
?1    ".K  1         ''"  "'"'  '"°"8'"  home  as  trophy,  insnired 

beaufful  or  harmless  creature  gave  him  pleasure,  and  he  did 
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occupa.,o„?r  „.u^  Sir'  „? "!  °!i "' '°  "'^  •■""•■" 

said  -an  eye  on  him  •  '~        ""''  ^'"""'"  >■=?'  »»  •« 

he'ttd  :rL:ir„m  '"™"^  P-o.,ge.-,.,V...,-v.  as 
and  circumspec     no  stZL  ""'■  ""^  ™  ^'^  shrewd 

hewhenhectol'     InhTl,        TT  ""'=°">™'>nic«ive  than 

as  second  to  no^e  sLve  hisT      ^'"'  '"  '^"'■"'''  '^""■^o"" 
beauty  and  mce   h^fi  ™""'  J"''"  "'alden.-her 

had  all  in  Ld  him  wl?h  ,k"  ''""''  '''™''''^'  "'  °>""  Leach, 

-pec,  aS  he^e,^t    f  he  Jwldtrt,"  ^'""''"'°"  ""'' 
—the  'Passon  '     ,nH  1  Tt    ?  ^  ^°"^'^  '"forest  in  life, 

very',it«e":;;,T^Xt  .^'''aC.^^s""'    ^  "^  '"""' 
theme  of  MisTvancmirt  TJh  JT    „      "^^  ^"^  cherished 

subject  with  qSe  a  c^.rJ      /  ^"^    *"'  '''™  "P'  »"  'he 

he  'so  much  Tii:z.7iT':z''\tr  ^l-'"^'" 

the  part  of  one  whrv  «,oc  ?,  ^^'^^  conduct  on 

-wfi.tl.^ToT.',;^^:.™:™? """"' '"  '-^  '"'^'' 

among  us,  surely  ifs  worth  loTk".  a.  an' ''"l'^'''"  "™' 
as  'twere.     But  Passon',  th./T  ^  P'*"   ">  P'<'<:es 

li«'e  thing  wot  mS°  be  nit"?  f  ""  ""'"  '  ^'^  ^"^ 
.hinltin'  he's  gotTut  o'  the  h  bUo'^v"'"  ■  'f''  """  ''■" 
a  male  or  a  female  on,  L  °"""  "''^"  "  f^i^  « 

bacheldors  wheX  gS  fixei'  lik':  Z'  k'T   "^P"^"^  '° 

"trs2r- e!™-'^-^^^^^^ 

-n-wayo'/oweTa^?;i~n^h^:-rJ;:S 
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But  Passon  ain't  like  other  folk— he  dnn't  „.f  •  l     . 

fact  tha,   any  menlion    o   'mTss  vr^°"'°  ^'"P""  "" 
Voncourfs    looks    appealed    10    h?  ,  "^'  "  **«' 

entertain    the    RevS    I„h       u   ''"''   """"   ""an    to 

altogether.    This  cou  L  of  a"^  -'"'''''    ""    '"''"■"' 

must  be  told   ,vas  !nmn„  ""  '"'  P""'  'f  ^e  tnith 

declined  to  hear.  '  ""'"""S  '<>  k"""  «liat  he 

.0  t'p'tsXe'::^;^':?;!:  r  ^''=^'''"  "^-'o-" 

her  promise  of  paying  a  S  to  1Z  f^i  ?"= '""'  f"'«"«i 
».  with  the  old'  In'  i^h^  Z:^7^^TJ-  r  "'" 
better  part  of  two  hours     R„m„  ^^  '°  '""'  f"  ""e 

put  the  kettle  ol  the  fi,e  fr.l'''"J1  T  '""  "^  ""^ 
Josey  himself  was  reticen  L  h  '  /  ^"^  """"'  '"''  '^ 
"P  his  head  with  mordti:.''^''!"^  *f  f"'  "■"  he  held 
conscious  superioritv  in  hf  7'  *'''  "  '""'=''  "f  tnore 

«lf  away  by  Sndesalt  ,f  ■"'°"°"'  *"  ^'^  ■«"  P'«  him- 
interview  tit  had  tS^nT    k"""  '"'  ""^  "^  *»  lengthy 

once  attended  churd,     Her  „       ,  "'*''  ""•  ''"<'  ""« 

morning  service,  but  the  he^^lf'TaJr  T^  '""'  " 
m,jch  whispering  and  head-shakZ  tZ  litTt  °^"'""' 
and  one  evenine  the  «,hi..,.     ^  '"'  commun  ty, 

bar-roomof  thT^MoArS-r  ""'"'^  '^'^'^"^'^<'  »  "« 
Whose  tnowledgeT^att^f  thXS"'Ji  -«--hies 
by  themselves,  considered  profounT  jT^  f  "!^  re- 
started the  conversation  and  mT  b  ■  ^"^^^  ""ad 
•0  be  a  Udy  both  pi^™'  ^t  d^p'esstaflhr  ^'^'^  """^ 
her  husband's  'public-  with  an^TSeek  :j?:!:?=''  "'" 
unm.ed  wth  sorrowful  protest,-she  <^  oS^y^^^  Z 


wi^^m^"^::^ 
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well    back    from    thl  T      .       •        ^^^   *'*'''  ^"  combed 
her  remarks  by  plaintively  opinine  that  "i^wl,  ,"  ^*" 

Reverend  FrluTnl*'. .■"""'"""•'•    '""«    "'  ">e 

I  sez  'Mamn',  mum  I'  an'  sh*.  i««i,„  ^m?    ^       "'  ^" 

.he:   •Gocd-.^minM    Toe t, tn,  f.rS^'"> 
mum'  st>7  T    on'  ek^  ^'  "'^       Splendid  day, 

uiuin,    sez  1,   an    she  went  on   reaHin'    ««»    t  ^ 

sheep  might  follow!"         °'''^^-^  ^'^  ^^   so  more  lost 

Passon   Walden,  gi,.i„.  o„t  „7?iL  ^  .h^  .o'T .  "" 
U^es  ..  uo*.  an.  a   ,egW   -^^  T^^'^rl  ^ 


.^mr'yw 
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independence  rf  The  liki^o  .7',"*?  ""  ""  *•"  '" 
"hen    she    fe„d«    .^Mrfi„.>^  S"    r"'  f"""  -^h-rch 

«™o„._.he.  S.  To  ,Zl  rH"  "■"""  »f  •-">• 
..id  "  ^IrorioLtlL'  •*'"  """  '""■  "'•  "-"'on,-- 
.oeer  „d  "  U^  ^  ?  de^rZie  ^e  fT'   T 

original  ™„„eM„'  "h  h  he  '  u^d-lVE'  '?'."•,"  '"'"''^ 
"Publie  worship  i,  .  necesLe^n  1. 1,  "f  ,  '""^°«'' 
civilisations.     Without  it    lh7 !!  ,'  J      '^"""  '"  ""'«" 

would   fall    into  "ohesion     !k  ',  °'  '"'S'""'   !»««« 

-pped  hi,  Jon  fte  S"^!rh  r  '"    '""''   "' 

hearer,  ju.p.  "A,  thf  L  Leeeinri'Tdd''"''.™''  "'' 
<i.»ision,  I  said  we  mu,t  support  he  p„'  "7^  I"  ""'• 
must  bear  them  on  their  ,houlde^'^T,„,I«°""''. 
away  from  church,  he  ma,  te  c^ll^^  '  l  I"'"  ""* 
propriety,  though  .  Liberal     And  wh^R^.  ^''"u'"    """ 

Oth„wiseher''s.*Hf.runrorcl:?;r-"''^' 

"Cohesion  would  never  d<v--rohS   ^  reckonings - 

the  country  to  p^7«     ^°^      "JZ"""'"'  """'^  ^ 
right,    Pro''psn,u«r4°urr.""'  ""■  ''""P^.-^ouTa 

Ridley,''™':  zzs:  i"aiior:f":,f"  r-"'-"  ^- 
^^"^  ^^^f-5  '-e^^'r.-:  Vthi 
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», before  settin'  under  htl  t.T  tr  ""•  ''•''^" 
an'  read  'em  too  in  her  o^  ZZ'  >  ^1  "^  P^^^" 
all  right  without  goL  to  ehurch  U  Z?.^^  '^"^  ^'^''^ 
church  regJer  are  downriuhrT.         ,"."''  ^°"''  "  ^ocs  to 

never  read'  their  Bit^:.7i,%"ebath"'H'^^"'  '^"'^ 
harm  .s  what  Mr.  Netlips  oali,  r„K^.''''^  ,*^°"  "  '""^h 
myself  purfess  underVtanrf  r  ^''^^'on,  though  I  don't 
too  deep  for  me."  **  Government  language,  it  bein' 

whr,hlt^sa;'l'tr^^^^^^^  ^'  »«^^«<^  "  one 

humble    in    mTprelncer        ?  V""^    P^""    ^^"°^'   »<>   be 
tankard  of  a"     P'**""«'-*"d    buried    his    nose    in    his 

"Mebbe  Cohesion's  eot  hold   n'  m»     a 
burly  farn,.r,  -kc  l^^t^TM^LI^J'rr"'^ .?', 
u  ever  she  was,  an'  if  I  |o„  h„  t  k.      *°f .'''"  »»  »■''" 
An-  thaf.  what  I  J  J°",l'Vv   „?  t '"'.''  ""'  """' 

"ike,  so  it  'pear^  to  Dra,  .^' ,T.  ''»nt  decent  or  Christian 

a  cow.     I  S  ';^y  Wa  S  n  ?tL  d'  ^''  "r'Z 
the  cow's  as  mi  ,-ble   to  r-o  =.  '"""'•'.be  right,  for 

•he  was  alive,  if  noUl  .L'l         ""?  "'''  "'"'  ''''=" 

■Well  no,  Mr  Thoroe  T'.h    V   •  T  ■""'"  P'«"»"'«ke- 

«.rt  of  s^ecia    prayrfo,  a1      "  l!!'  ""'  ">  ■»"«  •»/ 

you  can  f^r  it,  .^7S>ve  .hf  resMo  P^^H  '^'  ^■'"  <"•  •» 
worldly  goods,   vou  see      .L       .     """"dence.    A  cow  is 

Paying  .0  li  IZT^ZpZ Zmr'^j"!''''  " 

over  s1:S^t'"irfo:;:j!::^,e  i"'.'t""  "^  *T^' " 

tt.nk  01    We™„stp„.yfo,o„3„»^,r«'  ""'  «  ■»"« 

Well,    marm,  I  ain't   eot  a  '.sniii'   »«♦  t  l 
«  for  the  ne«  world.  A^  ^^^  J-^l'^J-';;^ 
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Do  you  count  on  keepin'  a 


I  reckon  I'll  be  out  o'  work. 
DW  in  the  'eavenly  country?" 

on  in  L  „e«  wnHH  *""    '""  "'"  ''""•"•'  "'™<i 

tJ:^".:  Kr.':  :rr.'ot  sir:  "^rr 

won't  know  you  ! "  rciuiea,—   Lord  1     We 

retfre'dt^tr^-Se:",^^^^  ""''■  «"««-  P-'P'tately 

occasioned  Z  h^.S  t^fec  tT,  ^^7  '°"^  ''^'  ^'^^^ 
of  her  too  matter-of-fLt  cus'oZ     V       77'^'  '■"'""^''' 
the  tailor,  had  again  reverted  to  II    ^"'""''l'''  ^""  ^'^'«y' 
"There's  on.  »K.-1      u        .      ^^^  ""^J^*^*  °f  ^iss  Vancourt 

"If  »'sr^ Ta  t^:  .".St'  •"  ^ij-'^v'-he  .id": 

real  plea«n,  ,o  l«.k  .,    Tve  s«n  her"^        ''°°!''  ""  '^''' 
village."  ""  ""  '  ""ny  '"nes  in  ihe 

"She  "b^TiJ ' "  *°'"?''^  ""'  "'  *««  "-ore  n,en. 

she',  called  a.  ,he  »choolho:4.  Lm  M  «  Ed^'I    "^?' 
>n,  an'  Susie  Prescott  saw  her  L-  e    •  .       '"'  '""" ' 

she  'adn't  a  wnrrrf  .1  ?         '  ?     *""'  ""'  ">"  «nick  that 

.hosted  ive,  so^S^.  'Itlrilirt  hZ^'^^ 
measter's?"  ^  ^°"'"  °^n  or  your 

«ra  on  lasbon.     He  went  up  in  a  great  'uny 


P 


•t 


"ak.tt  »«!»1>J» 
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Z  UoTd"^"  ?,?  "^J-"'""^  *ewa,  ou.,-he  knowed  h, 

March  'ar^   ,„»  k  Cleopatra— an'  away  'e  run  like  a 

,  auguiu   iiKc  .    ive  done  my  dootv  bv  the  la^v'-^. 

Here  he  broke  off  and  began  to  drink  his  ale  as  a  yrJ> 

^tl^  withT       home-brewed,'  looking  round  on'those 

S"T,  &n„.»  M  'T*"«  ™"^-    ^"  °f  *™  knew 
mm  TS  J.m  Bennett,  M,ss  Vancourt's  groom. 

•'Ant";arh":yV'''^^^'  '  sprightly  air  or  ramiHarity- 

"^.yourself  Mr.  Bennett,"_replied  Roger  Buggins  acting 

as  spokesmanyor  the  rest,  and  pe^sonaIly^erv"ng  h  m  S 

he  foaming  draught  he  had  ordered.     "Which  we   Lwe 

trusts  your  lady  is  well?"  "Kewise 

Benn^f.  'tl  'T'  '^'  ^''*  °^  ^^^^'h.  thank  you!"  said 
htgCTesiSedr'^-  ,^"'  ^°^^'"^  offthe'contentrof 
ine?S  tLT  <  ^  ^"  ''°^"""*  g^^*"^^  ^d  accompany- 
mg  wink,  that  he  was 'good  for  another.'  ^ 

nK  7-^  ^T-  ^"'^y"''  ^  yo"  come  in,  Mr.  Benne't" 
observed  Dan  Ridley,  "that  we'd  none  of  u    seen  youT^'y 

ine  bar,  crossed  his  legs  and  surveyed  the  company  generally 
with  a  compassionate  air.  ^  generally 

"I  suppose  it's  quite  a  business  down  here-eoift'  to 
church,  eh?"  he  queried-«Sort  of  excitemenU  ke-only  bU 
of  fun  you've  got -helps  to  keep  you  all  alive !  That's 
Ltinran^T"^^^'  '''  ^^^  ''-'  ^-'-^»  -"  we'r^^o: 

and  llftlThr'H'V^'";"^  ^'-  ^^"'P^  '^'^sened  his  collar 
andhfted  hi    head,  as  though  preparing  himself,  for  another 
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flow  of  '  cohesion '  eloquence.    Farmer  Thorpe  turned  his  bull- 
neck  slowly  round  and  brought  his  eyes  to  b^;  on  the  speaker. 
How  dye  make  that  out,  Mr.  Bennett?"  he  demanded. 
Doan  t  ye  sarve  the  A'mighty  same  in  town  as  in  count.^  ? '' 
"Not  a  bit  of  It!"  replied  Bennett  airily-" You're  a  lone 
way  behmd  the  times.  Mr.  Thorpe  !-you  L  indeed  1^2 
your  pardon  for  sayin'  so !    The  '  best '  people  have  l^fl 
the  Almighty  altogether,  owing  to  recent^cientific  dlcrries"^ 
They've  taken   to  the   Almighty  Dollar   instead  whkh  no 
science  can  do  away  with.    And  Sundays  aren't  used  any 
more  for  church-gomg.  except  among  the  middle  class  popu"a 
Uon.-they're  just  Bridge  days  with  our  set-Bridge  Ss 
Br  dge  suppers  -every  Sunday's  chock  full  of  engagements 
to   Bndge,'  right  through  the  '  season.' "  b^^mems 

"  That's  cards,  ain't  it  ?  "  enquired  Dan  Ridley 
"Just  so!    Harmless  cards  !"  rejoined  Bennett-" Only  yr 

M     M  .r  V  ^'"^  '^°"'""^^  °^  ^°  °"  '^^  if  you  like !  » 
Mr.  Ne  hps  here  pushed  aside  his  emptied  ale-gla  J  and 

raised  his  fat  head  unctuously  out  of  his  stiff  shirt-colfar 

Are  we  to  understand,"-he  began  ponderously  "that 

trj^Day/''  ''''''''  "  ^^^^  ^-^^°-^  P-asLaling 
Bennett  straightened  his  dapper  figure  suddenly. 

a  goo7fellV.''°he'li7"'^'  '"''  '^''  ^^^"P^'  ^-'^'  ^^^^'s 
"ThPr^'c  „      ,    .•  '"   sarcastically  soothing  tones- 

There  s  no  elections  going  on  just  at  present-wh.n  T 
IS  you  can  bring  your  best  leg  fo/emos^  aTd  rt^a^av  ^^"^ 

inean.-though  she's  always  with  the  swagger  set   JnH  11,^ 
does  they  do  worse  ?    Why  bv  tellin'  l,Vc  «  7  !        .      ^"'^ 


I    i« 


ii 
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—and  they  don't  know  nothing  about  it      nn^      .       „      . 

to  amify  w  th  ve  for  t  'ar.^  .        .   **='^^^~   -^n  1  don't  want 

feller!— you've  got  to  'ave  a  H^.i  .  •  ^  "^**  ^^""g 
pity  for  they  pL  IZ^l  tws  TZ  b"'  ^'^^'  °' 
cities  an' never  ain't  got  no  ronmT  i  ^  ^  ^^""^^  "P  '" 
the  wide  fields  wi  h  111  the  T'  -  ''  *^'  '^^'  °'  '^^ 
sun.  No  wonder  theyt  so  tT  ^'°"/"'  °P^"  *°  ^^e 
muddlins  over  worms  w  Z  T      "?  '''     '^'''   ^^'"^tific 

forgot  what   theTr^igl^Tdtb'Tn  r"'\".  ^°  '^^^ 
Universe,-but  it's  onnv  W  k  '''^  '^°'"^'"    °'   the 

walks  u^  an'  down  uo  In'^  ^°°'  P"'^"'"  ^"  *  ^^"  ^^^ 
the  wall  with  scScm^,,?  ,••''"'  '°""*^"'  *^«  atones  in 
poor  lonelyt^sls^rr^^^^^^^^^^^^^^  -  ^^eir 

an'  so  many  square  feet  makes  a^quar^y^rf'.'T^  '°°^ 
a-walkin'  their  mis'able  little  roundf^  ^  ,  "  ^^^  ^oes 
little  sums,  an'  all  the  time  LTnf  T  ?""''"  '^^''  ""'^^le 
is  all  bloomin'  wi^d  I^T"  f  *  °";^'<^^  *^^  P"«°n  the  flowers 

over  it  all  with  G^^d  Tmi  n'  bSd^hS'  ^  '^"^  ^'^^ 
Bennett!"  and  Sainton  looked  info  t  ,  '  °''  ^'''  ^'■• 
was  his  wont  before  he  puUt  on    fhel^^^^^^^^^  cap  as 

say  right  enough  an'  it  ^««'*  .  neaa—  I  believe  all  you 
much  o'  natur  to  be  shoot  T  '"',  °"'  "^^ow-I've  seen  too 
there's  no  worm  wo  a  nWe  o^  °''  ""  ^'^  Almighty-for 
an'  fruit  somewhere  thon^  >  '°''  °'  '°'""  ^'"^  °'  ^^^er 
don't  know  where  to  find^t  ""T'"  '^'  P°°^  ^""^  ^^i^g 
guidin'  beyond  ou^r  Wl'edg;,  Mr^  Lrett^'  '"^:  ""?'  ^"' 
Passon  Walden  tells  us      fr/2  Tk   ^^""^tt,— an'  that's  wot 

'whys '  nor  « wbe  eforL '    f  °'^''  "'  '"''  "°  '  ^°^« '  "or 

y  Wherefores -he  says  we  can/«/God  with  us  in  our 


.'^..-i^Efe-  ,^ai©f-t''-r'  fta^iaif'- 
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he  pulled  from  hi,  pocket"  sLp';,!?\  "■"'=•  "-here 
showed  some  dry  loS^«Li_"  TW^.^'  ?""  °'*™"e  % 
than  that!    That's Danr.. J  ^'"".»'"' "o'hin' commoner 

every  petal  like  velvet  an'  silk  -     If  so  h.  '-  ^''■°'''  ^"' 

in  a  God,  Mr.  Bennett,  owin'  to  tol^  n     •^°"  ''°" '  ^''^'""^ 
gardenin' business!    Tha^lTLl.  !  ^J"'""''  ^^^  ^^  the 

Adam  had  stuck  to  the  .Hn    .  k  °^  ^^ '    ^  ^""«  "^^^  ^f 

trade  alone  we'l^ :irer;n"  E^n  ^ ": ''''  '''  "^^^^^ 

sponsive  smile-" Good-night  tVe''  IT*^  ""^^"^.^  ^  '■^■ 
on  the  shoulder  in  passir.g.  he  added  •  «  V  '"^  ^^""^" 

my  lad,  when  you  feels  iL  got' 1  bit  IT"""  '"'  ^'^  '"^' 
Mebbe  I  can  tell  ye  a  few  pinTwot  the  .  *  V^'"^^'^^  ""« ! 
London  don't  know  Anvw«vl  n^  u  ^^'"^"^  gentlemen  in 
Walden  won'   do  you  no^aT;  '^""-^^-S^^"'  ""^er  Passon 

What  I  takes  her^rwh'  hTb^L^L^t^  bf  ^T'  '  ^ 
wimmm  goes.     An'  when  Passon  warms  to  W  !  ^°°^  ^ 

ye  pl^n  as'ow  everything's  ordLTd  for   he  171";  'f' 
every  flower's  a  miracle  of  th*.  1^.^       ,  '  ^"  ^^  o^ 

o'  the  Lord's  own  ^^Z^^^C^ 
more  'opeful  o'  your  own  poor  riis'abJe  self    l^       T^^''  ^^ 
With  another  friendly  oat  on  th.  T"  ^°  ''^^y  "o^'-'" 

cheery  smile,  Sainton VCout  and Tft  Jh^"^'"'  '^"^  ^ 
company  in  the  'Mother  Huff'  ^Um  s^emnl'  '"'  °'  ^'^ 
one  another.  ^       "^  solemnly  gazing  upon 

"He  speaks  straight,  he  do'"  saiH  For^      t.. 
he  aln..^„„  canter^e.  ,st  ..^'rlj^ J^JZll'^^ 
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to  meet  a  man  like  him,  and  I  sha'n't  be  above  owning  that 
hes  got  a  deal  of  nght  on  his  side.  But  what  he  says  ain't 
Orthodox  Church  teaching." 

"Mebbe  not."  said  Dan  Ridley,  "but  it's  Passon  Walden's 
teachm,  an'  if  you  ain't  'eard  Passon  yet.  Mr.  Bennett.  I'd 
advise  ye  to  go  next  Sunday.     An'  if  your  lady  'ud  make  up 

ner  mmd  to  go  too  just  for  once '» 

Bennett  gave  an  expressive  gesture. 

" She  won't  go— you  may  depend  on  that ! "  he  said :  "She's 
had  too  much  of  parsons  as  it  is.    Why  Mrs.  Fred-that's  her 
Anjencan  aunt-was  regular  pestered  with  'em  coming  beggin' 
of  her  for  then  churches  and  their  windows  and  their  schools 
and  their  mfants  and  their  poor,  lame,  blind,  sick  of  all  sorts 
as  well  as  for  theirselves.     D'rectly  they  knew  she  was  a 
milhonaire  lady,  they  'adn't  got  but  one  thought-how  to  get 
some  of  the  millions  out  of  her.     There  was  three  secretaries 
kept  when  we  was  in  London,  and  they'd  hardly  time  for  bite 
nor  sup  with  all  the  work  they  'ad,  refusin'  scores  of  churches 
and    religious    folks    all    together.      Miss  Maryllia's    got    a 
complete  scare  o'  parsons.    Whenever  she  see  a  shovel-hat 
coming  she  just  flew!     When  she  was  in  Paris  it  was  the 
Catholics  as  wanted  money-nuns,  sisters  of  the  poor,  priests 
as  ad  been  turned  out  by  the  Government,— and  what  not  — 
and  out  in  America  it  was  the  Christian  Scientists  all  the  time 
with  such  a  lot  of  tickets  for  lectures  and  fal-lals  as  you  never 
saw,— then  came  the  Spiritooalists  with  their  seeances  •  and 
altogether  the  Vancourt  family  got  to  look  on  all  sorts  of 
religions  merely  as  so  many  kinds  of  beggin'  boxes  which  if 
you  dropped  money  into,  you  went  straight  to  the  Holy-holies 
and  if  you  didn't  you  dropped  down  into  the  great  big  D's' 
No !— I  don't  think  anyone  need  expect  to  see  my  lady  at 
church— it's  the  last  place  she'd  ever  think  of  going  to  ' " 

This  piece  of  information  was  received  by  his  hearers  with 
profound  gravity.  No  one  spoke,  and  during  the  uncomfort- 
able pause  Bennett  gave  a  careless  *  Good-night ! '—and  took 
his  departure. 

"Things  is  come  to  a  pretty  pass  in  this  'ere  country."  then 
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said  Mr.  Netlips  grandiosely,  "when  the  woman  who  is  merely 

the  Manor  were  under  the  stbn^Llo:  of  I  tlZ,  ^Tould 
nurally  assume  the  control  which  is  govemmen/aUy  Teta  • 

o  th?^       -T^t  ^''  *°  '"'^"^^  '^'  ^^''g'°"«  considerations 
of  the  mmonty  m  her  communicative  system  ' » 

Farmer  Thorpe  looked  impressed,  but  slightly  puzzled 
"You   sez  fine,  Mr.  Netlips,-you   sez  fine"  hr^K         ^ 
respectfully.     .^Not    that    I  Vether^nd^r^ant  ^^T^ 
that  s  onny  my  want  of  book-larnin'  and  not  spellin'  fh  ough 
the  dictionary  as  I  oughter  when  I  was  a  youngster     How 
somever  I  n.akes  bold  to  guess  wot  you're  drivirat  and  I 
dessay  you  may  be  right.     But  I'm  fair  bound  to  own  that  if 
It  worn't  for  Mr.  Walden.  I  shouldn't  be  found  in  chuch  o' 
Sundays  neither,  but  lyin'  flat  on  my  back  in  a  fieW  wfmv 
face  turned  up  to  the  sun,  a-thinkin' of  the  goodnes    o^G^d 
and  hopm'  He'd  put  a  hand  out  lo  'elp  make  the  rrn n!         ' 
as  they  should  do.     Onny  Passon  het  a  ^r^  good TanTnd 
he  do  speak  to  the  'art  of  ye  so  wise-like  and  qdet.  a"d  thaJ's 
why  I  goes  to  hear  him  and  sez  the  prayers  wot's  ;rit  for  me 
to    ay  and  doos  as  he  asks  me  to  do.     But  if  I'd  Ln  un 
fort'mt  enough  to  live  in  the  parish  of  Badsworth  under  tha"' 
old  liar  Leveson.  I'd  a  put  my  fist  in  his  jelly  face  'fore  I'd  , 
hs  ened  to  a  word  he  had  to  say!    ThL's  ni;  sen  Lents 
mat  s!_and  you  can  read  'em  how  you  like.  Mr.  N  2 

eanh  an'  ^T  ^  '."°"'~'"'  ^'"^'^  °-^  ^^urch;  o„ 
earth,  an  we  as  to  make  sure  whether  there's  men  or  devils 
mside  of  em  'fore  we  goes  kneelin'  and  grubbin'^n  front  of 
'uman  idols— Good-night  t'ye!"  ""^  m  tront  of 

With  these  somewhat  disjointed  remarks  Farmer  Thome 
strode  out  of  the  tap-room,  whistling  loudly  to  his  dog  asT 
reached  the  door.  The  heavy  tramp  of  his  depardng  feet 
echoed  along  the  outside  lane  and  died  away,  ^and  Roger 
Bugg.ns.gian„ngat  the  sheep-faced  clock  in  the  ba,  oS 
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overcoat-"  A  hea.h«fi;r„,„     ^*     '""''•  '""'°"'"8  «"  his 
enjoy  .he  rights  onhTr^^r^'P'-  "'"■'  '""'  ""'^  «"»<" 
Dan  stared. 

commons  can't  compel  us  ■•  "^   '°  ^o-    Lords   nor 

air^Jon'llr  *r„ntifr^r  '"™^''  •""'■'^-  "'-  «>e 
"Compulsion  is  a  Til       ^'"'  ""'"'"'y  " •>=  chose. 

po.eriess^oTj -g  ai^ crrZ" bhljItLf  7"  ^"-^  «'>»'= 

spirit,  and  no.  by  the  afflatus  if  t  '^^"^"'^  >>)■  'he  oapti«,d 

Still  puckering  hi!  W  i„.o  hues  Tm?',' '   '^"'•''" ' " 

ness,  (he  learned  Netlips  went  U,Z.     "J-^enous  sugges.ive- 

after  him  admiringly  "*''•  ^°8*'  B^egi"'  gazing 

o.;Trha.^b::„:?;^:,Ll„t™  '"^"-'■'  -"-'ved-He 
ro;^i:irm'iy?.«!-;---H^-;Whe^^ 

priL^-t^'^r^r!^:;?-^^^^^^^^ 

good  old  muddler  for  Cwork  lol  '°''-  "^^^^  "^'^^  ^ 
o'addlin'  the  people's  blTt^rklnMh:. '"  ^'^  '"^^' 
line  as  though  'twere  crooked  ItTeeos  th  '^^"  «*"'ght 
worrity-like— first  ud    th^n  T  ,.  ^^    *^'"SS  quiet  an'  yet 

-■  fer  no.ht."^„*'„    ^'uTpi;^'-  T' .  «>-  '"a.  w^. 

round.    Thai's  Netlips  all  over -ifsTn  ?!-     !  """"' 

-h  ■  was  born  like  i.     I  rf„„v  I-,    ■ .       ^^  ^""^Pe  of  his  'ed, 

make  a  grand  ob'ni.  minite" ' '-      ""  "^''  ■"'^'"'-'»"  "''d 

"Ay,  so  he  would,-  acquiesced  Buggins,  as  he  drew  .he 
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His'doothi  S^^e^^'n:!''"!?' ?^  'aconic.„y,_,„,  closing 
full  of  the  half-poeVic  Talf  „h  1  ."'^'"'  "''''•=  ''''"  Ki^lc-y! 
subject,  of  reli..,on  anS  ,,^,f  P'"'°=°P'"<=   "-oughts  which   the 

n.o4  or  less  urto^rf  ,      f  "LT'T  '^'^"''""^  ""'"  '"  " 
During  these   day^,    Sl^a   h'      ff '  ''""'''  '"'""=«'->"'- 
remarks  passed  upon  her  aThe.H'  r°"'"°"'  "'  ""= 
village  neighbours'  had  irbeln  ^f'       "f  '""""  ">■  '"=^ 
much  from  depression   of  sptos     h^  T  "'"'  ""^  "'"■'='<•■<' 
she  was  having  what   she   nrv,,  I       ^^  :  '°™"''  ^P<="""e. 
mind  .rather  a  du    time-  P"™'^ ' .  "^""-""ed  in  her  o.n 
neighbourhood  that  wiranvh„d  '^^'"J"''-  everybody  in  the 
called  upon  her -and  th'?'' '"  ""'  "^'Shbourhood,  had 
hall  was'^htteredwith  1  st^'ry  "of"  ""T  '"  ''"  «-- 
of  pasteboard,  bearing  name7sm7a„H        '"'''  *'''^''  "" 
county  families,-names  of  „.  f  g'eat.-names  of  old 

of  cletsymen  a^d  their  wites  In  ^"f  °™  S-^^'^.-names 
m<H:es.  cards  with  the  ^la^- M  ■  o'f?  r'"",'  """  °"=  "  '^ 
anywhere  near  for  fifteen  ^ilef^^ndV';  '"""^  '"'=''^'°'^ 
a  wife-"  Sue.  a  nitv  "■  T  .    ^''"'>'  "^^^  ""n  had 

the  fac.-..On;  can^ever  T  ™y"':   ,,^->;"'^,.»'>en  noting 
Iheir  dragons ! "  ^       """^  '°  <^'nner  without 

of  fhrafte^orle-^  she  C'alf  ^  '""''  "■'''''  «  ^  «- 
own  woods  and  fields  an  ^Z^t^^^T'^r^  "" 
own  possessions,_but  on  one  or  ,  J  ^  '""'■  "^  "-er 

caught  -in/  and  this  was  he  ^a,  ^h^r  M^""  """  "==" 
accompanied  by  his  daughter  ?abi,haM,^°"°"  ^'"P'"' 
and  Mr.  Marius  Ungfor/were  r^n^.d^-usfX'^^^-- 


''J:-^^1^ 
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she  Lh  v  ^?-°  J^^^'^  ^^•'  Rising  from  the  chair  where 
she  had  neghgently  thrown  herself  to  read  for  a  quiet  half 
hour,  she  set  aside  her  book,  and  received  those  ,W^nt 
personages  wuh  the  careless    ase  and  amiable  indTffCce 

1.  hT  •*  '"?""''  '■"'""'"^  *°  h^''  ^d  which  invariaWy 
succeeded  m  makmg  less  graceful  persons  than  she  was  feel 

tTSr  h    J  '''^T*  '"^  ""^^PPy  '^^'  the  managem^m  o 
th«r  hands  and  feet     With  a  smiling  upward  and  downward 
glance,  she  mastered  Sir  Morton  Pippitt's  '  striking  and    ovul 
personahty.'-his  stiffly-carried  upright  form,  large  lower  ci     t 
close-shaven  red  face,  and  pleasantly  clean  ;hite  hair.-l"  ^e 
very  p.cture  of  a  Bone-Melter  "-she  thought-"  He   ooks  as 
»;f  h^d  been  boiled  all  over  himself-quite  a  n  ce  weS^ 
w^hed  old  man."-her  observant  eyes  flashed  over  tie  atTe" 
uated  form  of  Julian  Adderley  with  a  sparkle  of  humour - 

'  eVTSs  I'dT;;'  r^^"^^^  °^  ^^'  ^"-'  '^^  ^^^ 

thl  fnW       K     ^  ^^'^''  *^'  """""'"^  ^"t  °^  his  trousers,  and 
the,  to  himself,  peculiar  knot  of  his  tie. 

"The  poor  thing  wants  to  be  something  out  of  the  common 
and  can't  quite  manage  it."  she  mentally  decided  whirshe 
viewed  with  extreme  disfavour  the  feline  elegance  ;ffeced  by 
Mr.  Manus  Longford,  and  the  sleek  smile,  practised  by  him 
'for  women  only.'  with  which  he  blandly  admitted  her  e^sT 
ence.  To  Miss  Tabitha  Pippitt  she  offered  a  cha"  of  ^^^^u 
dm.ens.ons  amply  provided  with  large  down  cushions,  Lt^ 
her  to  s,  dom.  m  ,t  with  a  gentleness  which  implied  kindW 
consideration  for  her  years  and  for  the  fatigue  she  m"ght 

worth  Hall.-whereat  the  severe  spinster's  chronically  red  nose 
reddened  more  visibly,  and  between  her  thin  lips  she  shar^L 
enunciated  her  preference  for  «a  higher  seat.-no  cushbTs^ 
thank  you  '     Thereupon  she  selected  the  'higher  seat^ To 
herself,  .n  the  shape  of  an  old-fashioned  music  stool,  withou 
back  or  arm-rest,  and  sat  stiffly  upon  it  like  a  draper's  clothed 
dummy  put  up  m  a  window  for  public  inspection.     Maryllia 
smiled -she  knew  that  kind  of  woman  ^ll;-and  paS 
only  the  most  casual  attention  to  her  for  the  rest  of  the  tim^ 
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returned  to  her  own  place  by  the  open  windows  and  began 

ation  by  fe.gn.ng  to  recall  having  met  her  some  two  or 
three  years   back.     He  was  not  altogether  in   the   best  of 
humours,  the  sight  of  his  recently  dismissed  butler.  Primmins 
havmg  upset  hjs  nerves.     He  knew  how  servants   'talked' 
Who  could  tell  what   Primmins  might  not  say  in  his  new 

situation  at  Abbot's   Manor    of  hi?  fnrm».  t 
D„ J        ^u  TT  „  -i   \     '»*'«"or,   01   nis  former  experiences   at 
Badsworth  Hall  ?    And  so  it  was  with  a  somewhat  heated  count- 
enance that  Sir  Morton  endeavoured  to  allude  to  a  former 
acquaintance  with  his  hostess  at  a  Foreign  Office  function. 

Oh  no,  I  don't  think  so,"  said  Maryllia,  lazily  dropping 
lumps  of  sugar  into  the  tea-cups-" Do  you  take  sugar?    f 
-    ought  to  ask.  I  know,_such  a  number  of  men  have  the  gout 
nowadays,  and  they   take   saccharine.     I   haven't  any  Tc 
channe  -so  sorry !    You  do  like  sugar.  Mr.  Adderley  ?    How 
nice    of   you!"     And   she  smiled.     "None   for    you.    M^ 
Longford?     I    thought    not.      You.    Miss    Pippitt?  '  Noi 
Everybody  else  yes  ?    That's  all  right !    The  Foreign  Office 
I  think  not.  Sir  Morton.-!  gave  up  going  there' longl^o 
when  I  was  quite  young.     My  aunt.  Mrs.  Fred  Vanco^ 
always  went-you  must  have  met  her  and  taken  her  for  me! 
I  always  hated  a  Foreign  Office  'crush.'    Such  big  reception 
bore  one  tembly-you  never  see  anybody  you  r^lly  wSitto 
know,  and  the  Prime  Minister  always  looks  tired  [oTatL 
His  face  IS  a  study  in  several  agonies.     Two  or  three  years 
ago  ?    Oh  no,-I  don't  think  I  was  in  London  at  that  L 
And  you  were  there,  were  you?    Really  i» 

She  handed  a  cup  of  tea  with  a  bewitching  smile  and  a 
Will  you  kmdly  pass  it?'  to  Julian  Adderley,  who  so  im 
petuously  accepted  the  task  she  imposed  upon  him  of  acting 
as  general  waiter  to  the  company,  that  in  hastening  towa  S 
her  he  (^ught  his  foot  in  the  trailing  laces  of  her  fown  and 
nearly  fell  over  the  tea-tray.  ^ 

with'ln'^.ffr'*«r^?"''"  ^"    '""^ured.   righting  himself 
with  an  effort— "So  clumsy  of  me!" 

"Don't  mention  itl"  said  Maryllia.  placidly-" WiU  you 


"^"«-" 
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knee  ,o  receive  ,l,ep„Lirlbbl      "''";"'''''  ""'  ""  ■»■« 
he  had  begun  ,o  sio  «  .„!  ""''''''"S'  »'  '«>  '«>">  the  cup 

■on.  in  ,hls  »,a,e  of  in^J^'^::,^  ^f'    »«  »" .-• 

a1„  ?    M    "'''"'•'''  *''^"».  hnguidly 

hiri:df7„'otX^!:!il  '-P-™  '-.ha.  i.  enough  f„, 

"Really?— Oh— well— of  course)     r 
rupted  Maryllia  with  an  "v,.  •    '"PP°'^  ^°-"  'nter- 

Tabi.ha.  an^gu,;r™  "p^Eruti-o^'^^irr  "i^ 

stool,  to  quiver  with  soite  inH  1  \r.,.  ^^  ^'^h  music- 
gloved  finjers  to  clench'  k;Tiri  ^"'  ?'''^'^  "^^^'y 
with  an  insane  desire  to  scratch  hff  ?  *^^"- ^^'^  ^^eaths 
smile  was  reflected.  ^^'  ^^^^  °"  ''^'ch  that 

"He  is  a  charming  fellow    thp  n,,!,^      u 
ing!"  went  on    Sir    MonZ  ^^'^^-<^ha'-ming-charm. 

workings  of  thoughUnhrriH  rTT""'  °^  '^'  '^^P^^^ 
"And  his  gre^'chu J^I'^'JV^^^^  ^^'^"'^^^^  brain ; 

stayingwith'us--but  tSylt^t  Bads'  1"'''"'  ""''  *'^°  ^^^" 
to  say.  They  traveled  udIo  I n  7^  ^-T'^^^'  ^'"^  ^°"^ 
Messing,  who  paid  us  a  vlit  of  ?  ""u^  ^^'  ^^'"^^'^ 

"Lady  Elizabeth  Messing  "  echZ.  Z  ''[,''  ''^^— "    ^ 
ripple  of  laughter-^S'me'     nt      '"^"^^^^ 
with  you  ?    How  veo^  nice  o^you  .     Ij""  'f  ^''  '^^'"8 

Mr.  Marius  U>ngford  stroked  "-  of  H^  '        '  '"'"''"'" 
thoughtfully,  and  put  in  ht  word  '""^-^^  "^'^^^" 


r,*yre 
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^    suZ'.^'  ,"  V"  "  "™''"'«  ""  *-  o-^-n     She 
was  surprsed  to  hear  you  were  coming  to  live  in  this  duH 

country  place-she  said  it  would  never  suk  vo^  ,,  ,1 
were  altogether  too   brilliant-er-"'  he  bllS     ".„H~'"'" 
charrning!"    Thi,  complimentary  phrj^^  .r^Ten  "^.h"Z 

M  ™,^"    r'  P"'^*"'"'"'  giving  a  child  a  CnLl 
Marylha's  glance  swept  over  him  carelessly. 
Much  obhged  to  her,  I'm  sure!"  she  said-" I  can  ouite 

Mn  Longford  looked  slightly  disconcerted. 

rew  Z-iuX^'^z^::^^:'^::^  i- 

acquaintance "  pleasure  of  her 

with^chS!!?.HeT  "  ■''"if'^'  ™"'"  '''^  «i'  Morton, 
loo  s  down^^sfo  n  oT.;"  h  "'""?'  l'-nassu.-a„d 
below,    He  is  aZ"au.horr..  ""^'"^  '''''  '"  """  '■^"^^' 

SL  movement  of  polite  surprise-"  But  all 

oi;*  left"'  ^"'  """'^'"^^  "™''  "'=^'    There  are  no  Httle 

Ad'dXai:sit  i^'XTurirr^  ^r 

be'mer^M  tole !»    """  °"  °'  ""™'  *""  ^-"■'«  '    ''-y 
toltugh!""""'"""""''^''  "'  "^™«'  ■""-"  M='^«i> 

human  creature  who  so  wiUingT/Lde  ht"4  ri'diclus'^h ' 
^^    bemg  conscous  of  i.-"What  is  your  line  in  the  smil; 


'^&\^- 
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'Verse! "he  replied,  with  tragic  emphasis— ••  Verse  which 
nolXKly  reads— verse  which  nobody  wants-verse  which  when- 
ever it  struggles  into  publication,  my  erudite  friend  here,  Mr. 
Longford,  batters  into  pulp  with  a  sledge-hammer  review  of 
half-a-dozen  hnes  in  the  heavier  magazines.     Verse,  my  dear 
Miss  Vancourtl-verse  written   to  please  myself,  though  its 
results  do  not  feed  myself.     But  what  matter!    I  am  happy! 
rh,»  village  of  St.  Rest,  for  example,  has  exercised  a  spell 
of  enchantment  over  me.     It  has  soothed  my  soul !     So  much 
so,  that  I  have  taken  a  cottage  in  a  wood-how  melodious 
that  sounds !— at  the  modest  rent  of  a  pound  a  week     That 
much  I  can  afford.-that  much  I  will  risk-and  on  the  air, 
the  water,  the  nuts,  the  berries,  the  fruits,  the  flowers,  I  will 
live  like  a  primaeval  man,  and  let  the  baser  world  go  by'" 
He  ran  his  fingers  through  his  long  hair.     "It  will  be  an 
experience  I    So  new— so  fresh ! " 

Miss  Tabitha  sniffed  sarcastically,  and  gave  a  short,  hard 
laugh. 

"I  hope  you'll  enjoy  yourself!"  she  said  tartly— "But  you'll 
soon  tire.  I  told  you  at  once  when  you  said  you  had  decided 
to  spend  the  summer  in  this  neighbourhood  that  you'd  regret 
It.  You'll  find  it  very  dull." 
"  Oh,  I  don't  think  he  will ! »  murmured  Maryllia  graciouslv ; 
He  will  be  writing  poetry  afl  the  time,  yoii  see !  Besides, 
with  you  and  Sir  Morton  as  neighbours,  how  can  he  feel  dull? 
Won't  you  have  some  more  tea?" 

"No  thank  you!"  and  Miss  Pippitt  rose,— " Father,  we 
must  be  going.  You  have  not  yet  explained  to  Miss  Vancourt 
the  object  of  our  visit." 

"True,  true!"  and  Sir  Morton  got  out  of  his  chair  with 
some  difficulty-<'Time  flies  fast  in  such  fascinating  com- 
pany !  '  and  he  smiled  beamingly— "  We  came,  my  dear  lady, 
to  ask  you  to  dine  with  us  on  Thursday  next  at  Badsworth 
HaU.  No  words  could  convey  the  pomposity  which  Sir 
Morton  managed  to  infuse  into  this  simple  sentence.  To  dine 
at  Badsworth  was,  or  ought,  to  be,  according  to  his  idea,  the 
utmost  height  of  human  bliss  and  ambition.     "We  wiU  invite 
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some  of  our  most  distinguished  neichbours  to  m^f  «« 
there  are  a  few  of  the  old  stock  left-"  thi?  A    ?T  ^    '"" 

the  'old  stock-  himself— 'iknl.  r  u     '^  ^*  *"'  "^ 

.n^  «f  ^        nimseii ,—    I  knew  your  father— poor  fellow  f 
—and  of  course  I  remember  seeinjr  vou  as  «  m\a  \u      1 
don't  remember  me-ha-ha  !-but  T  shall  tlHr°i;*V°" 
welcome  you  under  my  roof_«  '   ^  "^^''^^'"^  *° 

let'^i'f "°  7<^hr'«aid  Maryllia.  demur.    -"But  please 
let  It  be  for  another  time,  will  you  ?    I  haven'r  «  .;«  i      ^ 
disengaged   between  this  and' the  end  7juneTt7or^ 

bygone  days-almost  '^fLVVlZtT'M''''  "  r 
"Let  me  see! "and  she  lookcTuo  Z  ,1     *?  ^*"°'.  "'"'^• 
"There  wm  a  RaH=„r*u     .^     ^^        ^^®  *^®''*"8  mus  ngly— 
mere  was  a  Badsworth  who  fought  aaain^f  th^  n 

wealth.-and  there  was  another  who  wL  pII  vf  °?'°"" 
something  of  that  kind,-then  therlwa^ Ts^Th  °' 
Badsworth  who  wrote  books  -  and  InotlTr  thn  h]  "*" 
wonderful  service  for  King  James  the  fLL's  a;^d  T" 
were  some  lovely  women  in  the  family  to^/!''  'w^'* 

Zf  Zf  '''''''    ^--I  t^u^r;^  »!!Jhras  lir 
Morton  nodded  a  blandly  possessive  affirmative-"  Hnl  Z 
change,  don't  they?    Poor  old  Badswort?!W    "^'^  ^'""K' 
you  live  there  !    Oh  yes  1    I'U  rn^f-T         ^  ^"""J'  *°  ^'^'"'^ 
over,-some  day  !>'    ^         ^  '°'"'  over-certainly  I'll  come 

Thus  murmuring  polite  ptatitudes,  Marvllia  haH-  k       •  •. 

I  nj  sure  I  don't  want  her  at  Badsworth  "  .k»       j     • ... 

herself,  viciously-"  Nasty  JittU  in.!.?  »      '  ''""^  '"^^'^ 

k^r        ..       .    .        i>iasiy,  little  insolent  conceited  thin^ri     r 

^om^r^T^Z  r-^'  ""'^'"'  *»"«■>«-  M^-^"'-  - 
'^y  <  I  don.  tok  i„„  ,^  Ct^-  J-;^- -'j. 


-k-.f 
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^ZT-  ^  .  ^"'.  V"  *^''^'''  ^  ^  8«'"«  to  "k  a  great 
many  friends  to  stay  with  me  in  turn.  They  will  enjoy  seeing 
the  old  P^ce  and  country  air  is  such  a  boon  to  Lndon 
^f^,,''-f^y]^':--^^^-resU.  turned  to  Marius  Long 
ford-"  I'm  afraid  I  haven't  read  any  of  your  books  I-anywav 
I  expect  they  would  be  too  deep  for  me.  Wouldn't  they  ?  » 
HUni^f     Ro^-^o^th  has  been  good  enough   to   express   his 

mnil»'Trr^°°'  *^?''''    ^*  '"P"*^'  ^''^  *  «"ght  covert 
smile—"  I  believe  you  know  him  ?  " 

"Oh  quite  well-quite  too  well!"  said   Maryllia,   without 
any  discomposure-"  But  what  he  likes.  I  always  detest     Un- 

You  Mr.  Adderley"-and  she  laughingly  looked  up  at  that 
gentleman  who  hat  in  hand,  was  pensively  drooping  in  a 
farewell  attitude  before  her.-"  you  are  going  to  stop  here  all 
summer,  aren't  you?  And  in  a  cottage!  How  delightful  1 
Anywhere  nekr  the  Manor?"  »  "ui. 

.iZ^vT  T  ^  ^^P^T  ^  *°  ^*^^  ^°""^  *  '^°'"Jc»«  on  this 
»S    K      u.  r™"'-^^  Adderley.  with  a  languishing  look- 

^LT^'rX)f  "  """^  ''^""  ^^^^^-^'°"  ^  -'' 
«  Then  your  best  neighbour  will  be  the  parson."  said  Maryllia. 

gaily— 'So  improving  to  your  morals  1" 

"  Possibly-possibly ! "  assented  Adderley-"  Mr.  Walden  is 

not  exactly  like  other  parsons. -there  is  something  wonderfully 

attractive  about  him "  ^ 

"Something  wonderfully  conceited  and  unbearable  you 
^"^^^  'rf^  °"'  ^^  Morton-"  Come.  come!-we  must 
,vf;  °^!,.^^,«,^°«^  »>■«  at  the  door.-can't  keep  them  stand- 

2L  Z'u77u'^'^''''  ^""' '°  ^""  ^y^h'"K  ^bout  the 
parson.     She  11  find  him  out  soon  enough  for  herself.     He's  an 

upstart,  my  dear  lady-take  my  word  for  it  !-a  pretentious 
University  pr,g  and  upstart !  You'll  never  meet  Aim  r^  Bads- 
worth  !-ha-ha-ha  1  Never!  Sorry  you  can't  dine  on  Thursday  I 
Never  mind,  never  mind !     Another  time!     Good-bye!" 

"Good-bye !"  and  with  a  slight  further  exchange  of  salutations 
Maryllia  found  herself  relieved  of  her  visitors.    Of  all  the  four 
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Adderley  alone  looked  back  wiih  .  k.ir 
received  an  encouraging  Me  ™d  for  V  "•*'''"«  ■"""«•  "O 
said  -Yes-you  can^me  aL^„  1/  '"?,P»""»-''  "od  whicl. 
*e  Pipp,„  /,„ip.«e  rn^h^h^  i,Xn'  '-^  «"«?  ^i 
the  grating  sound  died  away  dear  Z  Th  *  *'™'  "<"  *" 
soft  dow  chime  of  .he  cS  2^?     "  *    ''"'"  ™  "=""«  ">« 

M^lSr'"-     --"^■^t/Xn-rdo^f 

U.:nwX'^^i:;:et„f^i:/'7''=e  *»  nea^es.  „, 

Oh,wha,ani„suffen,bte7dsnob  ^«  p".'°"  "■"  ■""""" 
a  predous  crew  of  'friends-  h.b^^'^'^Pf'"'"  ^  ■"»' 
when  he  was  a  few  Tears  v™,„™^  I'  '-""'?<'»'.  who, 
women's  clothes  fVwCnnd^  f""^  *'  ^««-<^«  » 
resuurant  !-Mawdenh,^  ^  "'«'"  "  *  New  York 

«o  pa,  his  Wl t^rid«  TdT.^.'r"*"''  i"'^^ 
who  b  such  an  abandoned^TeL^lf  ^''*  "«""* 
<i«nghters  won't  know  her°  Oh  1^,  ^  ^  "^  '"™«> 
Knighted  Bone-Boiler  tWnU  ,?  '•  ^"^  '   '"'""e  *e 

objec,-a  friend  of  Rol^tir  ^hr^^f-^"*  '"'■'^ 
note  unpleasant.    And  of  cours^  h!  .^,        "  *""  '"  *« 
and  say  he  has  seen  m^     aZT        ""  "  °"<*  write  off 
wonder  where  S,^orto„  otvl  J'"-""*  """-d«"  "o '    I 
'ik«  d>e  parson  he«^  evMem^   ■t'T  r""  "" '    ««  <'»«»'« 
«d  u^tarf-wha.  .  ^r^^Ta/orprri.?""'"''"'^ 
for  sudi  a  dean-lookine  old  man  1    .  a     ^     '~'^'^  «">"« 
prig  and  upstan-  are  yo^Mr  Waldfnr*  h"''"' ""'^'^''^ 
herself,  she  moved  out  into  the  .Tm         .    ""*'  ""'""8  'o 
her  ,ide_«Do  you  h2  ftat  Cf?  "??  '"""*  ""  ""8  '» 
<»"  is  a  prig  as  well  It^  „  ..'    °"'  next-door  neigh- 

'<»ked„p'^.t\":higritTor'r"''''  "'«*•"  ■"  P-aTo 
plumy  taa  "I  b^ZyX"  l^T",  ''"'  ""  '"K'"  »!» 
•hfak-yesl-I  think  as  Llr  ''^^^'"  '"  "''  «">«.  ' 
present,  i.«Hf.  n,  „,,'hi„  °°^  '„  «>»'«ien.  opportunity 


CHAPTER  XIII 

X^L"!^  day  Ma^Uia  was  up  betimes,  and  directly  after 
mov.H  K  1  '^^  '""*  ^°'  ^"-  SP™^-  That  good  lady. 
Zv  haSV  r"°"'  '"^°  ^"^^^"  trepidation,'lest  some 
^^L  A  /°'^°"'"'  ^-^  ^^'"^  ^^^"^«  of  the  household 
nil^and  relations'  left  unfulfilled,  hastened  to  the  Inner 
hbra^,  a  small  octagonal  room  communicating  with  the  Wer 

.qnr,  '^P  f""  °^^«'t'"g-cards  which  she  was  busily  sorting. 
Spruce! "and  she  looked  up  from  her  occupation  with  a 
mockjagic  a.r-«rm    dull!    Positively  D  U  dout"  L ! 

Mrs.  Spruce  stared,--but  merely  said : 

••  I'm  dull,  dull,  dull  1 "  repeated  Maryllia,  springing  ud  ud 

I  dont  know  what  to  do  with  myself.  Spruce!    I've  eot 
nobody  to  talk  to,  nobody  to  pUy  with,  nobody  to  sSt  to 
nobody  to  amuse  me  at  aH  at  aU  1    IVe  ien  eve^inHnsi^ 
and  outside  the  Ma„or,-rve  visited  the  churc^-^Ttaow  Ae 

b  St7;^°  ?   "■  K  ^'  »'^J<»^Le«>erbarr;wtin  he  m* 
be  just  tired  of  me,-he's  certainly  the  cleverest  man  in  the  pUce. 

I  throw  up  the  sponge !_thafs  slang,  Spruce!    There's  no 
body  to  see,  nowhere  to  go,  nothing  to  do.*^  If,  awSf 'xhe 
time  IS  out  of  joint,  O  cursed  spite ! '    Thafs  HamleL    <!„„,. 
Uiing  must  *a,^.  Spruce ! --Ind  here  shf e,"r^\  ^:, 
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pas-seul  around  the  old  housekeenpr     «  tu      .    t 
pret.,?    D„„..,ook,o  ^^^£^l7.-Xx'^tJT  '"k 
worse  than  that  by  and  bve  1    I'm  „„•      .    ^  ^°  """''' 

"■.  reaUy ,  I  sha'll  fill  ZL^<  ^S '°  ."h"!  T?""'-  ' 
all  the  bedroom,  swept  out  "llhaiuft  h  ^*  """''  °"'' 
the  baddest,  maddest  folks  I  iin  fil ,  r  '^'  "^  P^oP'e.-all 
».ad  myself  I  There's  notdy  Ud  ",  ia^'  "'■"  '°  •»>"  »»<« 
going  down  here.  Look  at  th«e  . '  "f'' f T^^  '»  ^eep  me 
the  visiting^cards  and  seL  d  atw.  f^^^^^.  "^^  -""« 
thwaite,  Miss  Acnes   ThWk™,  •/    »,-  '~  ^'^^  ^"Je- 

Miss  ChristinalfS  J  !    ^^^^^^        ^^4'' V^T ^^^^' 
tongue  all  rough  and  funny    oreldth?  .'"^''^  "^^ 

caUed,-and  I  suooose  iT,Vk  ""  "^'"^'•'    they've 

-ant  to.     What7tre  lo  Jt  p '"  '"  ?"  ''^'  '"*  ^  ^°"'^ 
with  the  Ittlethwa  tes     -  ^  ""'  '"^  "  """"^  ^^'  °" 

w  the.:strurr  wi:  tih"er;;  "^"^  ^^^^^ '  ^°  ^- 

begl"  '^'""  '^^^  ^  ^-«  '      ^h,  rolled  up  her  eye,  and 

owin'  to  their  forehead  wto^     l^  ^  ^^'^"^  ^^  P^°"d. 
for  servin'  of  Kine  tX    a",  m      t  T^u°"  ^^"""^  ^hartu 
gettin'  on  in  yeai  but  ll      "  ^"'f  ^waite  proper,  she  be 

November  i^  aTu^tX  seen'foir  ^k"'?'  '^'^'  ^'  <^°-^ 
the  saddle  wonderful  for  W  .f  '""  '*^"  °""^^'  '^^^^'  to 
Barbara,  she  do^a  lot  o'  sot  ^  ''"'"  °'  "^^'  ^'  ^iss 
'ere.  f^  our  p::;i;rn':  s^d rrn'  P.sr  wS^'  "^^ 
great  on  breakin'  into  private  'o„i,  w!^K  .  ^'*^^"  *'"^ 
for  Bible  readin'.  but  she  "he's  'Lh  J  °""''''  '°"^^"'^ 

near  every  day  ;hich  thVcwf  c^t  S  iTwr^  ' 
own  pace  thev 'avin' mvA«  „,,      .      -,  """S^   ^r  ome  to  'er 

c^itK  r^i  iy'arr7  ---"^^^^^^^ 

still  play  at  bein'  a   baby  like,  she's  the 
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youngest,  an'  over  forty,  yet  ouite  «  «i^^    •    . 

ribbins  round  'er  waist  an'  if  f      .^l  ^  '"   ^' ''^J''  '^e^""' 

present  I    Sufficient  for  ^hedTvI^?"^"'''''  ^^'^'^  ^«'  ^^e 
Who  comes  here?"  L,K^^  'I^f  ^"^"""^  ^^^^^^  thereof! 

MordauntAS^'    llso/?'^^^ 
MordauntADDlebv'f    Mn  ^'  ^*^^  ^'^'^^  «^y»  'Mr. 

« nh  1   ^PP'^°y  '    More  county  family  pride  or  what  ?  " 
Oh  lor  no,  Miss,  Mordaunt  Appleby's  onlv  ti?  K 
of  Riversford."  said  Mrs.  Spruce    casuaHv     "  R  '  T 

commoner  sort  wae  J},  f.  r      I  °  .'"°"^"  ''^'^h  makes  the 

:r.:i  .^?-  pte^^^^  ".ie'^tt::;; 'r 

bra.  J  is  gSnS^n^'li'Xple    "  r  '^"7"'^"  ""^ 
never  know  to  Pa  »  *PPi«>y  aint-^o,.  Pa  wouldn't 

«l.e«l»-a„d  she  toss^S  ^  ^stide-Vl    ''"T 

when  I  was  out"  "  *"  ""=«  «'»)'*  "go 

"  VetX^^"I"  a  »„iff  of  meaning,  but  said  nothing. 

I  hai  goinr^J„^h*t  r  r':  '  "'!'"'""  <»"<»■•    Bn. 

-such*,  wfstt  Xt' P  """'"-"  '»'«o»>e-a„d  oh  . 

Mr^  Spruce  stiU  held  her  peace.    Ma^lha  gave  her  a  li«le 
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yj  «  iai.c  wnicn  was  not  without  its  own  nn>k,.> 

"I  suppose  everybody  aho.,f  k  pathos. 

used  allL  to  .etend  ■efe^r.'""''-,,  I'' *''"'<""  ^'PPi" 
bu.n.in.a„.,,d  .  rro^'p'^ot  u"'  ^^T  """' 
o'  the  tin  roof  you'd  a'  thonah*  v  ?~"®  ^^  ^^^*  P^ud 

was  just  wild  when  Mr  Wald.n  nT  r^"  °'  P"^"  S'^^^'  ^'  ^e 
wans  an'  roofaga,^^^'  ^X^M^'^fC'  '""^  "^  ^'^ 
an'  he  went  away  from  th/^}  r  \^  **  "  "'^^  expense, 
abroad  a  whoTe  yerin'  wh''  ^  '^''^  '^'^^  "^^'  «"'  ^^ayed 
wouldn't  go  ngh'^^^^^^^^  I'T  ^^'^^^^^  '«  "^'er 

Church.JBadslortrBarn  :e;:;L  •  ^o'T  f'  ^^'^^^^^^ 
barn  which  Mr  Leveson  T  fr  I*  °'  ^^'"^  "°^'  but  a 
tinsel  an'  six  ^ndt^ T  u  •^'  ^^^  ^  '^^^  with  a  bit  o' 
set  eyes  on  a? "e  1?".^^  '''  '^'  mis'ablest  place  ye  ever 

ave^.-^.^^;r:t;rSc'^::^:^:^:r^-^ 

as  porpuses,  the  Lord  forgive  me  fnl.  ?  I  *  ^^""^  *'  ^^^ 
'e  be  th.t  set  against  M^^'waldTn  [jlS  '''  '"?•  ''^  "'^^^^ 
a  pig-stye  with  a  pig  for  the  mint.  J  .^'  '^^  ''  P'^^^"  « 
it's  been  all  restored  an'tnTCd  T  '"  'V  ^'""'''  ^'"^^^ 
now.  Miss,  the  Ittlethwaitrgoefto  ^t^f  ".  u''^  ^°"  j"^' 
-ratick  music  with   the     I  o^H  L  f '^ '"^^'"^  ^^^^  8'^^ 

s.-.ers.-an'  perc^Liln  ^h'ca^dir^  '°  "^'^'^^ 
mostly  filled  wi'  the  village  folks  Trm.r7 !?  ""^  '^"'"^  ^« 
-there  ain't  no  grand  peoole  whl/  "^T  ""'  ^'^^-^J^^' 

"Jiss  'em.  for  Pasfon 'e  S  et  us  ^^^^^^^^  ^'^°"?'^  -«  <ion't 
there's  a  man  out  o'  work  or  IVJ  ?'  "°*^'"  ^"'  ^^en 

pulin'  a  bit.  an'  ricklttv  h.'  n  ^^  ''''^'  °^  ^  ^^ild  what's 
'as  an'  weCe.  payt^octU  "r^'f  ''  '''^'  ^^^  ^"  '« 
the  medicine  biils' o? .sseTftesidr  Ah\T"'  ^^''"'  ^" 
sort  IS   Passon   Walden    an'   .n   v^'^       '  *  '^""^  S°od 

ever  you  took  on  vour  minH  .      ^     i  '^^  y^""^^^'   ^iss,  if 
studied  'is  wavs mr:  ITt'lF  ^"^.^-  'i-  Preach.  'an' 


the 


village,  for  'e's  fair 


an' 


as    twere  an'  asked  -bout 
open  as  the  day  an'  ain't 


I 


im  in 
got  no 


'm^W-M^-W^pM 
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Sly  sneaky  tricks  in  'im.-he's  just  a  man,  an'  a  good  one- 
tn^     \""r'  '  ^^'"S  *°  fi"^  '"  this  Urld  af  adiW 

Maryllia  interrupted  her  by  a  little  gesture. 

know  TA^^'^Zr'l"  '"^'  ^"^  "'^^  ^''''  gentleness-"! 
countri    f  T       I      '""^  P'^'P"''  ''^'"g  ^°^  '"e   to  do  in  the 

I  S  'Vd:;'   h^lierin'  iralfl  '"^  ,"*^— ^- 
believe!"  >t,-and  I  won't  pretend  that  I 

not  Del— she  would  not  accept  the  idea  that  a  creature  so 
darn^  and  pretty,  so  fair  and  winsome,  could  i^    adrift 

oftheVh  rV'u''""""'"'  »'""'^'  'n  the  sa^ggmt 
of  the  Chnsfan  Faith  1  Umited  as  were  Mn,.  Spruce'slowe« 
of  .melligence,  she  was  conscious  enough  that  "h«eCuld 
be  something  sweet  and  strong  lost  out  of  the  world  Ih^^h 

6^™  if  'The  '"'T-  "^  *'  ■"'^-««  °f  ChrisTS,dtwt 
from  It.  The  perplexity  of  her  thoughts  was  reflected  on  her 
countenance  and  Maryllia,  watching  her,  smiled  a  Sfei^SlJ 

saidibwr'-^'^rVutr'  r*" "  "^  ^^^^ 

teach  about  hL  Tlf  f"^.»8«e  «i*  all  the  Churches 
teacn  about  Him.  They  make  Him  out  to  be  a  cruel  iealoua 
and  revengeful  Being »  '  1^^°"' 

"Mr  Walden  don't^"  put  in  Mrs.  Spruce  quickly. 

.nn/^  »  ^  '°  *^'"^  °^  ^^  ^^  ^"  love  and  pity  and 
goodness,"  went  on  Maryllia,  not  heeding  her-"  and  i  don? 
say  prayers,  because  I  think  He  knows  Ihat  is  Sst  for  1 
wuhout  my  asking.  Do  you  understand?  So  it's  reaUy 
no  use  my  gomg  to  church,  unless  just  out  of  curio  ity-^d 
perhaps  I  will  some  day  do  that.-I'U  see  about  T^BuTl 
must  know  Mr.  Walden  a  little  better  first  T  m„c  fi  a 
for  myself  what  kind  of  a  man  hTls  S;:'rmtke' up  m" 
mmd  to  endure  such  a  martyrdom  as  listening  to  a  sermon  1 


••^^>i^x 
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I  simply  loathe  sermons  I    I  suppose   I  m.,«f  k,„    u  j 
many  ^  them  when   I  was  a  chuT    q      .  ^  ^'''^  ^°° 

SpruceTthat  I  used  to  be  taken  i't  P  r  T  ''"^'"^^'^ 
Mrs.  Spruce  nodded  emphaSy  rrhe^^S^ e"  "^^l " 
because  when  father  was  alive  th-  r^u  ["T"^^'  Ves!— 
ruin.  And  I  used  .„  go  itZ^^Z  J^'"  ™,  °"'^  " 
and  once  I  fell  off  my  seat  and  LTk  T"'  ^'">=- 

dreadful.    Now  UnTTr^d nev«  .InuoT"'."'"-     "  "" 
Emily.    So  I've  nuif,.  ,„,      .^  ^  church,— nor  Aunt 

is  ve^  particuli:  Zl       n"A ri    or^^  Lo^ '  «°^"«--^°^X 
perhaps  I'll  try  and  hear  Mr  w  u  ''°"'  >'°"  '*'^-     ^"t 

rn  teSyou  th^what^Y  f^Ilt  rtll7:tV"^^7"^ 
the  mantelpiece  to  remind  me ! "  ^^  *"''  ^^'^  °" 

And  she  suited  the  action  to  the  word  Mr«  g« 
at  her  in  a  kind  of  mild  stupefac^n      it  5      /'"'!  ^"""8 
odd  thing  to  stick  up  a  cleXaTs  ;.  j   ''""'^  '""'^  ^  ^^"^ 
to  church  .just  once' sLe  Sy I  *"  '  """'"  ^°  «° 

be^nTbt'bu^j^Lrr^^^^^       ^-  -- 

tioLfallso^J^ofpe^p^TmllS^^^^^^ 
has  come  for  'company,  company!?    And  in    he  fii^t^^''"" 
I'm  going  to  send  for  Cicely  Bourne -sheVmv      .  f  ^^""^ 
-and  I'm  paying  the  cost  of  W         •  '  ,   '.'"y  P^*  'genms' 
She's  an  orphan-1  L  me  -she'/ .7?'^  '^"''^'°"  ''^  ^^^'^ 
me;-and^e'redevoteSVeahoL^^^^^^^ 
Just  over  fourteen-but  she's   sim^^"a  wonde°r"\L''''- 
wonderful  musical  wonder  in  the  world*    ZlV~^      """'^ 
fectly  marvellous  voice.     Her  ^51^?^  I  u    ^^  ^  ^" 

is  sixteen  she  will  have  t^T a^^r  Zt  ^e)^^^^^^ 
There  are  only  a  feNv,-but  thev'll  all    K.  „ Emperors! 

dust  before  her !    You  must  rZl  g^ovellmg  in   the 

her.  Spruce;  those  ^^o^aTS::  t'o^  fVerusfthlt  TT'  ^^ 
over  the  lawn  and  woods-and  make  everv  h"  "^  ' 

you  can.  I'll  put  the  finishing  trchesTdf  ""  '"'  " 
to  London  for  a  grand  piano  Th  »'  ,  ^  """'*  '^"^ 
spinet  inthedrawinS!!.T';sJeert;  °  '  '''  '^^^  °^^ 
wni  love  i,-but  sl^  mus;  ^:7;i-^ ^^^J^^ 
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It: 


Sh?^..""  '".•"  'o^'y.-I  know  .hell  come  at  once. 
She  mil  arrive  direct  from  Paris,-let  me  see ["-TtartT' 
paused  medto.ively-..whe„  ca,;  .he  J"  l^fct  *•! 
F„day.-ye.l_probably    .he    will    arri..    here   Sunday   o" 

""^Te7i«i.:°rd-L-^rirr.: 
arrwif^^-rcrcai^^^^^^ 

n.y  sweetness  on  the  des^  ai,      rfl  ^     T"?'  "^""8 
for  making  the  acqu^S:     f  IT-^Z    Who"  ^'"" 

rwr^w;:-- x;°»  ---- '  ^-- 

trusted  adviser  and  chief  consolfr,  or  ebe  go  to  Wm  h.     u 

rde^^^X'mtr^'-^^rh''^^^^^^^^ 
W^^here    ohopT?ere„rnctl„for  L:„^^^^^^^^^ 

Spru^rhLX^r^lta^^-t^-f-'.^^^M^ 
.couldn't  be  I  M-appen  '.is  47^  e  I'^i^ afn? 
'avm  no  religion  as  'twere,  an'  'er  uncle  Mr   f!!I™^ 

.;nio„isStr:ij::ftorwLurMisX^t:?^ 

gom'  to  'ave  a  friend  to  stay  with  'pr     th.fn  a    7     ^  ' 

Wen  'er  up_an'  mebbeT  riendVwa  f  .o\^.f  °?  '^ 
an'  Miss  Maryllia  'uU  co  with  W  1"  f    "  '*""*• 

passon  'twiu^eau  right"  frt  :rd:xryL'Tin;„° 


^^.■;|^^fPB 
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whaf.  good  for  both  1^  .nW   I      '^  "°°''"''  ""'  kno" 
•ure  o-  that  I »  '^'  ^""''  '^    *«   Life-Pm  Mrtin 

being  debat«J  by  the  o u  h"      ^'  """""""  ''''"'™'==  "''^ 

-gailyacro^ItUt  XX'bS"'r  ""  ""•  •"" 

•         racing  for  the  u,„al  ,hJrtK:«1^o«  1-  .  ??"«  "  *■"  "'''. 

Arrived  there  ,he  went  ,tS.hT?    .?    "'"'  '°  "«  """Re. 

'i«.e  lop.,ided  haif-tiXr^dXe^Juh  HJof  ^'  '  ""™' 
whereui,  through  the  dusty  dose  kffili  Projecting  window, 
««riou,  .,„„,ge  edibles.  Vch«^'""r°'rr"'  "«  'P'"* 
'offee.  peppermint  balli  Id  LT,  °  Z";?''!'^  *<"». 
^o  ,^y  otanges,  some  must^-ioZg  Xfl  hTTf  T  " 
of  old  nuts,  and  slabs  nf  ^k«    i  .  ^         *'  *  "^ndful  or  so 

w^ppers  of  tin  fot-wh  le  a  ,  ""'-'""^  ''"""  """'"S 
•Choice  Tea-  wa,  ^.s^nt  ov^h:  i^!  of  »mebody-f 
a  flag  of  triumph.    The  owner  „/«'•    ■  '  "Ilection,  lilte 

"d  the  po„mi,.rea  of  &  kl  '  '"'"^"'"^  "oclt-in-trad. 
woman,  very  rosy,  very  round^™        "  q^aimlooking  Utile 

wo:."^tJl'?.^r?X'-^^^  in  n.yioi„....  ,,  wa, 
stamp,  from  telegram-form,  an  °Ser  L,  T'  ^°^'- 
order,,  an'  if  you  doo,  them  thin^CnrC  ""  ■"°"'^- 
forgives  ye!"  ^        °"8  ^ove'nment  never 

Mi«t,M™ie„"\'"  '1'"'°  "°  '™'"'  -*  Gove-nment, 
you  be  a,'?.:^  !L  eSr  ""  """"  '"  ^="'  ""•  "For 

u>  spite  of  her  'ezack '  methnrfc  ii  •     ^  "^^^  however, 

methods,  always  a  Uttle  worried  when 


.1 
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anything  out  of  the  ordinary  occurred,  and  she  began  to  feel 
shghtly  flustered  directly  she  «iw  Maryllia  swirTopen  her 
garden  gate.  She  had  already,  during  the  last  few  days,  been 
at  some  trouble  to  decipher  various  telegrams  which  the  Lady 
of  the  Manor  had  sent  down  by  Primmins  for  immediate 
despatch,  such  as  one  to  a  certain  Lord  Roxmouth  which  had 
run  as  follows  :-"No  time  to  reply  to  your  letter.  In  love 
with  pigs  and  poultry." 

"It  is  'pigs  and  poultry,'  ain't  it?"  she  had  asked 
anxiously  of  Primmins,  after  studying  the  message  for  a 
considerable  time  through  her  spectacles.  And  Primmins. 
gravely  studying  it  too,  had  replied  :— 
"  It  is  undoubtedly  '  pigs  and  poultry.' " 
"  And  it,s  '  in  love '  you  think  ?  "  pursued  Mrs  Tapple.  with 
perplexity  furrowing  her  brow.  ^^^ 

"It  is  certainly  'in  love '."-rejoined  Primmins.  and  the 
faintest  suggestion  of  a  wink  affected  his  left  eyelid 

Thereupon  the  telegram  was  '  sent  through '  to  Riversford  on 
Its  way  to  London  though  not  without  serious  misgivings  in 
?u      fJP    !  """**  "  '°  ^^"'^^'"  '*  '"ight  not  be  returned 
*l     *vr     Tr""?^"''  "^""'y^  *°  '^  correctness.     And  now 
when  Maryllia  herself  entered  the  office,  and  said  smilingly.' 
Good-moming!    Some  foreign  telegram-forms  please ! "    Mrs. 
lapple  felt   that  the  hour  was  come  when  he^owers  of 
intelligence  were  about  to  be  tried  to  the  utmost  Pand  she 
accordingly  began  to  experience  vague  qualms  of  uneasiness. 
Foreign  telegram-forms.  Miss  ?    Is  it  for  Ameriky  ?  " 
Oh  no  .'-only  for  Paris,"-and  while  the  old  lady  fumbled 
nervously  m  her  « official '  drawer.  Maryllia  glanced  Lnd  t^ 
little  business  establishment  with  amused  interest.     She  had  a 
keen   eye  for  small  details,  and  she  noticed  with  humorous 
appreciation  Mrs.   Tapple's  pink   sun-bonnet  hangingbesWe 
the  pla^rded  'Post   Office  Savings   Bank'  regu£s   and 
a  half  side  of  bacon  suspended  from  the  ceiling,  appa^mly 
for    'curing'  purposes,   immediately  above    the    tele^S 
apparatus.      After    a   little  delay,  L  required  paeTeHow 
•Foreign  and  Colonial'  forms  were  found,  and  Mrs    T^p,e 
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wrefully  flattened   them   out.   and   set  »h.^ 

o/hce  counter.  '^*  ^^^^'^   °"  her  narrow 

enqS.'"   ''"  '  ^"^"'   °^  ^-   -d  •••'<.  Mis,?"  she 

po:t^L«'b::a;h^^^^^^^^^^  -^ereat  the  old 

make  out  anything  at  al?  .\  ^"^'     ^'  *°"'^  b*-'  ^^^''^'^  to 

leaning  lightly  a^ins  The  ^^^^^^^^^^  JL   t,/"^"^  °f  '-bbing.'. 
bold  round  hand :  ^'^'^"'^  *~^  '^  a  clear 

"Miss  Cickly  Bourne, 
««rnm»»     '7.  I<i^K  Crcsie,  Paris. 

"Maryllia  Vancourt." 
She  pushed  this  over  to  Mm  T«r.r,i        l     . 

"Louis  Gigue, 
...    ...  "Conservatoire,  Paris. 

"  Marylua  Vancourt." 

"BuurGtul?ir„tr''''  "-sMfuIiy.as  she  finished  ie, 
can  make  iiTm?"        ""'"'">■  '"  "P'^"  f""/-    I  hope  you 

.ocMhe^l,Xa''mrhL"*  J"™:?  ^S"-™  -  «-e 
rise  to  the  occasion  '  "^  ""'^"  ^  ''"«=  '^Ton  » 

"Yes,   Miss,"  she  stammered —  ••  T n.,l«  ^- 
u.  .  that's  right-ye^a.  thelon^eX  pfl^Ir '^^  '  * 


.A-"»5| 


''r&iLt^^/  z'iifikS 


«ri\:  •/■<^"^"^^;»Pi" 
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lnugh— "  Not 
c>   the   place 


"No.    no!-    said    Maryllia,   with    a    little 

Con8ervatory-Conservatoire-/w>.,  t.   o    i    r 
where  they  study  music." 

no,e,«d  began  .„  „„™„  .C  %Tfr"  d '/.", Jl!! 

.ha.  wayr^Jh  Id-'irdZ;'  ""  •""  """'  "  "S-' 
why.hefe-s  M.  W™We„,"  h,-,^r.h:'l",h'"  f*"*- 
.all    .,hl«ic    figure  entering  M^Ta 'IT  1.'*^"'"'' 

smiled  graciouSv-"!  wan,  „  t^  "  t'  1'"^  ""'  '»'•  '•« 
.nd  r.„1.id  i,^,  rather  «""'.'"'  '  ^""*  '"'«'-. 

eyelSL^'il^'"""-'"-^''."-'  -'•"•O  'V.id.n'. 
•"  SmX'/.^  •"  °'  '°°»  -"^  Miss  V.„court."_he  «id ; 
Maryllia  nodded  and  he  walked  into  the  little  office. 

^y  I    1  haven't  torched  "he  tasJL^!„  r"""'*  ""'ff  »  *« 
and  a™  getting  quite  o«:f;::,r'M  ^I'eort" ''"'• 

mattfrh^  slow -lb„f L7 ,™'' '"  V'  "  "■"  ""»">'"'  "» 

jak.  no  .ime.t\is'"'vt:r.''''^^b^'^„'r"o'V'"'  '""""'' 
'avin'  gone  straight  off  from  he  eLt.!^"  .""""''?«= 
mtsttkes  ..  Riversford,  'twon't  be  my  SV'  ^  "^^ 

While  she  thus  r»n  on.  Walden  wa,  handling  the  telegraphic 
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•'May  I  Iwve  the  telegram?" 

"And  .h.  o.h„',„u™iflicu°-irCcMr":ef''-^''; 

Let  me  see  if  I  can  m.t,.    -  ^rencni  —he  laughed. 

read  .loud?  "  -  L^  cteue    C^  "'"'"^•"    '^""P^"  "•= 
que  Cicely pa,,el^"j.vX;:^™«7'<'''«'  P"'--    Je  d<,i„ 

flowen  wakening  .f  "he  'un  Th""""  """'^■-■"■«  •>!„« 
pron„„cia.ion  of  French  ™"rfe«'  !"""'?:,  *'«''"•"••• 
own  trained  Parisian  accent  M™  VT  .  '*'*^'  *"  "«' 
«<)  hand,  in  .  .i,„,  ^^^^^  ^^^^^^''^jf  ""  f^Pr 
everything!  /  "*  aamiration.     'Passon' knew 

"Is  it  right ?"Walden  repeated. 
Maryllia  gave  a  little  start. 

ever^'mu^*ir"  P^^^«"'    ^es-quite  rightf-thank  you 

Click-click-click-click!    The  teWr-nK.v 
work,  and  the  unofficial  opemor  tSTnt  r.lv^^'^'"' 7"  '' 
business.     Mrs.  Taonle  .1^  r      ^'^  engrossed  in  his 

less,  watching  him     Mart?^  l-P-^^ully  dumb  and  motion- 

the    Office    c'ounter'   w^d^'    ImToo^^t  ^  '^''  ^^ 
observation  of   the  well  nolc*^    K    ^  ^®    *°°^     <l"'et 

brown-grey  waving  loTk^oT^r  the  T"^'  T'  ^^^  "^ 
white  firm  muscular  Ll'^^T trkeT  thf  M  L'^ 
instrument,  and  she  was  conscious  of  Lf  ^^^^g^^PWc 
authority,  order  knowi»^„^  ^"nscious  ot  the  impression  of 
to  have  comfimo  the  H"'>  ^elfpossession  which  seemed 
created  qui^a    ne>^^'   '"      ^"^^^  T""  ^^™'  »"^  *°  ^^ve 

Plato  sat  on  his  huef  Cnl  ,^  ^  ^°''^""8    sweetpeas. 

huge  haunches  m  lion-like  dignity.  blinkiiTat 


:mk  -« 
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on  two  forepaws  with  „1.T        '''"'•  ""'' P»""°"« -io™ 

.o  de™„„s.„.e  gSti  »ra"?„r^'  r,Lrtr'"" 

giving  a  short  vein  nf  «...  T  ^  amity,— and  anon 

.  vast  yawn  and  mediutive  "ta^  '"'"""  """ 

The  monotonous  click-cHck-rUrir  ~»-*-       j 
for  a  second  then  Jnrnn  «>"t'nued,-now  stopping 

'^wiiu,  men  going  on  more  ran  dlv  a^nm  t;ii  \jr     „■ 

began  to  feel  quite  unreasonably  imS  ^Sh.'  f  ^^"^  '^ 
thing  irritating  at  last  in  the  L.^^  ?  She  found  some- 
VValden's  cranium  --iw«  tl  ^°,f  ""P'^''°"  of  the  back  of 
could  discover  «;  f^rin Tt  "Humr"'  ^'^  ^-<^^<^-he. 
under  her  breath,  she  tuld  towaST  M^s'  T'l^^'"^^^ 
grocery  department,  and  feijed  to  bf^h  k  i^^^'^'  '•""" 
ing  survey  of  pepp;rmint  S'ald  tof£  "'^^^^^^^^^ 

=:^trtt^:;:^t^  °"  ^  fer  s^.s 

the  almonds  represen^d  a  ?!        "'°^'^''  '  "oug^V  wherein 

stnngy  yeUow'SMald ^rb^rr  0''^?"'  ^  "'"^  °^ 
marked  'One  Penny  oer  ounl.  1  -5  ''"  ^'"*  P^P^^  ^"d 
•hardbake'  ^S  t?  S^ rL.  v^  '"'"^'°"  ^  ^  ^^^^'^ 
highly  glutin^s  cond  In  A  ?  ''^"^  "^^^  '''^'  ^^*«"  «  « 
which,  to  judge  by  thTd-  T  ':  '°  °^  ^'"^'^d  «PP'e« 
have  Uen'several'allf  Sa'l  ^^  T"  '**^"°"'  '""^^ 
ship  with  assort^  ^TckTes  T'tl^XT""'^''''  '^'P^'^"' 
label  was  displav^  ^!7k?!!-  i  P^'^*'  ^^^ '  ^^^^^of  the 

"That's  all  right.  Miss  Vancourt,"  he  said      "Vn,„  .  , 

I  IJdn',  like  .0  «K  mrr"'  '"""  '^"<'°" 
»•»/ 1     we  are  a  singular  nation,  and  one 
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of  our  singularities  is  that  wp  «/.«,„  »    . 

our  nearest  neighbours! "  "  '°  ''"^"  '^^  '^'K^age  of 

She  smiled  up  at  him  — anH  ,=  u-      . 
taken  aback,  as  it  were   bt^h         n  ^^""'  ""^^  ^^«  ^e  was 

innocence  of' the  grave  ia^bue  ^  "f   '^""^^^  ^"^  ^""^^ 
into  his  owiL  <lark-blue  eyes  that  shone  so  serenely 

those  seductive  'mi^L  of  ,h!  ''"^  r^l'^^  ^^^"^^  «he  veiled 

fringe    of    long  goir brl  ^  itL'?^^^^^^ 

experience  to    Hnd  a  clemvm,       u?         ^   "^^'^^    »    new 

con  practically  succeed  in  ,h.  a«  „r.'"^  •  """'""  ""'"^  "^ 
of  deraand  made  <.J"oLTrL^T"'°"'^'°"^'y'°» 
Vancourts  needs.  sGd  "J  T  '""  ^'""  •»  «'« 
preservation  of  trees  ,o  ,t  "'".'"'  ''")^W"S.  f'O™  the 
St.  Rest  can  pro^ri"      ^   ''"^   <*    '*8'a"».    <l«t 

Again  Maryllia  glanced  »f  I,,™       j 
lifted  the  corner,  of  her  ^u'h         '  "«""  "  "'"»  »"■"« 

Ta'^p":!'?'"''"  *'  '""!'-V-.he«id  abruptly-..  M„. 

"rennire/:^en"ttr'^«  ^^^^^^^^  - -^ 

Walden  glanced  TveTS^e  ^^o  7     ^  "  ">'=«''«—" 
scrawled  her  rough  figures  '^       '"'*'  ""  "^''^  '>^  "ad 

■•De:;'rXT;iLr-i!:r.^r'''"  -^  »'<'  -^-y. 

cheat  yourself  wou:d„rma,f°r  C^"""'  °'  ""'■  '"  '  '^° 
do  the  British  Governmen  toTo^  fi  ""'"*  '•''^'-b«to 
dreadful  thing  I     NowifTh,/    .       «wpence   would  be  , 

been  what  is  ^l,ed.sLt',,»telr  "t'™  """"'">»'« 
Herehehamled  the  co^t^S  ^o  M  "rP"""""'^" 
you  will  find  that  right"  Maiylla.    "I  Uunk 
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Ma^rllia  opened  her  purse  and  paid  the  amount.-wd  Mrs 

"  Luck  1»  she  exclaimed-"  That's  for  you  I    les  ,  reward 

He  laughed. 

"  Profoundly  f    It  shall  be  my  D.  S  O  ! » 

p-i'^ArhrdTe  m!."  r  lo^e^r  r  '1:?^?^  *' 

»  worthy  of  hi,  hire  ,    Now  you  caLTe'r  go  ahJum^Z 

iJHiowi    Lets  buy  some  acid  drops  1"  • 

Mrs.  Tapple  stared  and  smiled. 

"Or  pear-drops,"  continued  Maryllia,  glandng  critically  at 
the  vanous  jars  of  'svt^tif^'  ««  t  ^  o""^"'6  cmicauy  at 
Pink  ones  un  th.r.  i  ' ""  "^  *^*  '^'  old-fashioned 
p  nR  ones  up  there,-lumpy  at  one  end  and  taperine  at  the 
othen    Do  you  like  them?    Or  brandy  balls?  Thik    he 

sScfdTyru7r:f::?^^'"^'^-«^^^*^"--^ 

Walden    tried   to    look   serious,   but  could  not  succeed. 

«?[f"'Tf  ^'  ^'"  Vancourt,--  he  began. 

for  7  ^  ^^''^^  *°  *^"  "«  that  it  would  never  do 

for  a  clergyman  to  be  seen  munching  pear-drops  b  Ws  n«n 
P-.sh.  /understand!  But  clergymeT do  ever  so  mu:h 
worse  than  that  sometimes.  They  do.  really !  Two  ounces 
bLTbf:^-  '''  "^^^   ^-   ^»PP'-   P>-  '-and   oTTf 

caTj^nTh^^'*'  ^""'"'"^  °"'  °^  ^"^  'Gove'nmenf  office,  and 
came  to  the  grocery  counter  to  dispense  these  dainties. 

They  stick  to  the  jar  so."-said  Maryllia.  watching  her 
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your  finger  in  ^Mrs    Tap%  "  tfke  a  S    ^   F''''''  P"' 
skewer  or   somfethin^     fih    ti,    .  *•  °^  wood~an  old 

That's  it,.'    Ard^he%opp;dt:'e:f  rr  T  ^"  "^'^' 
mouth.     "They  are  relllv  „  °"^  ^'j^e  pear  drops  into  her 

M^anrs^so  mU^'f  i;n^enran7''r\.^'^"  ^^^"^'^ 
she  took  possession  of  the  H?M  u      ""^^''^hmg ! "    Here 

had  filled'^ithX  swe^  "te'^^^  ^'^  ^-  ^apple 
any  answers  to  my  tde^an,,  ^^^"^y^"'  M"'  Tapplef  If 
them  up  to  the  Manor  afo„:    "cTodr  ''"T»  ^'^"^  ^^"^ 

••  Good-morning,    Miss !  "   And    Mr  T  "^ 
pulled  the  door  of  her  double  estal^lfh  ^-^J^'   ^"^^^^y*"?. 

the  young  lady  pass  out  whlh  L  ^  5""'"'  ^'^"^  °P^"  *°  '^^ 
Walden  following  h«  ^^L  '^''^'  T'^  "  ^'""^  «"d  nod, 
after  his  mistr^^  N^bbif  t  JJ^^^^^^^^^  -i--"y 
so  they  aU  went  forth  fmm  !k  ^  .^  **  *^®  ^^*''  and 

up  .rL*3;z:::^Erit'  ':k^  "-^■"^  ^-^^-^ 

•top,  ^ins,  your  will?    CT  f  °  "I"'?''"''  «"  P«"- 
But  1  really  thouehe  I  »,„h?  ,   V     """''''"'  ^  '"  "-de! 

•me  you  were  working  rt^.  ,!f      ?     ° ''°''  '"'°"''  >"  "le 

Poritively  -curing' over*  ^^^1'^'=?."*^,^  ™»  'curing.'- 
Walden',  eye.Wnklrf  ^"""^ ' ''°"  '"«"  *' '  ■• 

-BuUr^ZlT'^''  "  *"'  """■"  '■"  '^'  "-."  he  said- 


I' 
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ing  sweetness  of  cottage  intriorl''  °^°""  ^  '^'  P''^'^^' 

joyp'!^^^^^^'  ^'^  ^  pretty  laugh,  silver<,ear  and 
"Fancy  your  being  so  clever  i.  t^  k      u. 

telegrams! "she  exclaimed-" Wh.?»  '  ^^^^  '°  ^^"^  »» 
Churchman  !  Don't  y^want  To\  ^.^'"P'i^hment  for  a 
you  sent?-who  the  ^Zs  !  '°  ^"?"^.^"  ^^^"^  ^he  messages 
them  ?"  ^"'°"'  ^""^  ^"d  ^hat  I  have  to  do  with 

"  Not  in  the  least  I "  answer*.,!  t^k 

•'  Ar«»  vn..  ««»    r       answered  John,  sm    ne. 

..  Are  you  not  of  a  cunous  disposition  ?  "    * 

-etingr  uXn^d^lr'^hr^^^^^^  '^"•"-•''  ^^  -cl, 
enough  to  do  to  attend  to  my  InJ^ ^'^  frankness-"!  have 

case  wars  would  be  TLlTtZ^:  '^  !^''  ^^-^^  "^^  the 
troubling  and  the  wea^  ^at  ret  t  ^^u'^'^  ^^^^  ^^°™ 
want  to  know  about  mv  two  fZ^A  J"'*  ^*^"^  ^O"  don't 
you.    Louis  Gigue  isTrelt^^^^^^^  •'''"  «°'"«  ^^  ^ell 

and  Cicely  Bourne  is  his  S.^,  ^*'''!:  °  ''"«'"g  there  is,- 

girl  with  a  marveHou  comS Vv"^'""".^  "°"'^^^"'  "«'« 
education  I  am  payingToT  I  °  IT'  ^.^°^  ^^^'"'"«  *"d 
I  have  sent  for  S-i-G°L  JL  ^''  ^'^^  '"^  ^-^^--nd 
necessary  to  give  he^  a  f^leZsT'  °"  J'  ^'  ^'^•"'^»  *' 
of  course  she  is  not  to  si„rin^bl  J^^^^  ----.  but 
is  only  fourteen  now."  '^  ^'^^  *^  ^"teen.     She 

Walden  listened  in  silenr..  tx 
companion  sideways,  and  notbir  thf^T  '°°'''"«  **  ^is 
of  the  rose  tint  in  he?Letl\^K  f  ""I"  "^^  ^"^  «°^ 
the  otherwise  brown  hairl^d  th^  r^[f '  ^''^'  °^  8°^^  '" 
rounded  figure  as  she  stepl^^all  SeT'  '?"  ^^'"'^ 
«nal  grace  and  swiftness.  ^  ''""  **^^  *»  almost 

"She  was  the  child  of  a  Cornish  labourer.- -.ent  on 
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"But  it  is  true  I  You  shall  hi  .  u^  ^'P''"''*^^  '""'P'^^' 
itisquitealittleroma^cl  1^^^^^^^^^  '"^^  fo'y  some  d^y.- 
think  her  ever  so  m^h  older  2  .  '°  ''""''  '-y^"  ^°"W 
Sometimes  she  is  Ther  b lun    and  I''  '°  ^'^^  '^^  ^'J'' 

her-but  she  is  tnie-oh  so  truef  T  '2  "''^"'^^  "^^^ 
action  for  the  world'  She  Ts  Z  7  !  T"'^"'*  ^°  *  "^^^^ 
is  perhaps  why  I  am  devoid  to  h  T^  '°  '"^''-^"^  ^hat 
great  thing  to'be  loTed  iln'tltJ ''  '^^'"^"^"^  -««  all.  it's  a 

feel':  iitufd:^;  :::rdt'ti:'v"'^"^-"^'  ^^--«  - 

animated  face.  SnT  lbs  InVl'"'*  °^  ^'^^  ^"g^t  eyes, 
to  be  the  best'of  all  t^?»"'  '^'"'  ^"^*  ^^'^''^t  ought 

''oh\rai^i;tr^;r  ^f\« -^^^^^^^^ 

a  few  steps  in  order  to  l^k  mor.  /I  '  ^^*'"'^  °" 
blossom,  which  were  sway^^„^^^^^  ''  ^^e  admired 

of  a  thick  green  hedge  J*  Why  t  m'st  h  ''''  °'''*'  *°P 
grden!  Yes.  it  isliof  cou^e  itT  th,-'""^  '"  ^°" 
May  I  come  in?"  »»  !-this  is  your  gate. 

united  to  a  still  more  ^r^SH  ■  """"^  ^"  request, 

«  Wu,,  wistfully  rnLr  ™*  "■  *""'  "•    ''"  '""'^ 

"May  I  come  in?"     e  repe„e4 
to  ;^«'-«d.  and  o,  .„ed  ti,e  gate,  standing  aside  for  her 

"O.  course  you  auyr-h.»dge„tiy._..  An,  „,„„^,. 
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CHAPTER    XIV 

NOW  it  happened  that  Sainton  »a>  «  *.. 

engaged  in  training  «,melZb,r.h-     ??    '"°'°*"' 
across  the  rectory  waUs   °„h  l!-  °  ?  „    "^''" "' ''onejrsuckle 

the  purpose,  .h7s:^^"t  e^ie^"':  ""  •"  "''<'"  "" 
Md  Miss  Vancourt  enter  th.  "^""^  "X  "eewg  'Passon' 
'ide  by  side  ac^s  Cl^  Z^!:  "'*"*"  ""*  ""^  "-'y 
hi.  head  round  .,o  conS  ZZ  ST""-  ""'  "  '«*'"« 
but  a  reality,  he  nearly'rhis-'i^rci!"'  "  ™  ""'  "  "^"^ 

^°r^^-a^rroi:'\r;tnhf "  -"4^™^.-' 

an-  he.  wot  don't  like  Me,  -L.  ^  ^  """^  '*'  ="^-». 
f"l  Uke  with  one  anotht^wef th^  W^™?  ""  '"""^•''  "^ 
fine  May  n,omin- 1  Wi^i.'^T^F^,^^  ""  °»  » 
no  sign  o'the  weatheH^n'';^*^'  "vlfd,  ""^.T  w '."•' 
won't  never  cease  irt  tn.,  h...  I.J  "'ell,  well  I  Wonders 
old  >oo,nan  danci/l  Wit'  "  "  T"  "'  *»"«h«  o'  -y 
that  Passon  Walden  wordTirw?  S'  """^  "*'«"  " 
•e«  gate  so  easy  Hke  «•  h/.  k    ^T.   ^^"""^  ^'^  *!. 

11  h?s  gettiHnt  y"  r^  a^.'S.f '■    ^'"  *""-«" 
•han  he  is,  an'  I  desi^?...       ?"  ""  "  """*  younger 

kind  like,  as "twero  Sr  fetL  "IT  "i"  "^  "o  '«" '" 
•Piritooal 'ead  o'  h"  J^Tje  .^;w*  ."'  ""'"'<'  <'<'•  ^ein' 
he's  not  the  man  to^^'-^it  „1  *'  ^"^  ""  "' '"■ 
couldn't  tell  you  wot  tTlike  H  r  "  °°"'  *"'  "•"  he 
■nore'nfen»lI_ar?Ul',^f-,  ,"^f»«»"  his  water-lilies 
es.    ah  1  an  I  beUie'd  give  ten  pound  for  a  new 
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he  again  looked  cautiolT^unTlTrr^''  ^^'^^^^•°"'' 
of  view  on  the  ladder,  .L Tw  W^l'^' l   'l^  ^*"^'«^  P^'"^ 
white  lilac  from  one  busJof  Tye^  ^    ^["'^.  °^  "  ^P'^^  °^ 
Of  the  lawn,  and  give  it  to  Mis  ^aS  '"  w  T  ^'^  ^'«^ 
do  beat  me  altogether!"  h^  ^;.!r^.  J'       ^^^"' now  that 
"If  he's  told  mefnce  he'stoM^       '*'^  ""^"'  ^'''  ^'^^^> 
won't  'ave  no  bloZ;  t^k:  tffVt  b"f '  """  ^^^^  ^^ 
An;  there  he  is  a-pickin'  of  °t  hisselH     th"'.'  °"."°  '''°""' 
which  do  make  me  feel  that  mJn  ^''  *  '''"^  "^  ^hing 

-it  do  reely  now  ! "  ^"  ''  *  P^o--  feeble-minded  lot! 

But  feeble-minded  or  nnt  t«k.,  u  j 

.h.  choice  flower,  and  "  o^'v^f  h"J ^ "r""'""  «**"«< 
»n  giving  it  to  his  fair  n^l       ■  ""^  *  ^^"^i"  pleasure 

odo1,r  Jthai'ap^retuv^^:^^^^^^  ^'"^ '""'^'^  ^^»  <^elicious 

"What  a  dear  old  house  you  have!"  .h«  m  , 
up  at  the  crossed  timbers,  prlctine  eah,  '^'^^^^^"g 
dormer  windows  set  like  eves  in  !h^  f  ^^'  *"^  ^"^'"t 
that  it  was  so  pretty  1  Anrf^h  ^  '""^"""^  ^*^  "o  idea 
»  so  very  aTt  liM^S^f"^:"  "  ^"'^^^'^  ^°-'y-  ^' 
garden  rather  than  a  man'^  *  ''°™""''  ^'^^'^  of  a 

John  smiled 

where  flowers  are  concem«i  ?/  „  ■  "P'""'-"  Especially 
•  g«den  entirely  ,TTZ^  d  °  '*'"'  *"  planning  of 
andn,a.hen,a.ic.t_he.rL  '„1T  '"  ■""**"  '<»  «iff 
way  in  ,he  leas.\„,e  bt-ta  Z'  '"''Tl"  ^'«  ""o™ 
don't  think  men  a»  ,  rule  like  to  1,7  ?°  '""Sh^d-"! 
have  their  own  way  except  a.emselvJ,"''*'"^  "  "^'«x'' 

ihe  smile    still    lingered    UnHi.. 
Walden's  mouth.        ^  """^^^    '°""^    the    corners    of 

"Possibly  you  maybe  right  "-he  said     «t    . 
you  are.     Men  are  selfish     m.,.K  '  *''"°'*  Relieve 

Nature  made  them  s^  fthrfirsT  insT°''  '"''^^  ^'^  "o^^"- 

or  education  .dtraininrarLr:-;-^::,^ 
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'^I   am    nL  u  P*"'"^  '"*^  •^^'^^^  »t  her  thoughtfully; 

I   am   not  sure    that    absolute    ur,selfishness  would   be  a 

i^se  or  strong  trait   in   the  character  of  a  man.     You  see 

K  J^r^  ^^^  ''^'*  *'^*y'  ^'^^'^'"S  politely  out  of  every- 

body else's  way.  and  allowing  himself  ti  be  hustled  on  one 
Side  m  an  unselfish  desire  to  let  others  get  to  the  front  he 
would  scarcely  be  able  to  hold  his  own'in  any  pro" 
And  all  those  dependent  upon  his  efforts  would  also  suf^T^ 
.0  that  h.s  'unsdfishness'  might  become  the  very  worsf  kin^ 
of  selfishness  .n  the  end-don't  you  think  .0  ?  » 

Marvni  wirrf^'^K?"  u"  '^^'  "^^y  '*  """ght!"  hesitated 

tJt^^         ~~?^  dearl-the  men  one  meets  in  town-the 
society  men  with  their  insufferable  airs  of  conceit  anS  con 
descens,on.-their  dullness  of  intellect,_theirprlfence X 
agan,  whiskey  and  Bridge  to  anything  else  under  the  sun 
their  mtensely  absorbed  love  of   personal  Tse    anV?K~ 

sr^te^tjvrr^^  ^"  their^oTstre^  •!:;!: 

woThoTthfL^reirr:^^^^^^^^^^^^^^  -'  '-'^  ^^^ 

"But  there  are  x.ybrid  creatures  on   both  sides," -  said 

Waden  quietly-"  Just  as  there  are  the  men  you  speak  of 

^Wt^r  "Lrorsof"^'^  "'"^  "-^-^  -^  ^-^-^'e 
She  looked  up  at  him  and  laughed. 
"Why  yes,   of  course!"  she  frankly  admitted-"!  cuess 

as  ioT  men  to  criticise  women  nowadays.  Long  ago  in  the 
lovely 'once  upon  a  time' fairy  period. 'the  habit' o'crScilm 
d^sn't  appear  to  have  developed  strongly  in  either  sex.     Th^ 

ZteT'T  t"t'"  ""'  *-der,-the  women  adoring  and 
devoted-I  thmk  it  must  have  been  perfectly  charming  to 
have  lived  then  1    It  is  all  so  different  now  t "  ^ 

"Fortunately,  it  is!"  said  John,  with  a   mirthful   sparkle 
m  his  eyes-"  I  am  sure  you  would  not  have  liked  that  W 
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upon  a  time  fairv  Derinf^ »  ^e  ..^       •.  . 

and  tender.'  but  plain  fact  con -^^^^^^^^^^  '^'^-^J-- 

rough  unwashen  tyrants  who  ».^TT  t  ^^  ^^^^  '^'^"^  ^^7 
gloomy  castles  whereTryTutllt.'^"'  "P  ^''^'^  '^^'''•^  '" 
^d  the  adoring  and  deTo  Id  laSi  '""^T  '°"'^  Penetrate,- 
shortworkofthewholety,^!  k  'L'"  '^^''  *""^'  "^ade  very 
andill-treatmnro^dse^^^^^^^^^ 

Of  their  lords  and  mast;'ThroX;Vf  ^'^^^  ^^ -<^- 
improvement  in  our  civilisation^, ?h  /  .  '^""*  P'"°°'"»  «f  ^n 
action  given  to  woment  ttrnr^.  !  r^"""  °^  ^^^"g'^^  ^"^ 
ing,  I  admit  to  a  S  ?ondne«  r  ??;  ^'^°"*"y  ^P^^^^' 
Particularly  for  olfZJZtr:.ZoTX!:ri''  "^^'  ^"^ 
my  mmd  to  the  fact  that  for  rZ    ■  ^  ''*""°'  ^^ut 

unfairly  hindered  by  men  In  .  ""  ''°'"""  ^*^«  ^een 
chance  of  developing  the  ^rel^  '''"'''  "^^  ^'°-  ^» 
they  POssess.-and  it  is  certS  T'^'l  °^  '"»«"i«ence 
their  advancement  shouW  ^'ofZ  *''  ??"^"'°"  *° 
myself,»-and  he  smiledl'^Tdare^v  T?^  ^'"^  "  '"*" 
hearts  I  like  the  type  of  woLn  ??^  ""*  '"  "^^  ^^  of 
love  best.-my  moth«  sZT^^  u"*  ^"^^"^  *°  ^^"ow  and 
--;hey  J^r^e.  bfftlsX:^;:^  -^-rian  way, 

law^in^rnee!''^'  "'  ^°^  ^  "^  -  -  ^^ey  paced  the 

sudden^^"  ^°"   "''^  *"    *'°-  hereP"  asked   Ma^lHa. 
''Yes.    Quite  alone." 
"  And  are  you  happy  ? '» 
"  I  am  content." 

'eal  true  happinij     '  '^  "'"°  ""'"""'»  "•"  one  en  feel 

yoJ^S^rbTeTu.'  '°C;^C-'-  '^T''  «™«y-"  Ali 
me,"  ^         "'  «'*^'«'  f»«  of  mine  lies  behind 


Again  she  glanced  at  him  somewhat  timidlj. 
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"Mr.  Walden"— she  bann-."T-n.  .t  -a    . 

John  caught  the  appealing  flash  of  .k.  ki 
wondered  what  she  J^  goi™  tot,     Sh'  n^"!,*^,.  '"^ 
■pray  of  lilac  he  had  given  her  .J^iv,    •"  '''°'"*  ""•  "» 
have  lost  her  self-poMefs""       '         **"  *  '"°"""'  '««■«'  "> 

because  I  don't  go  to  chJ"hL"  ^  '"^  "P"^""  "^  °» 
He  looked  at  her,  smiling  a  lillle. 

elewn.an  of  her  or,^"  k""  ^''  "^  ""  »*Mor.    The 

"king  for  subscriDtiona  t»  rti.T  j^  *""  ''"  "  •"«• 
>;«;for  her  pSTd'^Xt  "efntet^  '"""^"^ 
had  not  even  noticed  her  absma  fZ,  T-  "P'"'^ 

Sunday.  I    She  did  not  W  wheSerThi'T  !T^"  °" 

-«ngU»i;L-.-argo^-i,-^-^ 

-rin^e^^^oPof— F     - -"- 

Maryllia  gave  a  little  sigh  of  sudden  relief. 
Ah.  you  are  a  broad-minded  Churchman  1 "  she  said.     "I 
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W^den  ttopped  .bruptl,  in  h»  walk.  ^        '''"^'• 

wrong  opinion  of  me  at  .st  ?  .  /""^  ''  """  8«ll><«d  a 
your'n-iLeTllT.,:^.'  ^^'^X  "''tT"'  /' 
to  vou     Vftii  CO..  ♦!.  »  T  L       *  ***  ^y  position  dear 

'follow^d^it    buf    i         ^*'^"'  "*"*^"-     N°^  I  have  not 
a«  -^ctsVpLL^^^^^^^^^  «"<^/^  in 

would  not  force  the  hieh  tru^h.^f  r  *'''  '*"''  *™«  ' 

would  I  .tep  ou   of  12  to  "k'-"°"  °"  ""'  ^"°"'  ""' 
if  he  or  «he  did  nn/f!!^      r      *"^°"®  *°  *"«"d  <=hurch 

of  the  Gospel  vL  do  „„,  "^  .      *'"  *"  """''  "■!""'"• 
P««.n.  c«,  ancSed  in  draw"  g  .0^7,  Xu.^  T"  """"^ 

^s^f^iLTo^s^^^^^-rrriri 

may  S    iTJ  V*"'  '"''  '^'""  ""<•  »hortcon.in« 

"fill  *o,e  Z   r^r""  "'1"°"  '"  ""P""  *«  ■"inS 
with  h.  ^    ?         .   """"^  *'"'  ""  ""nmittcd  to  mv  cate 

daisies  in  the  grass.  »PP'"ed  to  be  looking  at  the 

s.Z,''°lS'XTn"'"1a.''"ir"''  "'"'°  ""  "^"'  "Ws  «the, 

modem  iough?  it, earned  ni'"  '"'"  ""''  °'  '"■*  '■*""  »' 
"ougftt,  It  seemed  necessary  to  me  to  let  you  know 


25a 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


V   f 


•t  once  and  .traightljr  that  I  am  not  with  it  -th.t  T  ^  . 
belong  to  the  modern  «:hool.  P JesTlnL  to^l  If''  "°* 
mmister,  I  try  to  be  nn-  „»  'essmg  to  be  a  ChrisJian 
know.Jbut  .Hll!  I  ii;,^'""''^  P^^^'y  »"<*  unsucceMWly  I 

J^ai' of"::::.'  '"  '^*'-    ^*~  ''-  •  «••«-  «„  her  long 

cordially.     *^"'^'**"*^     "«»«>''  »t  at  once  and  pressed  it 

"Indeed,  I  am  sure  we  shall  t"  k«  ..- 1  t. 
•mile  that  made  his  face  mnrftK         !•  "^  ^^^"^''y-  «"d  ^^e 
his  eyes  and  showed  a  ZTk  ^"  ."'"^'"""'^  *^*"^«"»«  '"  "P 

reflected  J^Z^  h^hrest^T  A^.^"^  ''^\'-'-^ 
over  Maryllia's  cheek.  «nH  ek  ?  *"*^*'^"  ^'"*h  swept 

hi.  clasr^siW  fX^  ^'"'u''  ''•'^^^'^  '^^  »»«d  from 
the  spelUt  wasZrcLL  e„r"  '  '"^  "'''"  '*^'^  '^'^''^ 

apple^lossoms  that  w^'ma^g  Jh    STf*  !,V~'*  ^^ 
with  their  floral  snow.  *  ^  *~""**  *''«"  ''hite 

EngUnd.  It  AbL, t's  Ma^L  ;  ^''  ^--"i^-Krowing  corners  In 
fin^  than  can  ^  g^her^Tn  'tL"  ZT' ^  ^'^  ^'^  "°P  » 
Kent    Did  you  know  "hat?"  """""^^  **^  «~""**  ^ 

Maryllia  laughed. 

wil^° '_ 'ndTIJlttIr  ""*'"«  ""•"  "^  '"'■'  home,  Mr. 

amend  the  error  of  my  w„  „  f„,  '    ,' ""  ^"J? '"  "^  "«» 
Bourne  co„,es  to  .ta,  m"  ^^Ae  J^  i  T    '^'"  °'="'' 

«.m.c*mor.„™i„u'i:,Tr%r,lt„':::.  '"'■'"" 
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commonplace  people  owe  ever  •"..,«  thev  enlov  in  Z   vl 
pMsible.    She  began  to  earn  her  living  at  the  ane  of  elev-.n. 

■1  wmi,     em  ihe   garden  gale  and  louiini!  lion  ft  for  . 

::•!,;'•'  zf"^'  "p « '>™  wi.h  a  f.;r„d„«7i„" 

«   .)tj,  --    We  never  know.     I  have  often  felt  that  it  i. 
^n>y  a  pretty  ,it,..  p^eant.  with   a  very  d.,;'L:i';<;:„'d' 

^U^ed  With  ^.rXidereTC'Z'lnt  ^J  'S 
de«,  appearance  wa.  in  keeping  with  the  cle^  brighTl     A 

eyes,  and  gold-brown  ha  r  of  its  wearer   it  AiA  ^«» 

itro=„v;.^--E'3';:?;^ 

arrive,^o«  „u,.  .^e'and  «e  h''eS:^::U;r  ylr" '" 
•■  L       -i^J"""  '"PP>' "  •>«  """mured. 

Cgu.  .-he  .  ..„  .0  C0.2;  over  :^  ^Z^  °^ 
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Jrrco  "V,  ^^"^  •  "-"'  P"«>n '    I  *ini  you  win  ,ik. 

lone,  for  MaryUU  "^d  L  "  T,  °l'  """""^  "*»"  *«  "' 
laugh.  ™''  '"'  ■'^^  >>^  toward,  him  with  a 

other  ude„  Se  each  pbv  helf"      ""  '"'''  "^  '"^ 
promise  no,  ,„  bore  y„?^,h  1?  '  ""  "l^""'  °"" '    ««  I 
,  She  waved  U,e  sp^yTZ^XV"^  f'!"'" 
farewell,  and  calling  her  doT  ,o  h '     -^  ""^  «""  ""^  '" 
village  road  lightly   litT,  ,?  "„''"  '"''•  P^^  down  the 
breeze,  and  „i  sl't'of  sight.  """'  "'"'"«  ""^  "^  ""^ 
Walden  closed  th-   tate  »r,„  i. 

andretumed  acros,  th.*ilwn  ^' u^^f  '      ''"'"'  '"""«»• 
favourite  apple  tree       N.?!"    ^  ,,     •"»"»""«  «at  under  his 

snuffing  th.'^  in  t^ti/t::'"'-"' J'''"«'>^"^y 
doubtless,  to  the  smaller  Lima's  1  „1 1*^"*  ""°'  "«' 
oanine  monarch  who  n^hTJ.  i    ^"i  r  "P'««nted  a  sort  of 
attentions  of  his  infcrio™   "^L    "^r"*  *'  «"•"'«'"!»« 
•f  "aining  the  vine,  acr^  thf  So  "!"*  ".""'"^  ""  ""^ 
bis  ladder,  maki.nc  as  muVhl  •."'"'"''■  descended 
adding  thereto  a  sudd«   tlT  "  "'  ""'''  "»"'  "  "d 
be  considered,   prorb1rexcT.fr""  ""«"  """*  "•"" 
instant  attenti™'    But    Sen  t in"'" '. '""'»"'>'  "d 
apparently  busy    fumbling    wUhhrta^H  '."^      "'  ™ 
waited  a  moment,  and  then  Xht.  "*"*»'"•      Bainlon 
curiosity,  seized  his  ladder  Lh^\''  ^"^^  '"  """"l  >>» 
tbe  tawn,  though  he  knew  thJ^  ^    """'y  "™«i  it  across 
to  the  .oo|.shed'„here  Ha^^L^'  "","<«  !^«  P-P"  way 
under  the  apple-tree,  he  J"_  """"«  "^'°"  to  the  sea, 

r-^oZrjr^Zt'°'"'"''  ""  ""'■  ""«»-"  •« « 
^;;Ay  mdecdl-  murmured   Walden.  absently-.. Thaf.  aU 

Bainton  paused  expectantly.    No  further  word  however  w.. 
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vouchsafed  to  him,  ^d  he  knew  by  experience  that  such 
8  lence  .mphed  his  master's  wish  to  be  left  alone.  With  an 
almost  magisterial  gravity  he  surveyed  the  Reverend  John's 
bent  head,  and  with  another  scrutinising  glance,  ascertained 
the  nature  ot  the  occupation  on  which  his  fingers  were 
engaged,  whereupon  his  face  expressed  the  liveliest  amazement. 
Shouldenng  h.s  ladder,  he  went  his  way,-and  once  out  of 
earshot  gave  vent  to  a  long  low  whistle. 

"It  do  beat  me!"  he  said,  slapping  one  corduroy-trousered 
leg  vehemently-"  It  do  beat  me  altogether-it  do  reely  now  . 
I  am  t  no  swearin'  son.  an'  bad  langwidge  ain't  my  failin',  but 
I  teel  like  takm'  a   Let,   or  sayin'  a  swear  when   I  sees  a 
sensible  man  like,  makin'  a  fool  of  hisself !     If  Passon  ain't 
gone  looney  all  on  a  suddint,  blest  if  I  knows  wofs  come  to 
im.     Taint  Miss  Vancourt.-'tain't  no  one  nor  nothink  wot 
I  knows  on.  but  I'm  blowed  if  he  worn't  sittin'  under  that  tree 
hke  a  great  gaby,  a'  fastenin'  a  mis'able  threepenny  bit  to  'is 
watch-chain!     Did  anyone  ever 'ear  the  like !     A  threepenny 
bit  with  a  -ole  m  it!    To  think  of  a  man  like  that  turnin'  to 
the  supstitions  o'  maids  an'  wcarin'  a  'oley  bit  o'  silver !    It 
do  make  rn  ;  wild !— it  do  reely  now ! " 

And  snorting  with  ineffable  disdain,  Sainton  almost  threw 
his  ladder  into  the  tool-shed,  thereby  scaring  a  couple  of  doves 
whohadfc^d  their  way  within,  and  who  now  flew  out  with 
a  whirr  of  white  wings  that  glistened  like  pearl  in  the  sunlight 
as  th'jy  spread  upwards  and  away  into  the  sky 

"  A  threepenny  bit  with  a  'ole  in  it ! "  he  repeated,  mechanic- 
ally watching  the  birds  of  peace  in  their  flight-"  An'  on  his 
watch-chain  too,  along  wi'  the  gold  cross  wot  he  alius  wears 
there,  an  which  folks  scz  was  the  last  thing  wore  by  'is  dead 
sister!  Somethm's  gone  wrong  with  'im-somethin'  musf  a' 
gone  wrong !  Ginerally  speakin'  a  'oley  bit  means  a  woman  in 
|t-but  tain't  that  way  wi'  Passon  for  sure-there's  a  deeper 
o^e  than  the  'ole  in  the  threepenny-a  'ole  wot  ain't  got  no 
bot  om  to  It  so  fur  as  I  can  see.  I'm  Just  fair  'mazed  with 
mat  ole  !~'mazed  an  moithcred  altogether,  blest  if  I  ain't ' " 
Ihe  Reverend  John,  meanwhile,  seated  under  his  canopy 
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.  into  notice  with  the  mll^nol^^v  "°'  '°'"*^  ""^"^^ 
could  not,  for  the  life  of  hm  h/^  "?  °"'  ^'''  '''''^'  He 
«ked.  the  reason  why  he^Td  hT  '"P'*'"'^'  ^^^  ^e  been 
wear  it  on  hi,  own  2son  tI  h  Tf*  '"  ^^"^  P"--tely 
it-  And  why  shouW  not"  oa^on  T'^  ^'  '*'^  '^^  '^-"^ied" 
people?  Whyshourdt^rorwl  f'^  ''j"""'  '^^  °»her 
No  objection/either  nl^;4n;  ^^.^  ^'^«'  i^hey  hked? 
r^to  such  a  course  of  ^0^^^-       '""'  '°"'*^  '"'^'^  ^ 

c^^i:'::::':^^:  r  hV^  ^">p^^  ^-^  ^is 

pocket,  and  surveyed  h,s  JTrden  !  ^ '"'"^  ^''  "^''^^'^^^ 
•mile.  Hisintervf^wit  £  v^r^^^^  "''  ^  P'^*^'^ 
pleasant  experience  by  anv  ^^^,  mTv^'^  ^^  ^'^"  ^"  """ 
when  he  had  first  s  Jn  h^r  on  th.  ^"'  ^""^  *»>^" 

und^the  boughs  of  the  threat  nd^Fi:!"^^^^^^ 
could  now,  as  he  thought,  eaure  her  1  ^*'''''^'-     "e 

correctly,  with  all  the  wonderful  !L  """'"^ '"^  ^^'"P^'-ament 
tradicted  logic  of  a  ma7  1^^^"'^'""?' *"^  not-to-be-con- 
her  charm  ^she  was  gracefu,  InTshf '"'"^  ^^«  ''"- 

-she  was  bright  and  S HgenHn   h!  ""''  T''  °^  ^''  ««ce ; 

won,en.-she  evidently  Ssseda  kind  k""'  '^""^^^^ '  "^^  ^^ 
thoughtful  of  other  I^opIerfedin,^"\^T'  ""^  '^"  '^"^^^^ 
and  a  delightfully  mScal  ^u!" '^f^'^^^^  J^^  *  -^^t  voice 
a".    It  was  not  much.  stricUy  fn;^L^""^T^^*^  ''^'  ^^^t 
considerably  interested  in  weiS  ^h '~"^'' ''^  ^°""^ ''''"^'^ 
nature,  and  wondering  how  she  h^5         ^'°'  *""*  ''°"»  of  her 
worldly  and  social  su^oundi  g   to  whrhTl  ^d  T'"' '"  '""^ 
accustomed,  the  child-like  impulsiven^s  of  k      ^^'"  ''^  '^"« 
the  simple  frankness  of  her  speech  '"*""^''  *"^ 

witl^to^Tofl-I^Ltmlr^  ^^«--^'  ^'^-^H 

"One  can  never  telP  It^H  "  V^^  ^^^^  suggestion! 
be  worth  her  while  o  ac  HL  r"  .k  ^  ^"^  '^  ^'^"'^  hardly 
'ike  myself.  I  thin^  s  ^e^i^r^lt^  1  h^"'^  °'^"  °''  ^°«^^ 
'    ^-  bel..e  She  is.  t.  r ;:ves\^-,roth^^^^ 
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course  '  the  trend  of  modem  thought '  has  tou-rhed  her.  The 
cruellest  among  the  countless  cruel  deeds  of  latter-day  athei'm 
.s  to  murder  the  Christ  in  women.  For,  as  woman's  purity 
first  brought  the  Divine  Master  into  the  world,  so  must 
woman  spunty  still  keep  Him  here  with  us.-else  we  men  are 
lost-lost  through  the  sms,  not  only  of  our  fathers,  but  chiefly 
of  our  mothers  ! "  ^'"cuy 

nf  I'^lT*'  *''^"';i?  ^^"^"'^  •'^^^•"^^  «  P^o-^Pt  reply  to  one 
of  the  telegrams  which   VValden   had  sent  off  for  her  in  the 

hSTu^*  ^  I  '~*  "'^'"'^^  '^'^^^  ^"-  Tapple  had  no 
d^culty  m  decphenng.  and  which  she  sent  up  to  the  Manor, 
post  haste,  as  soon  as  it  arrived.  The  telegraph-boy  who 
conveyed  It.  got  sixpence  for  himself  as  a  reward  for  the  extm 
speed  he  had  put  on  in  running  all  the  way  from  the  village  to 
the  house,  thereby  outstripping  the  postman,  who  being  rSund 
m  figure  was  somewhat  heavily  labouring  up  in  the  same 
direction  with  the  last  delivery  of  letters  fc,  the  day.  Mis* 
Vancourts  correspondents  were  generally  very  numerous,- 
but  on  this  occasion  there  was  only  one  letter  for  her -one. 
neatly  addressed    with  a  small  finely  engraved  crest  'oTthe 

Z.  l^^T"^''^-  ^"'^"•*  ''"^^y^  »hat  envelope  and 
crest  with  d,sfavour,-,he  had  seen  too  many  of  the  sarnVkiTd 
The  smile  that  brightened  her  face  when  she  read  Cice^s 
^legram.  faded  altogether  into  an  expression  of  cold  wearing 
as  with  a  small  s,  ver  paper-knife  she  slowly  slit  the  closed 
edges  of  the  unwelcome  missive  and  glanced  indifferently  at 
Its  contents.     It  ran  as  follows :  ""'crcnuy  at 

"Mv  DEAR  Miss  Marvllia,-!  feel  sure  you  do  not 
realise  the  great  pain  you  are  inflicting  on  your  aunt,  as  well 
as  on  myself,  by  declining  to  answer  our  letters  except  by 
elegram.  Pray  remember  that  we  are  quite  in  the  dark  as  to 
the  sta  e  of  your  health,  your  surroundings  and  your  general 
well-being.  Your  sudden  departure  from  town'was.Tyou 
u'lll  permrt  me  to  say  so,  a  most  unwise  impulse,  causing  as  it 
has  done,  the  greatest  perplexity  in  your  own  social  circte  and 
»7 
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among  your  hosts  of  friends      T  h.      ^ 

•nattera  over,  by  assuring  all  ennuirl^  T  ""^  ^' '°  ""^^th 
your  country  estate   reo^ufred  your  1         f'"''"  """"^^^  "" 
rumour,  as  you  know,  has  many  tLr'^"! '  .^"P^-^'^'O".  but 
to  be  easily  silenced      Yo"  "um^    '  ""^''^  "'^  "°^  "J^^'X 
d^turbed  to  receive  from  you  a  J''  r"^"'*^  ''"'P"^*^^  -"^ 
without  any  word  from  yourself     Sh    K        P?'°^''''  ^^^'^ers, 
the  gift  kindly,  but  was  not    he  ^L       "?  ^°"^^  ^^^  '"^^t 
strange ?-let  n,e  say  eccentric?  TH"'  °'  *^'^'"«  '^^'^^'^hat 
to  point  out  to  you  that  nZu-  ""^  ^^^  *'"  a"ow  me 

in  good  society  than  t  atta  ^a^'  ""^  '^^^'  ^°  ^  -m^ 
eccentridty.  I  may  take  thTlL^  Z"*" -^^  ^^P"'^^'°"  ^r 
an  old  friend,  and  L  one  who^M"""'  ''''  '°  ^^  « 
dear  expectation,  despite  much  dtrn  P^'^^'^^^ntly  to  the 

soon  to  call  you  by  a  closeTna  J  ^  ■'^'"'""''  ""^  •^^'"g  able 
The  disagreement'  between  youV  a'"  r'"/""'^^'P  '"°-s. 
surely  be  a  matter  of  slight  duraLn  ^"""^'^  «»^°"W 

ease  to  warrant  your  fash  dTc  ^l  "  ^^  '"'^"''"'  '"  *"^ 
protection  and  kindly  guardfanrp  JhVh  ^ '"  "k^"'"  ^'^ 
has  exercised  over  you  for  so   Z  '^'  ''"  ^"^  Part, 

strongly  impress  upon  your  mL  2  T?'  '  ^^""°^  »°o 
absence  from  her  is  hkely  to  hTe  on  ''   '^'''  ^"^   '°"« 

and  though  OS  yet  you  have  onlir  T'  ^°''''°"  '"  ^^^'ety! 
people  are  talking  and  w^no  dn  ^  °"'  '*^'^  ^'^^^'^  auay 
find  your  old  home  an  agreeable  .  """'T  ^°  ^^'^-  ^^  you 
allow  your  aunt  to  join  jo^  he t  |hT  ^  ^°""  "^*^'  P^ 
wuh  pleasure.  She  misses  you  ierv  I'm  ''^  '"'  ^  ^"^  ^"-. 
beheve  that  you  would   wilfX  ^ufT^'  '"^  ^  ^"'  "^^e 

may  not,  I  know,  express  my  Lnrelin!:  "'f^"   ^^°"^'- 
I  should  probably  only  incur  v^  ^    °"  '^^  subject,  ^s 

si-ply  as  an  honest  man  4"  111^"  °^  "'^P'---.  but 
I  ask  you  quietly  to  consider  to  wht 'mi  "°^''"^  '"^  «-^' 
calumny  you  voluntarily  expose  your 'ir'P'"'''"'"''^"  ^"^ 
•t  were,  from  a  rightful  and  Effect  1  ^^  '"""'"«  ^^^^y-  as 
mother  like  your  good  aun'  nSalur^"  '^"'  ^^-"<^ 
without  any  one  of  your  mm^H  ^^  ,  °"^  '"  '^^^  country 
caUing  distance.      Is'therca   nt       ''''''  °'  '""^"^^  «'th.^ 

there  a   more  compromising  or  more 
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clubs,  and  the  perennial  ink*,  nfl     ^^^'«"ehlng.stock  of  the 
I..C  perennial  joke  of  the  com  c  ores*     Pm.,  j 

place  yourself  in  the  same  category  wkh  ?h '"  /  ^   ,°  "°' 
unlovely  of  your  sex  hut  r..,«o^     ^.  ^"®  despised  and 

placed  ;„.  "and  ";:-«t"„r:,:ri;d   mt  *'■"'  ''""'« 
•ecuro  acknowledcm-n,  fe^m  .u    ,        '.""'"'«"'«  ««"  best 

Entreating  yo„rlfr„,Xt,dor''„r  ^"'  T""'"- 
which   may   unloSil.  cha^rj^  ^  ""'  '"  ""''  I'-"" 

Mi»  M„, v^::^  ^JrrurSoi  '■"'  "^ "'" 

**  ROXMOUTH." 

pu;'rTe:e^Sc2^!;^.:;„lfJ'''!;'«"' •'•''''«,  a,  sh. 

realise  that  my  intelli.^ence  rTv  h.  ^  T^'  ^PP^'  ^<» 
enable  me  to  see  t  ou"h  hTm^  .  T'^  *  ^"*'"y  ^'  ^ 
'independent  and  de  enclss  fe^^^^^  ^"^  »°  'he 

the  clubs,  is  she?    "S   I  d.r         K'''^"'""8hing-stockof 

There's  nothinrbraver  L  ^t^^      "  T''  ''''''  ^^-^' 
laugh  at  the  defenceless 'wriwh  t'''  ''"''^  ^^an  to 

world  alone  and  e^at^hrZ  tli:::^^"  ^^^'^ 
loveless  marriages!    The  aualntP.f  11!!    r   u    .       ^"'^'  '"'» 

.bou.  A„„.  eX  zzztlttjl  :  .r„k"': "  "■''■" 

id.01  ,f  he  dreams  that  I  «ould  accept^uch  11?^       T'^"" 

-a«  'surprised  and  disturbed  ■  r«ce,vl  .hiT" '''?' '''° 
cocks'  feathers      A„n*  ir     i  receiving  the  box  of  pea- 

.urbed':  ay'hing  n  herTI  T  """/^-Tri""'  or  .^. 
Fred  died,  shl  ^S  h  'td  ChiStor"  "^'r  ""^' 
■ninutes.  and  then  sat  down  at  her  desk  t.T  '"  "'* 
for  mourning.     And  »hen  I  In^t  °    ""  ""^  o"*"' 

Roxmouth.  she  onrsmitd  '  rf*?',!  ""'  """'*  ">  •■"  "bou, 

Then  .he.;  ,  said  VhTde^rtrd  r  CrraCr- 
and  go  bad.  to  my  own  home  to  Uve.  sh.  Zl  iT^.t':^. 
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benembyherd<^th     ThLL^.??'  «  "«d  no  wish  to 
days,  and  I  camraway'^.f „t "'  'f'  *°  "*  ^°'  »«-«"I 
And  here  I  am.-rd  L'e  1  Lr?"*  *'''^^'"«  »»««ood-bye. 
She  laughed  a  ^tle  InH  °  '""^ ' " 

too  wil,  become  a'aught^^fo^^  of  the  hT     "^^'~' 
/may  attain  the  distinrtion  of  kTj^  clubs ;~and  even 

the  comic  press' I  imLL^J  "'T^  "  *  'M«  by 
female.'  and  see  how  rl^on  ,  l  ^^"^'"*  *"^  ^^'^^^'^^^'^'^ 
defenceless  than  have  Rolcmouth  as"  Z  T  ''^  ^*^^^^  ^ 
not  be  alone  here,  now  that  Ocl!!  '"^^''    ^"^  '  »ball 

two  men  friends  in  the  4Se' a.T"^',  B«ides.  I  have 
rmsureofone.-oldJoli!Sr;:  ^^"^  ^  '^""^  '  ^'^vel 
on  her  n?s.^sl..sX^^''^Z:  ?'^^-"«%ered 
shadowed   by  the  evening  dusk    and  ''''".*"^  ^^"•»<=«' 

perfume  of  the  rising  dew^  ^td^  ZT  "''^  '^'^  ^^^ 
turn  out  as  agreeablf  as  he  seemed  ^k'''T'^  ^*  *'^°"W 
is  a  tower  of  strength  so  far  !!?     *»»«  "lorning.-why.  he 
What  better  protec^n  l^ln^illZ'T'''  ''  ^^^^^^^^^^ 
female'  have  than  the  ZZ  TT^^uTY'''^''''^ 
him  for  a  character,  ask  him  for  a  Jf     ^     J    I  can  go  to 
my  troubles  upon  him  as  "pj^a  ;:^^^\"„^'i'r  k"^''  *"^ 
for  me  as  an  honest  and  weHin.^nl-     '/      "^^  ^"^  *n»wer 
believe  he  would  'sp^ak  Z'TT^'^u^'"''''''''' '    ^nd  I 
yes.  my  Lord  RoxmS^th  !-^i  ^he'' h"  "^^^^  ''''''  '^Y'- 
I'm  certain  he  would  speak  straflj;''""'^^  ^' ^«  ^'<1» 
small  poisonous  lies  round  thTco^l  T*^  J'^'  "'^'^P*'  »  few 
here  the  train  of  her  reflection.       T '     ^°'"  '  ^^ink  "-and 
and  her  lordly  ^cZr^^Z^^^^^^  ^"  -t 

"  a  good  man !  I  was  not  quS  ,„«  T!  ^'^^  ^'-  ^*'den 
n^et  him.-I  thought  h"s  eyes  seemed^^"'  bi",  when  I  fi„t 
parsons'  eyes  are  libut  I  looki  w!lT  .  ^\^^'^"«.-»o  many 
they're  not  the  usual  eyes  X' pa^^^  T^Z  ^^'^^'-^^ 
eyes  of  a  British  sailor  who  has  wa^heS  r-^T  ^^'^  J"'*  '^^ 
-and  such  eyes  are  always  tZ  r  ^^  «^  *11  hi,  life, 


r^ 


CHAPTER  XV 

QN  the  following   Monday  afternoon  Cicely  Bourne   tn 
Derson       H.,  t„        J,  ^  ""■"  ""  odd-looking  you„„ 

.  rich  «ve„  blirk  w«  „W  1,  '  P<^"°™' '•nity.-her  hair,  of 
house  to  responsive  eaietv     nnH  ,     ,.       *^^  ^"'^'^"^ 
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«  least.  I  told  them  «  m^esui  ^f  J  ^^  VT^'  °^  '"^^^e. 
were  too  vastily  exposed,  but  th^^J  Th",  ^*  "'J'  ^n^le. 
wai  only  a  day-boarder  "  ^  "  '^'**"  ^  »»«er,  as  I 

"WoVdTouh:ve;'^^:^^^,t^^^^^^  i^-she  «.ld- 

dear  ?  "  ^'^'^"^^^  ^°  '"^e  .n  the  Convent  altogether, 

"Grand  merci  I"  and  Cicniw  «„^ 
"  Not  I !    I  should  not  have  LT  k  .?"  '"P"""'"^^  «"''"«<^ 
Gigue,  and  I  should  neve;  hav    ^^^  "'"'*">' '«'''°"''  ^on, 
without  the  Mhr^Sur^ZLT-  '°  ''"*"  *°  5^°" 

why  none  of  the  giris^e  Xl^^^^^^^^^  "'^.  '^«<^"-    That's 

all  their  letters  a?e  ungumled  ovlr  T  *^"''"«-^«-.  because 
read  before  going  to  Zt  n  .  ^''"  °^  ^'^^  ^^^^er  and 
njada-s  Inquifitio'n  w^Sing  fotrV'^''^^'  ^°'^- 
the  M&re  Sup^rieure  that  Z  hJ  ,.  /r'"*""^  '  ^'"^  ^°  »«" 
«houId  be  away  all  summer  ck  .  ?  ^°'  '^^'  «"d  that  I 
but  she  got  nothing  out  o7me  L  o^^'^  ^T'  °^  ^""^'°"«. 
%  But  that  doL't'  matTe^;  Joes  i^""  ^'^  "^^*  »«  ^«- 

aunt  hL  llVwh^rtrd^wir^^^^^^^  decisively,^.My 
I  am  my  own  mistress."  "^  "^  "^'^^  "«'  ^  with  her. 

ne:e^l\o':TolW~r^^^^     ^-'-^  ^-'^-'I 
thmg  that  ever  fell  out  of  h'  "^  J"''  *^^  ''weetest 
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Tudor  houte  of  her  ancestors,-"  i  wi,h   T  h«^ 

taken  away  from  it !    The  norL  I  L     7  •      .      "*'''^'  ''^^n 

1  ought  not  to  have  left  it  s^bng  "  "'  ^'  ""^^^  ^  ^«^ 

eyes^r,!^;;^-:^^^^^^^^  ::^^^->-^  '^-^^eat 
arm  round  her  friendVwLT  "u  '^'  '^'^^^  ^  ^^'««'ng 
for  asking  me  to  col  a^dX  .""iT'"'  '  ^"^  ^^  ^- 
am  only  «  poor  little  peasant -tith  a  J  Tr"'"'  "^'"  ^"'  ' 
Maryllia  kissed  her^ffSnatelH;  "'''" 

higherTuATmJcy'^'wh^^^^^  '^^  -'^-"  There  is  no 

"Gigue  is  satisfied.  I  tLnr  Bri7  °'^°"  "°'^^" 
says  I'm  too  precocious      Hm  "'  '"^"^  ^"°^-     He 

I'-  a  girl.  I?,  ZZ'^^-lri^T  "  ^"°'"^"'«  ^^°- 
am.-and  I  know  it's  horrid-but  T  "T'/^'  ^  ''"°^  ' 
the  piano?"  '  "°"^''^~t>ut  I  can't  help  it !    Where's 

she  pointed  ,o  11^,  Itol^Tr  ''•  '"'"■'  '"'»  "■""  ""I 
near  ,he  window-"^  ILn'  T?-l°rP''"«  '  ■«-> 
period »  "  "P'™'  »f  ChariM  the  Second'. 

sw;e!^:tn^t'w;„ttst;i„?rr  "'-'''''■'"•' "<''•■•"« 

Opening  the  painted   Hd  wifk  »k 
oare.  she  passed  L  hanJ^iX/tf^r  ^^^  «-- 
yellow  ivory  keys  and  e,„l-,i     f  •    ?     "'  *''"«»  «°n>  and 

ghost  Of  the  pas"  l;  ngt  sll'^o  r?'"  ™k"'  "'  """'  "'"* 

-vrss-reHr^^' --'^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

"'very  solTssl;  to  ^^'LT'  "^'"'  ^'^"''  --^  °'  '-h 
floated  upward  on  theTnce      m'""^™"""'  *""  ''""■^ 

-d  listened  With  a  q„icr,:r„i„!'i'i:iL"  =="«'« ""  ''.s:^ 

6  ix-^i,~»ne  knew  that  the 
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voice  of  thii  child  whom  «he  had  rescued  fmm.i.r-    e    • 
WM  a  world'!  marvel  ^"  *  ''^*  °^  '"••«nr, 

"U  douce  priatempt  fait  nattre,- 
Autant  d'amoun.  que  de  fleurs  j 

D*i  qu  ,1  commence  k  paraJtre 
11  faut  ceuer  let  froideun.* 

"Mais  ce  qu'il  »  de  douceurs 

Vouscoflteracherpeut-«trel 
Tremblej,  tremble*,  jeunes  cceurs, 

Autanf  H  °"*''  Printemps  fait  naftre, 
Autant  d  amours  que  de  fleursl" 

into««cho4dUtI^^"'^  'Mhm^lly  o„..ard,  .nw.^  ^ 

Sh.^  „d  look«l «  M«ylli,_a,e„  smiled 
_  I  see  you  «e  plea«d,»-_ri„,  ^id 

■r^^:^-^  .?r>  J  ^„::>!r  -^^  -  -  ^™ 

Cicely  looked  quaintly  meditative, 
weu,  I  don't  know  about  that!     Vn.,  —     »u 
been   several    millions   of  foSc.   C   i^^o   T  '^Z  *^"* 
there  may  have  been  just  .«  natumUv  ^tJ.    •  ''°'''^  *"** 
Jhemr.    She  laughed.^  and  Jcr'^rrTonT;  :^n7 

I    have'imTrored-rutr^^^VnerL^^^^^^     ^'^"^  "^' 
know     H«  k-     c   I -^^  "^^^^"^  *"*"»"  much,  as  vou 

ewy.    Z  jr  J.,""  2    '•'  "  «"»«i««»-i<  come,  so 
Smel,r  ""i"^!™-  """'»  '^«"6  when  yoa 

- 1  .„y.  fo^;.  L%r^-'T?e:ri^re,r.: 
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of  her  forinl"  H..  k-T.  compleiion,  and  the  grace 

M.r.?r  ..  •  •*'"  '°  '^  y^  '"  ">'•  idyllic  relr^t?" 

I  wf ::^« ,  ™'p„xt !;« ^  7i-  •  "•""""•  °«"  • 

And  he  know,  it  -Tl!.  k  JL"*'  "^  '"'"  ™«  ""d  f"'  «"• 

nf  rjf'T'^""*  ^""^  «U  over ! "  she  Mid-"  How  tired  I  .m 

And  why?    Stap>,  been*  S^'^Ur.  I^t  "sSTwr H 
Itke  to  «y  ,0  .11  her  .cqu«nUnce.-'  M,  M^L  .  n  I     . 

•crantble.  fight  and  die'T ' T:t", "^'^r  T^dZe'r  '" 
Who  wouldn  t  sacrifice  such  vague  matters  as  heart. 


W-^W"^ 
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life  and  soul  for  the  irinrtr  ^r  u  • 

obsequious  footn^en.'Mv  unc""'  """''  '  ^°"^  ^^-^-'  by 
-esettingyourselfinrank  TerTcT"""^  •  ^'''''''' ''  ^°' 
ventionalities  of  society,  and  loTlu  TTT  '°  '^'  '^^^ 
minds  hate  you  for  it!"  ^"  *^^  ^"tle  conventional 

"  It  doesn't  matter  if  thVv  H«  »     •  •     , 
never  been  loved  W  1 U'  'sTTk' '''^^"'^--'' ^  ^^ve 
being  hated."  ^  ^^^^"'^  death,-so  I  don't  mind 

•      youLtneveVLrnloS-'^^^  ""'  '"''^  ardour-" Don't  say 

I  was  thinking  of  men.  Th'  ^i  fd'J"l~"  ^°^«'^^ '"^ ' 
with  me.-many  of  them  have  wanTedlr''^  ""'  '"^  «^^^^^ 
to  get  hold  of  Aunt  Emily's  fornetifh  ""''^  T'  '"  °^^^^ 
f^^^  We  ever  loved  ml     C^^rC"  elTTtttT  ^^ 

•'B^ut^tir^^^s^g::::^--^ 

may  possibly  get  your  wish    but  T  .     T  '"  '"^  ^"  '     ^ou 
myself  :■„  future  as  a  'p  ^'a  donn.  f'  "^^  ^^"^'   ^  ^^^ 

several  painted  and  paddTwld'^f  ^.'  ^'^P^'  ^^^ 
love  to  me  in  opera  till  I  get  JZ,^^  /  T  "^'''"S  sham 
and  cry  out  for  something  e^K^  °^  "'''''■''  ^"^  «^'''-^. 
quf  positive  that  lovt-'love  3uc^^  °'  ^  *^'^"^^-'  ^  -- 
and  romance,  doesn't  r4lly  el  "  AnnT/'''^  °'  '"  P^^^^^ 
opinion-which  is,  that  the  nennU  u  ^''^  ^"°'^^^  ^^^ed 
have  never  felt  it.     One  1^4^™  ^If  '""^.  ^'^^  " 

Marylha  looked  at  her  in  a  little  wonder 

often  echo  dgue ! "'  °"'  °^  ^'^""'^  ^^^'"g^'  though  I  know  I 
She  went  to  the  window     «Rn«,  i      , 
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it  riLTherrd"r°"Tt7" <>  '"^y  wri-e  bes.  a^ 
than  it  is.  Bu^  after  all  Thf  ?  "  """"  ^  """h  •««" 
Look  at  the  sky,  h^  dea  '  i,  °  f  T"*""  ""'"8'  8°  ""'oved. 
other  sk,  .hat  l'.  Z^Z'  Vi^T  ''  I  '"''='  ''^  ""' 
in  .ts  splendour.-I  wonder  if  anv  „,h  ?  "'''^'  ""  ^'°« 

are  so  many  lonely  things   „Z  '™  '°«^^  "?    There 

■»e  that  the  loneliest  ^^^11*?,""^ '    ^""^  "  '^'"^  '» 
fa  only  stupid  ephemera  tlat  at  t  ""  ^''"'"^'-    " 

along  in  masses,-n,ites  sZm  ..^^T""-  ^^°™^  "»»' 
crowds  on  iam-and  b"  1!"^;,:  sfulT-"'?  ^''^  '" 
'ogether  within  the  walls  of  a  citv  Vd  1,k  "l^^^''^  "P  all 
a  sparrow.-a  star  than  one  of  a  ,h„  f'.^  '"  "^S'e  than 
and  as  a  mere  woman,  I  Tuld  ra.her "^1:"'^  ^■'"*'- 
a;o,.u^  life  hy  myself  till  I  die.tXrSt:rri::S 

.he;'r:^;L:s;rc;7i"%*';'^''V'°"''  ^^  p- 

•alk  very  oddly  sometim:  I^e'ry  m^crL'Tr'  °^='^'  '■"■ 
age,  I  mean?"  ^  "^"^^  '"  advance  of  your 

surprise  and  penitetcS^l'didn'!  T^'''''^  "  "'"S^'^g  °f 
really  can't  help  it  Maryllia  -I  J        ""  '''     ^"*  ^  ^"PP°«e  I 
and  miserable 'children^";       aZy   Te  ^'f'^ '''''- 
younger  as  I  grow  older!    IL  Zst  ;e/  l'^\'  ^^all  get 
years  old  I  was  scrubbing  floor    Hke!^^'  '^'' "'  "'""^" 
Convent  for  two  centimes  an  hour      I  "7  ?'T"'"  '"  ^'^^ 
wisdom  that  way  by  listening  to  the  talf  oflh'   "'  °'  "°'^''>' 
quite  as  spiteful  and  scandalous  IT!   \     ^^  """''  ^^ich  is 
side  'wicked  '  society     Then  T      .  ^^'^'"^  °""  ^^^«  i"  out- 
set with  Gigue.  who  picked   i'      T  '^'  ^"^^'^^  Latin 
singing  in  the  stree,°-and llt^.lth  ^   ^'''"^'  ^^  ^^^^^^  "^e 
haven't  been  toys  and  bonbo^'    I't  "^  fT"^"^-  «^  "^ 
I'm  sure  I  feel  old ' "  '  ''""^  ^  ^'^''^'^  '  old  '-and 

-d  seems  to  rush  into'  "^lit  ^^1^7^,-^,^ 
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throbs  in  my  throat !    I  feel  as  if  I  could  reach  heaven  with 
Tuld  Ut tent^^  ''-'  '  ''-''  ^^"^  '^  ^^  «^-^  ^  He 

was^'tlTforlT'^'''  P^^^^°"'--the  plainness  of  her  feature. 
wa5  transformed  mto  momentary  beauty.     Maryllia  was  silent 
She  knew  that  the  aspirations  of  genius  pent  up  in  this  e Se 
gu^^  were  almost  too  strong  for  her.  and  that  the  ve.^  ex^ 
abihty  and  sensitiveness  of  her  nature  were  such  asTo  n^ 

lactfully  she  changed  the  conversation  to  ordinary  subjects 
and  ma  httle  while  Cicely  had  learned  all  t  J  MaS 
herself  knew  about  the  village  of  St.  Rest  and  its  inhabftS 
She  was  considerably  interested  in  the  story  of  the  r^c^e 

^x  etv    IZ  iTi  ^"''^'''  ""^  ^"^^^  ^'^^^  ^  touch  of 
^lety.  what  had   become  of  the  dismissed  agent,  Oliver 

_  ;;0h,  he  is  still  in  the  neighbourhood,"-said  Maryllia 
md,fferently-«'  He  works  for  Sir  Morton  Pi^pitt.  and  Sve 
has  found  a  home  at  Badsworth.  His  accounls  are  no  yS 
aU  handed  m  to  my  solicitors.  But  I  have  a  new  Lint 
now.-a  Mr.  Stanways-he  is  just  married  to  quite  aT. 
young  woman, -and  he  has  already  begun  lork.  Mr 
Ways  has  splendid  recommendations-sl  that  will  be  aS 

it  win\f°an'7.h^'"  ""  "^''^^^^^y'  ^^'"^elf  is  concerned 
u  will  be  all  right, '-rejoined  Cicely,  musingly-"  But  if  as 

thmk  he  is  hanging  around  here." 

easilf^.'S''  .^^"g'"g/°""d  anywhere,"-declared  Maryllia, 

certainly,-but  he  was  m  a  temper,-and  I  should  sav  that 
curses  come  naturally  to  him.  But,  as  the  cle"Lan  wi 
present  Pt  the  time,  the  curse  couldn't  take  any  ef  cT"    Ihe 

K"  ""^^^  '"°"  '^^^"  ^'^^y^  --  -'y  ^om  the 
Cic'elJ!^°  ''  '^^   clergyman,  and  what  is  he  like?"  asked 
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Ies'ly"!!"RTL''  ";!^^'^«g[^^-^'«  -answered  Maryllia,  care- 

own  expense,  and  according  to  the  earlv  nl     ?  3  ^'' 

Bue  you  don't  go  to  it,"  observed  Cicelj-  sugsestivelv 
ct„'n,::Lesr"  ""'  "'"""  °-    That  wm  '^^pen^.-'J 

.ho'ughtMr'''   ""'   '"""'"  "'"''  -™"°"^-"  -"    Cicely, 
Maryllia  laughed. 
"  Ves,  I  always  did  ! " 
;;  And  you  always  will,  I  suppose  ?  " 

neighbou.     Buthe.sV;obad':ros^o  CL?i'  "-"-' 

n-ouk^ir/ctiy"  "^.t  .r "  r  *-  j-'"  «<"■■ 

distinguished  nobteman  has' spread  ?h„?^""'  '"='  '^'S'"' 
-  ■pecuhar..  si„p,yUruJyo^  ^  n't' I'lMr  C 

■P^u„ar,.i  ;   ^ad^r^^^sStthCr"  "  *'  ^^ 

;^.^"::do;:r;:r;,rri^-^^^^^^^ 

Ro^outh.  ^  he  ca„notX":t  J"  Jd^  rVfa' 
"1   ereaTthTwranTc"'  r'"l"'^''  °™  "^-i- 

i"»Mo%oresta.rjol'a^l-~oti'7L- 
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Maryllia?"  *     'dressed'    county, 

Maryllia  gave  vent  to  a  peal  of  laughter. 

/  t'v.iouii  1  nave  seen,  who  poses  as  a  'rrtnn*., » i  j 
elderly  spinster    named    Tabiiha   PiruUt    nl^      l^' ''  ^" 
Sir   Morton   Pippitt    who   is   nnnf  ^  ^    '       ^  '^''"^'''^^  °f 
therefore,  not  act'   Hy  in  th     .coumT' t  T^M-'^'  .^"'' 
was  certainly  not  'oressed  'she  ZT^     f  ^"'  ^^^'''^^ 

"Thnf'c  ik         "'^'-ssed,  she  was  merely  covered." 

#rH..ii  •  1.    -1^  g^nerpily,  Cicely.     Country  life 

ts  dull,— especially  m  England'  "  v^v^umry  me 

Cicely  laughed  too,  and  shrugged  her  shoulders  expressivelv 

accord,  instead  of  .h^h 'h"^.C^:d  g  d'.^C 
had  'renounced  the  devil  and  all  his  warU  ,h,  1 

^  or  .his  .icked  „o.ld  and  "!^ .ITlt:^ SZt 

Within  a  vety  few  days  St  Rest  became  aware  of  Cicely's 
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pa.  him  vigoroU  on  .r^k  ^o  111    v'  ""'""  ""''  '" 
breath-she  cut  jote  „i,h  M  '    t  v  '"  """"""  •"» 

Choir  at  practice   by  suddenly  flitting  into  th.  2     It 
asking  Miss  Eden,  the  schooListresf,  to  al  o^  he"To  n. 
the  organ  accompaniment,  and  on  Miss  Fh!1'  P'""^ 

this  proposition,  she  plaved  in  Zu       r   i       '  ^0"s«"ting  to 

calm.„g  the  passion  of  the  music  dowi  she  .-^^^  "u 
gentlest  courtesy  to  Miss  Eden,  and  askTd  'nlT^  *'* 
children  going  to  si„g?._„her ^Ittag  tJd  iTT  "^ 
a  hymn  called   •  The  Lord  i.  ^%u    ,     7,      ™'  "  "»' 

sweetly  entreated  them  .0  Wit :Lh:f'th^;'''^  ^?  ''-^ 
could  refuse.  And  she  led  .her^^wurjolorc  ''"'':; 
patience,  g  vine  to  the  verv  «;mr,i^  I  wondrous  care  and 

pathos  s„?h  af  .heXrieJXrSe^^t'rhT 
unconsciously  absorbed  into  their  o«-  jf '°™' J"' ""'ch  they 
up  their  youthful  voices  in  tlL?  ^Z"''  "  "^^  """' 

""'^^taterm^r;;''.; ',:;'•''" "°'"-- 

In  pleasant  fields  where  the  lilies  grow 
And  the  river  runneth  by.  ' 

The.Lord  is  my  Shepherd;  He  feedeth  me 

In  the  depth  of  a  desert  land  • 
And,  lest  I  should  in  the  darkness' slip. 

He  holdeth  me  by  the  hand. 
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The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd;  I  shall  not  want, 

My  mind  on  Him  is  stayed, 
And  though  through  the  Valley  of  Death  I  walk. 

I  shall  not  be  afraid. 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd;  O  Shepherd  sweet, 

Leave  me  not  here  to  stray  • 
But  guide  me  safe  to  Thy  heavenly  fold. 

And  keep  me  there,  I  pray  I " 

John  Walden,  passing  through  the  churchyard  just  at  this 
«me,  heard  the  rhythmic  rise  and  fall  of  the  quaint  old  melody 
w.th  a  strange  thrill  at  his  heart.     He  had  listened  ^o  the 
selfsame  hymn  over  and  over  again,-every  year  the  school 
chUdren  re-studied  and  re-sang  it.-but  there' was  something 

andll^"''^^"^''  ^'™°"^  '^''  time,-something  appealing 
and  patheuc  wh,ch  struck  to  the  inmost  core  of  his  sensitivf 

TZriJT'u^'  ^'/"*'^^^  '^'  ^^"'^^'  -"d  for  a  moment 
or  two  stood  unobserved,  watching  the  little  scene  before  him 
Cicely  was  at  the  organ,  and  her  hands  still  rested  on  the  keyt* 
but  she  was  speaking  to  the  members  of  the  choir.  '^ 

That  IS  very  nicely  done."-she  said,  encouragingly-"  But 

Tyr  MrEden?'?  T  T'"'  '""'^'''^^  '^^'  -"^ 
atLr  L.  ^^'^^"^  -^d  she  turned  to  the  schoolmistress 
at  her  side.  who.  with  a  smile,  agreed.  "You "-and  she 
touched    pretty  Susie    Prescott    on    the    arm-«Y^    sW 

Susie  blushed  deeply  and  curtsied.     It  had  got  about  in  the 
yillagethat  Miss  Vancourt's young  friend  from  Paris  w^  a  musit! 

' '« Now  Hsf  T'  '""  '"  ""  ^°"^^^'"g  '^  b«  rememb'S 

Now  listen!"  went  on  Cicely-" I'm  not  going  to  sing 

full  voice,  because  I'm  not  allowed  to  yet.-buf  thfs  is  hoi 

that  hymn  should  go!"    And  her  pure  tones  floated  forth 

pmmssimo,  with  slow  and  tender  solemnity :- 

"The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd;  O  Shepherd  sweet. 
Leave  me  not  here  to  stray ; 
But  guide  me  safe  to  Thy  heavenly  fold, 
And  keep  me  there,  I  pray ! 

Amexi." 
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Silence  followed     The  children  stood  wonder-struck,  and 
Miss  Kden's  eyes  filled  with  emotional  tears 
"How  beautiful ! »  she  murmured-" How  very  beautiful ' " 
Cicely  rose  from  the  organ-stool,  and  turned  round. 
Here  is  Mr.  VValden,"  she  said,  in  quite  a  matter-of-fact  wav 
as  she  perceived  him.     « It  fs  Mr.  Walden,  isn't  it  ?  "  ^ 

Ves,  It  IS,"  replied  John,  advancing  with  a  smile-"  And 
sb^ing?"'^'   ""'•   ''^•'^"    '^  ^°  ^ '-  »^-^  -\  lotely 

huZK  la"  '::^f^^':!:'r ""''''-  ^  -  -^^ 

..        ...  verse,  just  to  put  the  express  on  r  eht      T 

thought  u^ust  be  you  ..-though,  of  cours^e.  as  I  hie  no 
been  introduced  to  you,  I  couldn't  be  sure!    Maryllia-lMiss 
Vancourt-has  told  me  all  about  you  -and  I  know  th.  J 

-o^e  ;r™ '- 1-'-^  -  -'  ^-  Jp  to"  rLt 

•      Walden   was  "ITm'  °  ^T"''     ^^^  ^^^^"'^  ^^^  '^^^  ? " 
Walden   was    slightly    embarrassed    by    this    point-blank 

question.     It  was  perfectly  true  he  had  received'two  invUa 

Why  h'had      /"'J  f  ^'^  ^^"°^'  ^^  h^d  refused  bl. 
Why  he  had  refused,  he  could  not  himself  have  told 

I  suppose  you  didn't  want  to  meet  me!"  said  Cicely 

showmg,,  her  white  teeth  in  a  flashing  smile-" ButS 

no  e  cape  for  ,t.  you  see,-here  I  am  !     I'm  not  such  a  S 

Chi  d^:';  t"f  •'  . '''.'  '^?  P^^y-g  accompaniments  foTt'e 
children !--go  on  singing,  please! "-and  she  addressed  Miss 
Eden  and  Susie  Prescott.  who  collecting  their  straybTthoueh^^^^^ 
began  hesitatingly  to  resume  the  interrupted  practS-^'  ht  a 

erui'ite  ,T~"^'  '""  ^"'  '^'''    ^^^  church  is  perfecly 
exquisite !    I  come  in  every  day  to  look  at  it  except  Sundays  " 
Why  except  Sundays  ?  "  asked  Walden,  amused.  ^ 

bhe  gave  him  a  quaint  side-glance. 

U  21''"/*^"  '°^^  day,-not  now! "-she  answered-" This 
IS  not  the  fitting  time  or  place."    She  moved  to  the  altar  mils 

This  hmg  has  a  perfect  fascination  for  me ! "  she  went  on- 
"  I  can't  bear  not  to  know  whose  bones  are  inside  I  7  wo„dI 
you  haven't  opened  it."  wonder 
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Ctely  drooped  her  gip,y.brigh,  eye. 

MaoS;:^vrhet!!ve;t^tt',-"  "•=•' '"« «-•'  -'-« 

likely  ,o  move  out  of  huLn  X"'         '  ""'"  """"'  """  """ 

-^'/you  would  rt„X  d«  ?hlt'  "r^''^"'  '"'  """"' 
Of  what  w„  once  life.4T„ldTu  „o"  »    """  ""  "•^'^  "•"' 

i  might;"  said  Cicely  dubiously— " R„f  t  u 
any  'someone  very  dear  to  ml.  ^  '  ''^''^  "^^^^  ^ad 

Andifshedied,Is'houTddretoo.  """'  """^"'^  ^^-«-»- 

John  was  silent,  but  he  look«»H  ,*  u^      -.,.  • 
and  kindliness.  **  ^^'  '^'^'^  mcreased  interest 

And  how  .s  Miss  Vancourt?"  he  enquired 

The  new  agen[  Mr   Stlnl      "°  '"^  °^  ^^^^^^^^^^  -"^"ers. 

the  Abbot's' Man^^^^y'U  1.^  T  T^  ^^'^  °^ 
any  quantity  of  new  ruleT     AiT  .^        '  ^""^  '^^  "  "taking 

reduced,  fo '  one  tWng-  '  know  l/'T'  'T  '''  *°  ^ 
of  London  people  coming  doTnt  3tavbif^^^  "'  ^  '°^ 
in  relays, -I've  helped  write  all  th.  T^~^^  house-parties 
be  simply  crowded  ^hlend  If  t  '""'^*'°"»-  ^e  shall 
mean  to  be  very  gay,"         ^  °^  J"""  ""^  *»  July-     We 

indi^ntiriMi^  :tj^:^ :[  rs:"  ^-^^^^  ^^<^- 

annoyance,  though  he  kneTn^oJ  ^hy        """  ''  '""  ^"' 

"Doert-"Bre  "1?^.^  '^^  ^'^^'^^  -^'-ly. 

crackling  of  thorns  undeT  a  pot' rfr  °'  '°°^^  ^^  ^^^^  '^^ 
and  hear  the  thorns  crackle  - "  *'''  '"*  '"'  '^^  P^^  ^own 

What  a  weird  girl  she  was !    He  looked  .t  u     - 
amaze,  and  she  smiled.  *^  ^^'  '»  "Jute 
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»vt  siioulil  bu  so  glad  to  see  you!     I  know  Marvii;^  „     i 
here  all  ,hc  s„„„r,er,  bu.  n,  ,^  ,„  b,  ,„„d  and  not  ..y  ,1^ 

about  mv.'.r?i,   '.l'"""^  "  *'«'™"'  '  •^•^"  '^ll  yu  all 
about  my.  ,r_l,ke  the  confessional  secrets !    And  when  vou 

hear  some  of  my  experiences,  you  won't  wonder  a  Wt  at  ™ 

Z7<  "Tn    '"":'  !^  '""'  "'*""  «i"'  "<  ">y  age.-    r  Z 
can  t !— my  life  won  t  let  me  ! "  /    b  »     *  r«-aM/ 

and^lSc'^^ard"'  '*"  "'"'"■  ''"'  ^'^  "--  •"•■'^"-•f"! 

»i£:s,i^^:— ---^-^ 

beautifully— IS  that  a  •  queer  way '  ?  "  ^     ^ 

.h<f  m'^  '^°?  ^^'   ""^P-"^^  '^^«^^'«  of  hair  back  over  her 
shoulders  with  a  careless  gesture. 

knl?  th^^r  FoTl'  "^'  i""  V  ^°  '^  •' "  ^^^  ^^'^-     "  Surely  you 
Know  that?    For  example,  if  you  preach  very  well-I  don't 

know    that    you    do,    because   I've    never   hcJd    you    bu 

Marylha's    housekeeper,   Mrs.    Spruce,   says    you've   «;t.  a 

sh^      °K  J,"''  l'-'^'  ^°^^  ^^^"y ' "  ^"d'  ^  wLen  laughed 
she  laughed  with  him-"  Well,  as  I  say,  if  you  preach  very 
well  with  a  mouth  of  angels,  there  must  be  seveml  parsons 
round  here  who  haven't  got  that  mouth,   and  who  ^v  o 
you.^of  course  metaphorically:   'He  hath  a  deTu ' !  "U 

John  hesitated. 

;•  No  doubt  opinions  differ," he  began. 

lik.P'cK  ^°""^'-yo"  ^n  get  out  of  it  that  way.  if  you 
hke !  she  retorted,  gaily-"  You  won't  say  unchartaWe  thin.^ 
of  the  rest  of  your  brethren  if  you  can  help  it,  but  ;!ou  know' 
yes.  you  must  know  that  parsons  are  as  jeabus  o/ eachTh^; 
and  as  nasty  to  each  other  as  actors,  singers,  write^  or  anv 
other  'professional'  persons  in  the  world.  In  factT  believe 
If  you  were  to  set  two  spiteful  clergymen  nagging  a  'each  :the; 
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"  t; ''■=  *'»"<"  «hm  I  come  up  to  tea?'  '  """'' 

»hen?"'    "'    '""    «"""  """"S'"    queried    Cicdy-.-And 

^.tSr  L7  '"'    "f-«"— ••  He  began.     Cicc., 

-"vi^^^ur'anTr.!:!.::!' •"  ^r'"-'  ••"  -^  > 

could  be  to  you "  "^  ""pudent  as  I  possibly 

'^^■^<^:^>2Z'^JS^  Wa,de„-..sa,tha.  I  have 

•Tm  not  a  younslad,"        r^."'*""' ^'"•"8 '-^dy " 

born  a  peasant  Tthe  S^olT;'!?""''  f --eiy-"!  was 

't-  A  -young  lady  'no^d;"'  nl^r^  7° "?  ''"•  ^'-O  "' 
or  a  drapcT-s  model.  I  amlXT  ?  """'"«''»  apprentice 
hope,  if  I  live,  ,0  be  a  wo™  n  5m  ,  J  ™  '""  '  «■"-»"-) 
suitable  message  from  Tu  ^  m!  „.'"'' ""  '^eas  of  a 
And  she  nodded  sagac  ,  y°  ""Z  t;;^™^^"''  ''°"""" 
promise!     Come  about  fivel"  '  ™"'°"''   I 

be.t:"Xt?;ir.m:^e:!^^^^^^^^  ^^"<'-  <- « -<«' 

•original,' and  he  hardly  kn^w  w7^?  ,  ,  ""  «''"i"ly  an 
was  something  'uncanny'  1 J  Ik,-  '?"'!'''  ■"  her.  There 
and  yet  her  ^llowferhad  .  S'^^n  '  hV"  't'  ^'"^"="^=- 
illum!:,ed  it,  and  the  lieht  of  w    !?     ?  ™  "'"«"  ""e  smile 

-"d  nes.  I„  an,  L^':h:'hT;'radeThfm''''  •"  ""  '"«"= 
as  It  were,  and  almost  involuntariw  .^.T  "  ""  *  '"°"'^'"' 
that  aftemoon.  Why  he Th  .^'^'  f'"'  '^"  "  ""e  Manor 
hitherto  refused,  he  Lid  „o,  Z  "^  !?■  ""  ""■='  'e  had 
Miss  Vancourt  thougrhrm"lhT";- .  ^"^^"'^  ""'"''  'hat 
"Perhaps  I  have  leen  r^d^^^rXr'^  ""I  ^  ""'«• 

I  Should  avoii  hei„g"'iawri„;t%tii;tr;:'rs:::; 
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not  likely  to  have  anything 
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common  with  m 

himself,  and  he  kncwl     He  Jl?  ,  ^"'"^  '^""'^  ''"^ 

sinr^  »L  1  ^/"'■'^  '^  "e  was  [Kirfectly  ?warc  that  ever 
smce  the  day  of  their  meeting  ir,  the  village  postoftice  he 
had  wished  to  see  Miss  Vancourt  again.  He  had  hop  d  she 
m  ght  pass  the  gate  of  the  rectory,  or  perhaps  even  liok M 

realised.     He  had  heard  of  Cicely  Bourne's  arrival.-and  he 
had   received   two    charmingly-worded    notes   from    Maryllia 
inviting  him  to  the  Manor.-which  invitations,  as  ha.,  alread; 

wry"4f  h^nL  d''t'!;  ''''''''  ^°"^^"y'  declined.  N^t 
TiLf  ^^'"?^'^  ^'^'^^d  to  see  her  again.-had  he  deliber 
a^ly  refused  the  opportunities  given  him  of  doing  30?  He 
could  not  answer  this  at  all  satisfactorily  to  his  own  mind  and 
he  was  considerably  annoyed  with  himself  to  be  forced  "o 
admit  the  existence  of  certain  portions  of  his  mentaT  com 
position  which  were  apparently  not  to  be  probed  by  logic  or 
measured  by  mathematics.  ^  ^  '  °' 

"  Well,  at  any  rate,  as  I  have  promised  the  little  singer  I 
can  go  up  to  tea  just  this  once,  and  have  done  with  if  "he 
decided-'' I  shall  then  be  exonerated  from  '  rudeness '-and 
can  explam  to  M.ss  Vancourt-quite  kindly  and  courteously 
of  course-that  I  am  not  a  visiting  man,-Ihat  my  habftsa  e 

undtt^nl^  °'  '  ''-''''"  *"^  ''-'-  ^'^  ^— ^e  Z 

thrnll'h\!°"?';'^'"'^"''''"^'  °"  ^^'*^y  ^^^^  to  the  Manor 
through   the  fields,   paused  many  times  to  gather  cowsIir» 
which  .^re  blooming  by  thousands  in  the  gfass  at  ZTlZ' 
and  as  she  recklessly  pulled  up  dozens  of  the  pale-green  stems 
weighted  with  their  nodding  golden  honey-bSls,  !he  "hough; 
a  good  deal  about  John  VValden.  '"ougnt 

"Buf  h7'!i*  "7""  '^'^  T  ^'  ^"^  handsome,"-she  mused; 

But  he  ,s!     I  wonder  why  she  didn't  mention  it?    So  odd 

Of  her.-because  really  there  are  very  few  good-looking  men 
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anywhere,  and  one  in   the  shane  nf 

ranty  and  ought  to  go  on  exh Son  f  »  >^"f °"  "  ^  P°^'*'^e 
obstinate  ?    Yes,  I  shouldT.l  i,  "^  '  '^^^^^'^  too-and- 

^'•ndeyes.    And^e  t"f  .afrier^h'r"^^^      ^"^ '^^  ^- 
Parsons  are  uninteresting  enZh        l^^  ^  ^^'"^^'t  '''*«'  is  ! 
their  wives  are  the  lTpos7Sl'\'^''^''^'''  ''  ^  '^h  bu 
that  honeysuckle!"    And  Ihf     "  ^'^^  ^^^  °f  dullness.     Oh 
corner  of  a  h.dge  whet"a  1  n^  t:^rof  T  ''^.  ^^^  ^^  the 
flower  hung  temptingly,  as  it  feemid     '?"  "^^"'^'tely-scented 
she  approached  it,  she  found  i    W  too  H  "kT"'  ^"^  ^^^^ 
plucked  from  the  bough  where    t.  .  ^  ^'^^  '^°^"  ^''  to  be 
up  at  it,  she  carolled  softly?       ^  ''"^"^  ^^'"^d-     Looking 

"O  Fortune  capricieuse  I 
•  ^    ^°'"'"e  tu  es  cruelle! 

Pourquoi  moques-tu  ton  esclave 
Qu>  sert  un  destin  immortal  !» 
Here  a  sudden  rustle  in  fh«  1 
hedge  startled  her.  ^d  a  curiou  7?-  °\"'"  ""'"  ''-i^  <>'  U-e 
P-fusely  with  so^ewha"  Z^^J'T\'"'T  '''"'  ^""""^d 
"P  enquiringly.    Cicelv  i  ,^    j  f  ^   '"''^  "'  '•="'  hair  perked 
;;  Saint  mL  !    WhaS-         "'*  "^  ^danutioa 
"It  is  me !     Merely  me  i "  an^  o-    x, 
gues,  Mr.  Julian  Adderley.  r^t^^^^.V"'"'"^'""^ 
turned  his  flaccid  face  of  more  or  es«  '""''>'  '"^'sht,  and 

the  trees,-and  I  was,  or  so  I  ;1         ^  ""  '^P'«'"S  ""der 

''hen  some  dulcet  warblings  as  of  ^^k'"  '  ''™f  ^'--nber, 
here,  stooping  to  the  gn>Sd  fo-  hi,  f  "T '" '"'*»  "-e  "J 

^ved  it  expressivalyi...a„"d  Ihte  iS*"  '""""  "'  ""d 
dismay  m  the  mind  of  the  interes  D  '  "*"«'  «■">» 

™.sta«e  not,  is  a  friend  of  Mr^^urf?  ■"'  "'"""  """O'  ^^  ' 

"SrmT„r.h?,::^?r™d""~^^^^ 

^o"  are!  My  faith  .-yo"aret' r">-"™'  -"e  who 
What  have  y„„  ,,ee„  doLTo  vo-'i"  v°'"  ""  '  ''^"■•' 
covered  with  leaves  ■■•       ^       '^°"'^'"    ^""  clothes  are 
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various  cz  s^ps'o'f  &;\Swh°h  rr^''  "^ 

and  clunK  to  his  tweed  Z,T'  1  ^"^^  ""^  collected 
speak  tmlv  I  ,1  .?  ?"""«  •"=  <>P«nair  ««&_.. To 

m'^ot  J^is  rknTrrjrWdr'  <iomain,-.heyare  tl: 
guarded  b,  sprinVX?  B  TCeTrl^  Tf  ^ 
speaks  of  prosecution.  I  came  to  «iher  hh  l,  ^,  "^  "''''^ 
bluebells  !-raerelv  that  .„^„„     ^  '''''"'•-'"'«"=«'" 

C0..-I  have  a  cotVo'tr^rKerCd  ^Z  2S""""' 

youVe  taken  a  cottage  h^e'L  the  s7l\  "  SZT-, 
honeysuckle  for  me   will  vn..  ?    fi,  .  .  ^^^*  ^"  of 

over  you!"  '  ^^^^-^hat  long  trail  just  hanging 

haZditt'oTer""'"^"'  '^  ^"^^^^^  ^^^  -eted  spray  and 

hedge?"  ^  °  '^''  '^'^^^^    I^i^l  you  jump  the 

'^' I  did!"  replied  Adderley. 
"Could  you  jump  it  again  ?" 
"  Most  assuredly ! " 
"  Then  do  it !  " 

Whereupon   Adderley  clapped  his  hat  n«   »,•    u     . 
resting  a  hand  firmly  on  one  of  t hi  u      ^''  ^^^^'   ^"<^ 

ported  the  close  eTeen  h.  k         '""^^  P°'''  ^^ich  sup- 

over  it  and  stood  Ee  he""  ''^"''"  ^'^"'  ^^"^^^^  "s^tfy 

"  OK  hedge,— much  less  jump  over  it  " 

Oh.   say  pot  so!"  exclaimed  Adderley--" Yci"  .      . 
young  to  pass  judgment  on  the  gods  ' "         ^  ""'^  *°° 

"The  gods !"  exclaimed  Cicely-"  Whatever  are  you  talking 
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"odern  society,  .„'d7ha.t"M  IL^r  It^f  Tt  ■"'" 
worst  woman  that  ever  dined  at,  p-  °" '  """'  "•= 

English  Cabinet  Minister  would  h«  '^"^'«"'™■"  "ith  an 

«-//..    rm  sure  she  woJdnJf    Shl'dt'".'"  '''""'•  ^'" 
there ! »  '"    ^"®  ^  have  drawn  the  line 

loosened  from  its  conltTorL If  r^^"";""'^  '''  "'"  '^^'^'  "°^ 
by  the  big  sun-hat  whicTltri Syhr  Th '^  '''''T' 
eyes,-at  her  thin  angular  figure  "  "f"' '~^^ '^e'"  great  dark 
which  were  still  somewhat  to'  "sil^e    ho'  T'''  ^^«^'~^^S^ 

at  Abbot's  Manor  Maryllia  had  JIh'        J^  ''"^^  her  arrival 

inthedressofhermS'pl'^gt^^^^^^^ 

proved  her  appearance-"Is ;.  nn!c  J      u     "^  considerably  im- 

them ,"  said  Cicely,  witi  k  TaugH  g:^^,^;^."^  -^^  '^-<^ 
to  do  a  thing  when  you've  donf  it !  That'.  ^  ''■  ^""'''^^^ ' 
men  do  pride  themselves  on  fh!-   i    •      f     "°*  Jogical,-and 

find  out 'why.  zt:z''^:^^r!^''ifi  vr  "^^- 

great  bunch  she  had  gathered  nn  7  i^^  '^^  ^^'"«'  *he 

a  wordless  poem  for  you  ,»         '    ^''"'^  ^'^  "ose-"  There's 

Inhaling  the  fresh  fine  odour  of  th*>  fi.w  u^ 
looked  at  her  in  amazement,  she  meetl^i  "^"^  ^^  '*'" 

least  touch  of  embarrassment  ^  ^''  ^''"  ^'^^°"^  ^^e 

"You  can  walk  home  with  me,  if  you  like  I"    .h-    k         . 
condescend  nelv—"  I  wnn'^  „    '  .  .x""  "kc  !  —she  observed 

Manor,becaJe;erhlsTa'rXr,lr;t/-   j«o   the 

before.    They  don't  come  om  in  PaV  Thr7  ""'u""' 
andcorners  drinking  absinthe  toCffj;;!,!;"^  '"  "<"« 

-hrough  the  ,ong  ^iLXZ-"4^':ZT:'"  f 
count  nowadays.    Poetry  is  the  iast  thing ';„;:Va":t:  Lt" 
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it's  quite  easy-.l,ough  I  d^n'   kno^Zl  f  '  71     7  "T^ 

mind  that,— go  on  with  the  ' problem '" 

good"?  X'    „  .h^lr?  '"r"  "'-""•'  •"■""■^  'he 
sure  I  wrUe  w"ry*    I  ,' ^"'='  '  "'"  '^^'^  '"-'  '  ""■  "<>, 

pe,  aL^hX  X'hr  strritrr  v™^  ^ 

I  put  it  to  you  quite  plainly.    Then  as  ,o"what?  th  J     ?, 
-I  would  aigue  '  what's  the  bad  ?  •    s„  r^    7,    ""•«  good  ?  • 
lesslv     Fmm.k      '"'""eDaa/      so  far,  I  live  qute  harm- 
lessly.    From  the  unexpected  demise  of  an  uncle  »h„m  i 

good,  there  may  be  a  certain  1m«  nf  « Ko^  >  li.  •  . 

wise  chance  to  m'e,    Wha^ link TuV^     "^  "'Sh' other- 

Cicely  surveyed  him  scrutinisingly. 

"  I'm  not  at  all  sure  about  that  "—she  mM     «  p^       u 
a    been  dot.h.f„l  sp^imens  of  human^^r.tr  ^t!"  'C 
see  their  hves  are  entirely  occupied  in  writing  what  isn? 
true-and  of  course  it  '  tells '  on  them  in  the  long^nT    Thev 

bTfrt'^f"."''  ^"'  *'?  "■''<■=--  .hemil™;thLth 
m  tneir  hts  of  '  mspiration '  as  thev  call  i>   ♦»,»..  .  m 

weavmg  a  thousand  L,  accidentliirhri'  „  "^^r^BuT  he' 
hes  chiefly  predominate.  Dante,  for  example,  wa^  a  ^l^t 
or^en  liar.    He  M,;  go  to  Hell,  or  Pumato^  ^r  PaSi!2^ 

and  he  A^,V IV^ther  himself  abou.'Bea.ri«a°Sl.Hemam^ 
someone  else  and  had  a  family.    Nothinc  could  L 
commonplace.    He   invented  hU  f./'r^'in''^^-";:, 
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dictiveness  that  makes  the^,A       i    .'"^  '^°''"  "'  his  vin- 

of  man  he  was.     TO«  a  crel^r??  *  '°  ^O"  J"""  ""^  «>« 
midnight !"  ^"'"'«  'o  "■«'  «!  a  dark  lane  at 

elon^'^'^ftorn 'o?  ftf^Tt"^  ''"  """■*  <'<"™  into  the 
sistibly  comie  effect  thatTdden""""''  ""'"  '""^  >"  '"^ 
hearOj^  almost  boyish  laugLt'^  ^"'"  ""^  '"  »  f*"!  "f 

l<no'Ji'"'l!.s1at'n,lll^  S'a?'"'"""*'''-" 'T''^'''' •^--  y" 
six  orseven-and-twenty,  aren't  yo/""  "«'-'""'''»  "n"/  about 

return  'to  "ofem'nT^ifTh"  '"  ^ugusV-he  said  with  a  swift 
towards  thirty.",  "■  '^  5'°"  ""'  admit,  getting  on 

coreioT rZ's  sSr'rT  ^?'"'«  ""  •'"'-<"  *'r.y,  of 
fifteen  in  October  bw-vouwH  "  """"'^  '  ^""'1  <» 
Ws  voice  and  aientJ"^!  ""-'■""'■' ™™<*ed 
hundred.  Some  folks  think  IW,  *"■  «f "«  "n  towards  a 
I'm  entering  my  second  intn'",'"™"'  """  *^''>''  ""  «ha. 
i^  nothing  to  What  I  feeI-?Slio^,  -  ""I"'''    ="'  "'>'  ^k 

.rnt'g- ;;^ '°  -« ^^-^  ^-^-h^rttTMetit^ - 
an2:fs:;rsr-Tt..'"'r"'^'''"« « ---•* 

"Like    you     Sir    M    ^,       '"^^^^youare!" 
'moon-ca/";    "a'f  1^      "'^  ^^^^^^~'' ^'^e  word 

that  gn.zes  on  .ne  ron^^XhT"  ""^  '  '"'"^  ^'^ 
j-nor  will  you ;  it  always  looks  cSd  '^'/"""^'  "^^^r  gets  fat, 
does  anything  usefnl,lnT^i^L       '."  ^^^^^  ^' "^^^^ 

unar  crust  over  itself,  unde^  1/°^'  ^"*^  '*  P"*^  a  kind  of 
^enyou  break  throu^  its  crust  vn  Ti  '*  ^'^^^  ^«-^- 
-an.  half-asleep-not  ktwL  Xh  "  h"'  ""'^''"^  "^^  ^ 
uncertain  whether  to  laueh  or  h!  '  ""^^  °'  ^^^^  and 

fun  at  him-and  then—"         '  ''"°"^  ^'"  ^^'"^  g^  pokes 
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you  can  ! "  *^  ouncnes—   And  this,— catch  me  if 

other  iL  children  -sta^li^f   !       .^'""'''  *">'  "«"  «>* 

on  the  starwort  and  celandines  Th.  "  ""  ""^"  """'"" 
Abbot's  Manor  garden  tS  oI„  "r™'^  «"'=  ''^'"8  '"'" 
--t^agains.  hef  p.sjr„  S'll^rafrhtat 

oJ^'ro:nd'':ore',S:^-"^-  --'  '-P.e 

looKin7alV'.hfb™r.het;  '"^T"  "■'"  ""  "■»•  »"' 
in  her  eyes-"  Fdotf  see  thTr"'  '"/"  "'"^''^  ""-^  ""^  "ght 
hair  is  simply  dreads  r    ^.  ''"\°  ,="«"">»'  «  all     Your 

pursuit  of  a'^LynyS/nlr'  'If  '"""■  ''^"•=''  "  "" 
and  a  pair  of  hooftThe  refeJ^M  "^  '   ^°"  ""'''  "<"»  '''i"» 

"Whefe  -S«'been  aVth  "''"  ™''^'  "  '"'^  """>«'.- 
Mr^  Adder,ey/'';Xou'c:,'L\r™"«'    «""  ''''  ^-  -^o, 

pa.  tr r„rr^„^  -;..^^  to  .He 

ribbon,  and  wearing  Ten  h an'tinr'n  1 '""'  °'  I"^  -» 
careless  knot  of  pink  hvlctath??  £  ""'"'  ''«  "'«>  a 
hair.  She  was  a  ^rtt  ~  J™""^  '^T'J'"  '-ely 
thought  she  knew  it.     But    herfh.  '''  '""  '*'''^"''>' 

knew  little  and  cared  less  abonth  ™  ""'"«■     *'"y«'a 

"  Where  have  you  to? -l''"  P"T^  appearance, 
=  waist-..  You  wM  gW  .    Do  vo?r"*"'"«  <^''^="'  '»""<' 
^  almost  given  you  ^  '  Srr  '^       II""  "  "  '""*  '™'  '    I 
.e-bu.^more  Van"L.f::„;^L'!.  ^  tT"'  '""' '"' 
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sing  a  hymn.  AndTmet  tL  n^  '  '""^  ^^^^^  '^^  children 
talk  with  him.  Then  T  tltd  T"'  """  '^^''^"'  ^^  had  a 
fund  this  man  "-and  he  "ndlpf  TLT°''  '^'  ^'^^'  ^"d 
nod  of  her  head-..;^e:p  in!  ^"od  Adderley  .ith  a  careless 
some  lunch-I  didn't  fJ/eH-  °'*  Promised  him 

"Mydear  Miss  Vancourti"    ,^    . 
not  think  Of  such  a  Sg^-rSto^^f -'^y- 
th.s  unceremonious  way  for  the  wor  d ,»     '"''"''  "P°"  ^'^^  ^" 

'  ^y  not  ?  "  said  Marylha  smilinJ 
a  pleasure  if  you  will  stZ    o'  Zch5n^''"u"''y-"^*  ^'"  ^ 
.     car/e  blanche  here  you  know  \  °"  "^'^^  "^-     Cicely  has 

"  Of  course  it  m'ust  '"I3"  c!  T'  ^^  '^^  ^^  ' " 
stand  on  its  head,  it  must  bTSl  ^ t""   I'  ^T'  "^"^^  ^^ 
of  Itself  lest  it  should  explode      Tf        •    ""^^^  that  exhibition 
blind  and  idiotic  into  the  ancestLf  ^n'  ^''''  *^^  ^^'"^'  ^^It, 
then  the  lame,  halt,  blind  andfdS-     ^"\°^  ^''^'''  ^^"or 
genius  summons  tie  god  Pan  t     • ""'  ^°""^  ^°  ^^'^^^     ^^ 
there  shall  be  I    Shall  fhere  not,  k  7"  ^ITf'''''  ^^^^^ 

Her  eyes  danced  with  mfrth  fnA         ^^'^^'^^y^" 
from  his  face  to  Maryllia's.     "3  "'f  '  ^  ^'^^  ^^^'^^^ 
even  call  forth  a  parson  from  ,r'^"'"^'  —she  contmued— «  can 

^     -Mr.  WaldenTcom  ~a"ls  t'  ''  '  ^'^^^^^  ^°  <^o 
"Indeed  1 »    AnH  iJl    ir  ,  '^  afternoon." 

nouIV^™  Wo*!!™  "'°"«'"  '•  «*„  ™de  of  h™ 
«o;'h°te*;'?X"''  "^'"^  «P««chf„ny-..  You  should 

'e<:rt"tL^r;fo*tr,r\-",-  -  '''  ^'-'0 
»o«y,  a,,d  said  he'd  make  up  f™"  /IV"^  '"'  *"  ^'''"=<' 
quite  good-looking"  f  ""«  ""s  afternoon.     He'sreaUy 

opposing  a  calm  .ont  to  the  •^^r.Z ^^^^'^l^^^ 


n 


.?-*^ 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  285 

That  is  why  I  took  a  cot3  f™  .k  """  ■~'°  ''«»•' ' 

•night  be  „L  thfrare  spe"tae°r      '"""""  ^'"^  "^^  *"  ' 

Maryllia  laughed. 

"Are  you  not  a  man  yourself?"  she  said. 

"Not  altogether!"  he  admitted.-"!   am  but  h,.f 
I  am  a  raw  and  unpleasing  fruit  even  .n  ^"^  half-grown. 

Walden  is  a  ripe  and  mfllow  crla^  ^Ce"  '^'t*  •^^'^^ 
still  ripening  in  constant  snn«M„  t  '  °'^°''^''  ^^  ^^^ms 
him  preachf  because  he  "emfnT  ^  ^°  ''''^  ^^^^^^  ^^  hear 
forgotten."  ^'"'"'^'  '"^  °^  «o  »""ch  that  I  had 

Here  they  went  into  luncheon.     Maryllia  threw  off  »,     u 
as  she  seated  herself  at  the  head  of  fh^ T  m        1°^  ^"  ^at 
with  the  action  into  prettier  wav..nrK  ^'  '"'"'"S  her  hair 

were  softly  flushed,-r  bre^e^rldtr  °^^     ""  ^'^^^'^^ 

fesaS^:ic;;::c^xrn^--^^^^ 

I  never  go  to  church."  "  ^^'"^  home. 

ed2ro"'ilJ,i,^„t    ""«T''    ^="    P»P"    "f  »r 
"TK«  nu  .''[.  "^^"'gence  can  stand  it  nowadays."  he  renU^^w 

do,aitw?ruw7Ce:s<r!s'r"f  -<"  -^u 

I  wonder?"  ""'''^ '"""''"1 »«  be  without  the  < myth  ■ 

tholS^d'ye^tf  itTh"!-  "»."<■"• -«^id  Julian--.  Two 
still  pW^^tellduW.n""""  •'Ifr^a.ion  leaves  the  world 

soverhoth':irtr„,:s: "  sr::;  irt"  ^'"' 
^^;:d'■^u^'l"^i„-;r^-«".^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

influence  on   the  laxitv  „^  I  ■  ,     ^  ^"'  "  "°  '"training 
-^  and  hea-jr^rK-S  ::.r  «^  ^  ,"- 
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1  m  afraid  you  are  ritrht  "    co.'^  \/r      n-       ^'"""tem. 

u  I      .  *'-'»J"Si  aosolute nonsense'     It  i<!  i     ak  i 

shake  thy  go^.  locks  at  me,'  Sir  Moon-Ca  f  i  ■•  Vn^    ^  '    T" 
little  grimace  across  the  tahl^  ,,1  i  i     ^  *'  ""«'=  « 

wi.h  a%omp,ace„t^,,^t-'.tu  calt,k'  1°  IT'^r'  '°  " 
every  man  that  ever  sat  in  Tu  ,  '     ''■  ""=-<>'  course ! 

Wk^one's  head  J^bu.  Wve  -r?'?  '"'  ''™'""«-  - 
What  do  you  kno,v  abom  °elH„dulL  i''  T"  "^  '""' ' 
except  in  y„ur  o„,  case,  ehl'l^^^r  .^:k^t't,TT."b  "■ 
thousands  and  thousands  of  poor  crLt,,r«  u         *' 

wi     course     there    are    snrh      "    »^    •      i      . 
"But »  such—      admitted    Adderley; 

"No  'buts'  come  into  the  ca«!P  "  won*  «    .u 
her  eyes  darkening  with  the  earneSne!.    f  k   '^l  ^°""«  «''"^' 
hafe  seen  quite  enough  even  fnf     °^  ^^^  thoughts-"! 
and  kind  to  one  another  even  Z'    """  *"  ^""^  ^°^  ^^o^ 

say  this— that  the  great  les<!nn  of  ru  •  * •     •      ■         ""^^  J"*' 
we  most  need  to  lirn."  Christianity  is  exactly  what 

"In  what  way ? "  asked  Julian,  smiling  indulgently. 

CO'  out  when  the  nails  are  drXln      Th.  rT  ."°  "'^^  *° 
-hes  us  what  to  expect,  how  to"  irltd^hri;  'l^o' 

"Nothing  does  one  so  much  good  as  to  be  hurt.»-went  on 
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Cicely  in  a  lighter  tone-"  You  then  become  aware  th=.  v™, 
are  a  .o„,ebod,  „ho„  „„,,  ^.^^  en,,-     vrreve'  ln« 

t\ialLr;i„^X^-lT-;/rjri? 

1  hen  I  shall  realise  that  I  am  famous  1 "  ""' 

ne:«  t';rris  r,:;^:.:°retf  srv"-'  ^'"'' 

-tea  penny  .ta^p  on  ^^1,  [in'"     ,  ^o^^^T; 

They  laughed. 
Mrjfli!^'-  *•""'  ^""^"'^  '  Sreat  friend  of  yours?  "enquired 

"Ah,  that  I   cannot  tell!"  reolied   Tniion     «iu 
fnend  or  he  „ay  be  foe.     He  wZs  t  {^.^Zl^Tp^^, 
—and  IS  a  member  of  manv  litenrv  ri„Ke      u     '    ^^  P^P^^ 
Ujree  b„<„,_„  „„„,rou^,;"dr'  t^he  ^  ^^Ct 
members  aie  sworn  to  praise  Longford,  or  die     Seed   if 

etLtteT  rL^ortlr:  ^^^  ^^-^ 
Longford.  ,es.  I  also  get  a^doT/'^^his^un^r^  "^rj^S 

TbLrrrbrh^ron-r.xjr  "--^  f  "^"^■^^  <>" 

f»,o«  w       ,  "'^  ^'^'"e  's  far  more  valuable 

than  his  eulogy.    At  present  he  stands  like  a  kind  of  neutr^ 
whippmg-post- very  much  in  my  way  ' "  ^'^ 

on  A'ddSrv°'Hrf'°"VK''''^^  contemptuous,  was  not  lost 
on  Adderley.     He  fancied  he  was  on  dangerous  ground. 

I  have  never  met  Lord   Roxmouth  myself  "-he  said- 
"But  I  have  ^leard  Longford  soeak  of  },;«,      t     J   .  ! 
ever  rather  '  mikes '  for  slcSy'iViol.^^^^  '°"" 

at  home  with  dukes  and  duchLes_^°'     ^"^^"'^  '^  ^""^^ 
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;;0r  professes  to  be-"  put  in  Maryllia,  with  a  slight  smile. 
Add?Hey  "  ''       '"'  '"'^^  ^'^  correction!"  agreed 

"Personally,  I  know  nothing  of  him."_said  Maryllia-"! 
have  never  seen  h.m  at  any  of  the  functions  in  London,  and 

hirn^  T^'"""  r  *°  ^'  *  ""*"  ^^°  ''''^^'  over-estimated 
himself  So  many  literary  men  do.  That  is  why  most  of  them 
are  such  terrible  social  bores." 

Jl^V^\"!^l  l^.  ^^'""^  ^  ^'^^'^'y  '"a"  I  plead  not  guilty ' " 
and  Juhan  folded  his  hands  in  a  kind  of  mock-solemn  aS- 
Moreover.  I  swear  never  to  become  one ! " 
"Good  boy!"  smiled  Cicely-" Be  a  modern  Pan,  and  run 

you  m  ^their  faces  as  you  go!    Roam  the  woods  in  solitude 

"•The  wind  in  the  reeds  and  the  rushes, 
The  bees  on  the  bells  of  thyme. 
The  birds  on  the  myrtle  bushes. 
The  cicale  above  in  the  lime. 
And  the  lizards  below  in  the  grass, 
Were  as  silent  as  ever  old  Tmolus  was, 
Listenmg  to  my  sweet  pipings  1'" 

AndlowH-"'i""    '"'^    Adderley-"  Shelley    the    divine  | 
verse  of  that  poem :-'  I  sang  of  the  dancing  stars '  ?  " 
Cicely  raised  her  hand,  commanding  attention,  and  went  on : 
*' '  I  sang  of  the  dancing  stars, 

I  sang  of  the  daedal  Earth, 
And  of  Heaven,— and  the  giant  wars. 
And  Love  and  Death  and  Birth. 

And  then  I  changed  my  pipings,— 
Smgmg,  how  down  the  vale  of  Menalus, 
I  pursued  a  maiden  and  clasped  a  reed 
Gods  and  men,  we  are  all  deluded  thus  I 
It  breaks  in  our  bosom  and  then  we  bleed; 
All  wept,  as  I  think  both  ye  now  would. 
If  envy  or  age  had  not  frozen  your  blood. 

At  the  sorrow  of  my  sweet  pipings !"» 
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Beautiful  !-beau.tiful  I"  .ighed  Adderley-"  But  so  re- 
mote  !-5o  very  remote  I     Alas  !-who  reads  Sheliey  now  ?  " 

I  do  -said  Cicely-"  Maryllia  does.  You  do.  And 
many  more.     Shelley  didn't  write  for  free-libraries  and  public 

You  do  the   same,  and  perhaps  you'll  be  hung !     It  doesn't 
much  matter  how  you  end,  so  long  as  you  begin  to  be  some- 
thmg  no  one  else  can  be." 
''you  have  certainly  begun  in  that  direction  I"  said  Julian 
Cicely  shrugged  her  shoulders. 

••  I  don't  know  I  I  am  myself.  Most  people  try  to  be  what 
hey're  not.  Such  a  waste  of  time  and  effort  l^That^,  why 
W  M  V  ""^^  ***  '^^  P"'°"  ^  •"«*  this  morning,  Mr 
Z'^ri  ""^,,»>""^-'f''nd  no  other.  He  is  as  much  himse 
xf  JvT^'''''^*"°''"-  J««ey  is  an  individuality.  So 
.sMr.WaLen.  So  is  Maryllia.  So  am  '  And  "-here  she 
pomted  a  witch-like  finger  at  Adderley-  .ould  you  be  if 
you  didn't  '  pose '  as  much  as  you  do  1 "  ' 

smUe^d''^'"    ""™"***    ^''^"'*'    "'^•"^^y*    *^°"8^    «he 

A  slight  flush  swept  over  Adderley's  face.     But  he  took  the 

remark  without  ofl;ence.  thereby  showing  himself  to  be  of  better 

i^dlld  '''  ""''  '^"^'^"  °^  '^^  °"^-^^  «PP««^- 
"You  think  so?"  be  said,  placidly-" That  is  very  dear  of 
you  -very  young !  You  may  be  right-you  may  be  wrong  - 
bu  from  one  so  unsophisticated  as  yourself  it  is  a  proposiT  on 
uorO.  considermg-to  pose,  or  not  to  posel    It  is  so  new-^o 


• 
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CHAPTER  XVI 

'ITTALDEN  kept  his  promise  and  duly  arrived  to  tea  at 
thT  Ik  '^^.^*;i?''  '^''^  afternoon,  fie  found  h.s  hostess  in 
the  library  with  Cicely  and  Julian.  She  was  showing  to  the 
latter  one  or  two  rare  'first  editions,'  and  was  talk  n! 
animatedly,  but  she  broke  off  her  conversa  io„  the  mom  nt 
he  wa,  announced,  and  advanced  to  meet  him  with  a  bHght 

"At  last,  Mr.  Walden!"  she  said— "T  am  aUA  r-    i    l 
succeeded  where  I  failed,  in  X.6^',7onto  ^:^'Z 
welcome  that  has  awaited  you  here  for  sometime !"        ^ 
trJ.  !.fT°  j;  '''"'*  P-acefully  spoken,  with  just  the  faintest 
trace  of  kmdly  reproach  in  their  intonation.    Simple  as  "hey 
were,  they  managed  to  deprive  John  of  all  power  to  framei 

to  h  W?  T?T"^  *°™''^'"«  ^^'"'^  ^«  '"^"dible  even 
Luhn  '  T  '  ^^  ^""P"'^  ^^^^  *^«  <=°"«dered  his  own 
o^h  s  h^  T"  n"  '"^  I'"'"'  '"^P^'*"^^  ^^^'^  '^^  bottom 
to  r^leve^m  oHt''"''  ""  ''^  embarrassment,  and  hastened 

A^'7f  ''r'  ^''^  **^^'"«  books,"-she  said,  lightly-"  Mr 

'firsttL  "  I  ""'  '"'  "  ^'"^^'°"  '^f°^^  my  Shakespe^e 
n„Kr  K  ^   r         *J  ''^'y  P'^^'°"''  being  uncalendared  irthe 

htitnit'?'    ^'  ^^'^""^  ^°'"'"^"^^^-     '   -PP-  you 

with^rt^W  ^  h'''^7?P'''^  ^"^^^"'  *^  be  shook  hands 
"t  V^cLT.."°v'^  P^''^""*'^  ^°  Julian-" I'm  afraid, 
...iss  \ancourt.  thai  if  you  knew  how  often  I  have  sat  alone 
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in  this  library,  turning  over  the  precious  volumes,  you  micht 
be  very  angry  with  me !  But  I  have  saved  one  or  two  from 
the  encroaches  of  damp,  such  as  the  illuminated  vellum 
Petrarch,  and  some  few  rare  manuscripts-so  you  must 
try  to  forgive  my  trespass.  Mrs.  Spruce  used  to  let  me  come 
m  and  study  here  whenever  I  liked." 

"Will  you  not  do  so  still?"  queried  Maryllia,  sweetly- 
J  can  promise  you  both  solitude  and  silence." 
Again  a  wave  of  awkwardness  overcame  him.     What  could 
he  say  m  response  to  this  friendly  and  gentle  graciousness  ? 
"You  are  very  kind,"— he  murmured. 
"Not  at  all.     The   library  is   very  seldom   used-so  the 
kmdness  will  be  quite  on  your  side  if  you  can  make  it  of 
service      T  daresay  you  know  more  about  the  books  than  I 
do.     M3    ather  was  very  proud  of  them." 

"He  had  cause  to  be."-said  Walden,  beginning  to  recover 
his  equanimity  and  ease  as  the  conversation  turned  into  a 
channel  which  was  his  natural  element-"  It  is  one  of  the 
finest  collections  in  England.  The  manuscripts  alone  are 
worth  a  fortune."  Here  h  roved  to  the  table  where 
Adderley  stood  turning  ove  ndrously  painted  'Book  of 

Hours  -"That  is  perfect  f.        .   .ntury  work  "-he  said- 
Ihere  is  a  picture  in  it  which  ought  to  please  Miss  Cicely" 
and  he  turned  the  pages  over  tenderly—"  Here  it   is.- ie 
loveliest  of  Saint  Cecilias,  in  the  act  of  singing ! " 

Cicely  smiled  with  pleasure,  and  hung  over  the- beautifully 
Illuminated  figure,  surrounded  with  angels  in  clouds  of  golden 

"There's  one  thing  about  Heaven  which  everybody  seems 
agreed  upon,"-she  said-" It's  a  place  where  we're  all  e- 
pected  to  sing ! " 

"Not  a  doubt  of  it!"  agreed  VValden-"You  will  be  quite 
m  your  element ! "  ^ 

a17^^  '^?^°^  "''*''^"  ''  remote-so  veiy  remote!"  said 
Adderley-"  But  if  such  a  place  existed,  and  I  were  bound 

T  Sf?'.  ^^T""^^  ^^""^  ^^^'^'  ^  '^°"^^  transform  it  at  once 
to  Hell  I    The  angels  would  never  foigive  me  1 " 
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They  laughed. 

"Let  us  go  into  the  garden  "-said  Marvlha     "T^  •        • 
lovely  just  now.-there  ar«  such  coolT    T":.        '  "^"'^^ 
lawn."  ^"  ^°°'  ^^'^'-'P  shadows  on  the 

of  pink  hyacinths  tunbinJ  """u  """^^  ""<•  ''^  ''■.nch 

•■  Will  yo.  con,e  rwIIL'T"  """  "  ™'""""«  ™"- 

Hitj^rSfeaTbti^S'l' ff"'t  '»  --'• 
in  the  company  of  woZ?        ,        "?  '"  "*•"  '■^""^^''  "'  »  '"ss 

matrons  ani  SlndarrwUh  X'tj  Tf, -"■=-™«' 
the  most  ordinary  and  co'n,™o„prace"  t  sn"  h  LT'^  "" 
of  hams  the  schooling  of  children,  o?^e  it  r  m.H'"T^ 
rheumatism.  A  feminine  creature  who  ,„„  7  ^^  "^"^ 
merely  to  fascinate  the  eye  and  auLrJh,  '^'^'""'  '"  ™'' 
to  a  kind  of  mental  conf,Lv>„  u  u  t  ^"^-  """'"^  him 
-  no  one,  save Te  rsul:  tf  ^^'^  H^^^"  =""=''^' 
have  noticed  it,  or  ecwd    LT,^  '^"''"''''  "»"'<'  '«' 

to  seem  at  eas^     lust  „1,        I    ""'  "  ="''  ^o"  °f  P»i™ 

and  followed  hs  fir    oste^'  o't  onT,"'  ^f  "'°'*''"'. 
more  or  less  in  a  slair^f    k  .  *'  '""'"■  '"''  mind  was 

cominganTg^lg;  f  J^i^^S,^"  *^  ""-ehts  tha.  kept 

s«  prominently  T„  a  corner  ^fTT""  '"='"'»''  ■-"''« 
phantasm  of  a'mTscLrs  p:ck  ;^X'".'  *'•  ■"<"""« 
and  .^minding  him  of  the  fact  not  ^h!>  'J*""«  «"«"■ 
short  while  agl  he  had  mad^p  a  I  mi„d  fo'Sk""'  '"'  ' 
to  detest,  that  mysterious  compo'^,ition  oftw  *!l''''  "'•  ??" 

perse  ge  in  the  X"-^>  ^C  1?f  .*  p  ""^""""'"■'^ 
he  had  wished-Ah!  whattad T^^iTii?  k^'^T.^""'  *" 
remnder  of  the  grudging  and  susp"  i':^  '  i^;tha?  £^'"^ 
lately  animated  the  soul  nf  r,  ru  ■  .■        ,    ■  ^^  "*"  ^o 

^  admit.«,  al^eit^rrir  t^'aThe  Ir^^^^" 
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he  had  .hen  never  seChetL^dXt:  StjT"""" 
soft  grass,  listening  with  a  someuhn;  '^"^  "^^^ 

remarks  she  was  Iking    0"^  ci;::°T''-'^  ^'^  ^'^  'he 
great  hopes  she  entertain' d  of  the  gid's^u^L  k^^k"''  '''^  ''^^ 

^  "R--"y/' she  declared,  "the  ontJrMh^^^^^'^^^ 
done  in  my  life  is  to  rescue  Cicelvf  ^"^  ^  ^^"'^  ^'"^''• 

rounding,  and  provide  her  w.U      1/^ ^^^^^^  -"^- 

studies.     To  help  brinp  n.u   o  .  "^  h^""  '""sical 

«t..e  sense  of  i^Zce"  „     S'  fn":;!;^  ""  ^T 
an  utter  nonentity  "  •  •     m  myself  I  am  such 

whfcH  Krsca::if e"o^:r  ^';"  i-  -■ — "' 

her  eyes  fell.    So,„«LgT!     sud^'l^H  r'""  ^  '"""•  •■""" 

^'iranrHH—-—^^^^^ 

he  said :  ^  ^  ^''"^'^  P^'^^»^'  gentleness  that 

I  -r  r'^to^r^^^ft^^:[.MissVancourtP 
does  not  think  you  so."  ^^^'""^  ^^^  '"  London 

She  opened  her  sea-blue  eyes  full  upon  him. 
"Society?    Why  do  you  SDeak  of  if  ?     t         •• 
of  anyone  else,  i' -4^rts/     Lg'^  riwrl'"'' " 
woman  would  care  for,  I  imagine  I    One  ■scZl    „f  T  °' 
enough  for  me.     I  have  unfortunately  had  l^Z  .ll"'" 
and  they  were  all  too  many."  seasons,' 

Again  Walden  looked  at  her  but  ihi«  f;,„„  i     jj 
to  be  aware  of  his  scrutiny  """  '■■=  ''"'  "<"  ^ecn. 

'ryou  dol    I  have  certaiVmi,e^:'i,hT,rdr:  aZS 
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t-much  to  my  regret-but  I  don't  bebng  to  it.  Of  course  I 
hke  plenty  of  hfe  and  amusement,  Lr.t  'aociety'  as  London 
and  Pans  and  New  York  express  it  in  their  modes  and 
manners  and  'functions,'  is  to  me  the  dullest  form  of  enter- 
tamment  m  the  world." 

Walden  was  silent    She  gave  him  a  quick  side-glance  of 
enquiry.  e       w  i/, 

"I  suppose  you  have  been  told  something  about  me?"  she 
said-  Something  which  represents  me  otherwise  than  as  I 
represent  myself.     Have  you  ?  " 

At  this  abrupt  question  John  fairly  started  out  of  his  semi- 
abstraction  in  good  earnest. 

"My  dear  Miss  Vancourt!"  he  exclaimed,  warmly-" How 
can  you  think  of  such  a  thing!  I  have  r  ^er  heard  a  word 
about  you,  except  from  good  old  Mrs.  Spi...e  who  knew  yoa 
as  a  child,  and  who  loves  to  recall  these  days,-and-er— 
and " 

He  broke  off,  checking  himself  with  a  vexed  gesture 

^K ^""^  P  ^y  ^^""^^  "^"^  *"'>  °^  I'"  play  tricks 

His  eyes  caught  and  reflected  her  smile. 

"Well  —Sir  Morton  Pippitt  spoke  of  you  once  in  my 
hearing  -he  said-"  And  a  friend  of  his  whom  he  brought 
to  see  the  church,  the  Duke  of  Lumpton.  Also  a  clergyman 
in  this  neighbourhood,  a  Mr.  Leveson -rector  at  Badsworth— 
he  mentioned  you,  and  presumed "  — here  John  paused  a 
moment,-"yes,  I  think  I  may  say  presumed-to  know  you 
personally."  ' 

"Did  he  really  1  I  never  heard  of  him!"  And  she 
laughed  merrily.  "Mr.  Walden,  if  I  were  to  tell  you  the 
number  of  people  who  profess  to  know  me  whom  /  do  not 
know  and  never  a;/// know,  you  would  be  surprised !  .1  never 
spoke  to  Sir  Morton  Pippitt  in  my  life  till  the  other  day 
though  he  pretends  he  has  met  me,-but  he  hasn't.  He  may 
have  seen  me  perhaps  by  chance  when  I  was  a  child  in  the 
nursery,  but  I  don't  remember  anything  about  him      My 
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father  never  visited  any  of  the  people  here.-we  lived  very 

nThnVV""''r  ^^  '°^  *'^  ^"'^^  °f  Lumpton.-well '- 
nobody  knows  h.m  that  can  possibly  avoid  it-and  I  have 
never  even  so  n.uch  as  seen  him.     Aunt  Emily  may  possib^J 

likir'^urth  T  "  *?-^  P"^°"^'  hearing-that's  q^te 
likely-but  they  know  nothing  of  me  at  first  hand."  She 
paused  a  moment.  "Look  at  Cicely!"  she  said-:«How 
quickly  ^e  makes  friends!  She  and  Mr.  Adderley  arl 
chattenng  away  like  two  magpies!"  ^ 

Walden  looked  in  the  direction  indicated,   and  saw  the 

wrL^S?'^""  f  r'^^  *'^  «-^  cedartrwhlch 
baske?chat  LTaTJ"    ""^  '^'  [-^".-Cicely  seated  in  a  low 
basket-chair,  and  Adderley  stretched  on  th«  grass  at  her  feet 
Both  were  ta  king  eagerly,  both  were  gesticLting  excLX 
and  both  looked  exactly  what  they  we^.  two  verreccentf^ 
specimens  of  humanity.  '  eccentric 

"  They  seem  perfectly  happy ! "  he  id,  smiling-"  Adderley 
IS  a  curious  fellow,  but  I  think  he  has  a  good  heart.  He  pms 
on  a  mannerism  because  he  has  seen  the  members  of  a  certain 
hterary  'set  in  London  put  it  on-but  he'll  drop  that  in  tfme 
-when  he  is  a  little  older  and  wiser.  He  has  been  in  to  Tee 
me  once  or  twice  since  he  took  up  his  residence  here  for  the 
summer.  He  tries  to  discuss  religion  with  me-or  ra thlr  I 
should  say,  irreligion.  His  own  special  «cult'  is  the  elsv 
paganism  of  Omar  Kayydm."  «  ine  easy 

"Is  he  clever?" 

n,.nJ  '^^^  ^^j''     ^^  ^^'  *  '"^'■^  ""'  ^^''  °"ginal  turn  of 
mind.     He  read  me  some  of  his  verses  the  other  day  " 
"  Poor  you ! "  laughed  Maryllia. 

•?w\''^^  T  '"*'""^'*  *°  P"y  myself  when  he  first  began  "- 
said  Walden,  laughing  also-"  But  I  must  confess  I  was  agree- 
ably  surprised.     Some  of  his  fancies  are  quite  charming." 

They  had  been  walking  slowly  across  the  lawn,  and  were 
now  withm  a  few  steps  of  the  big  cedar-tree. 

"  I  must  take  you  into  the  rose-garden.  Mr.  Walden » "-and 
she  raised  her  eyes  to  his  with  that  childlike  -  onfiding  look 
which  was  one  of  her  special  charms,-"  The  roses  Tre  jTt 
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budding  out  and  I  want  you  to  see  them  before  the  summer 

gets  more  advanced.     Though  I  daresay  you  know  every  rose 

bush  m  the  place,  don't  you  ?" 
"  I  believe  I  do ! "  he  admitted-"  You  see  an  old  fogey  like 

my^lf  .s  bound  to  have  hobbies,  and  my  particular  hobby  is 
gardening.  I  love  flowers,  and  I  go  everywhere  I  can,  or  may 
to  see  them  and  watch  their  growth.  So  that  for  years  i 
have  visited  your  rose-garden.  Miss  Vancourt !  I  have  been  a 
regular  and  persistent  trcspasser.-but  all  the  same,  I  have 
never  plucked  a  rose," 

imnJ"";  ^■^V'^'i  ^^^■"  '"'^  ^^^y"'^'  ^^^'""g  ^O'^ewhat 
impatient  with  h.m  for  calling  himself  an  'old  fogey,'_whv 

did  he  give  himself  away ?-she  thought,-"!  wish  you  had 
pbcked  them  all  and  handed  them  round  in  baske'  "o  the 
villagers,  especially  to  the  old  and  sick  persons.  It  would 
have  been  much  better  than  to  have  had  them  sold  at  Rivers- 
ford  through  Oliver  Leach." 

surpSedr-''"  '^""^"  '''''''"'^  J°^' '  "i^^'^^y-"^  am  not 
"He  sold  everythiRg,  and  put  the  money  in  his  own 
pocket"-saKi  Maryllia.-«.But,  after  all,  the  loss  is  quLty 
own  fault  I  ought  to  have  enquired  into  the  management  of 
the  property  myself.  And  I  certainly  ought  not  to  have 
stayed  away  from  home  so  many  years.     But  it's  never  too 

cir-cfc^et I''   ""'  ^'""^''  ^"'  ^'™^  ^  ''-'  -  ^- 

Cicely  turned,   looking    up    from    beneath   her  spreading 
canopy  of  dark  cedar  boughs.  ^ 

..i.f^^i^''?'"^  "^""''^  ^'''''"S  '"^^  ^""'"  she  exclaimed- 
Mr    Adderley   is   talking  words,   and   I'm   talking  music  < 

We  11  show  you  how  it  goes  presently ! "  o  • 

"Do  please!"  laughed  Maryllia;  '"It  must  be  delightful! 

Mr  Walden  and  I  are  going  into  the  rose-garden.     We  shall  be 

back  m  a  few  minutes ! " 

She  moved  along,  her  white  dress  floating  softly  over  the 
green  turf,  its  delicate  flounces  and  knots  of  rosy  ribbon  looking 
like  a  trail  of  living  flo.  Walden,  walking  at  her  sid^ 
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nodded  smilingly  as  he  passed  close  bv  Cirelw  «n^  t  r       l- 
^M  a.We.ic  fig„.  co„L,i„,  .,,=  IXt/t^'^: 
grace,-and  presently,  crossing  from  the  lawn  to  Jh.? 

called  the  'Cherry-Tree  Walk.' because  the  "th  led  under"^ 
arched  trell.s  work  over  which  a  couple  of  hundred  cherrv!. 
were  twined  to  form  a  long  arbour  or 'pergola,  th'ey  tutd'd  ^I 
t    and  drawing  closer  together  in  conversation,  under  the 
shower  of  white  blossoms  that  shed  fragrance  above  their  LdT 
they  disappeared.     Cicely,  struck  by  a  certain  picturesqueness 
or  what  she  would  have  called  a  'stage  effect' in  Zm* 
of  their  exit  stopped  abruptly  in  the^L^W  hummiror: 
tune  wuh  which  she  declared  she  had  been  suddeiT  nfptd 
by  some  hnes  Adderley  had  just  recited.  'nsp.red 

"Isn't  she  pretty!  "she  said,  indicating  with  a  jerk  of  her 
ever  gest.culatmg  hand  the  last  luminous  glimmer  o  MarylhV 
vamshmg  gown-"  She's  like  Titania.-or  Kilmeny  in  Fa^ 
land.     Why  don't  you  write  something  about  her^Zl^Z 
about  some  girl  you  '  imagine '  and  never  see  ?  " 

Adderley,  lying  at  his  ease  on   the  eras<!   u^^^A 
arm  ^d  likewise  looked  after  the  to  '^LTl^Z^. 
passed  as  It  seemed,  into  a  paradise  of  snowy  flowers.  ^ 

I  JX  r    ^[J^^'^^l '  ^'^  *l^ays  so  much  better  than  those 
T^^r^^  '^P^'^'''  ""'^  uncomplimentary  candour. 
Thank  you!"   said  Cicely-" You  are  quite  rude    vou 
knowl    But  it  doesn't  matter."  '  ^°" 

He  stared  up  at  her  in  vague  astonishment 
;;  Oh.  I  didn't  mean  you ! "  he  explained-"  You're  not  a  girl  " 
^,,p  really!"    ejaculated    Cicely-"Then    what    am'    I, 

He  looked  at  her  critically.-at  her  thin  sallow  little  face 
w.th  the  intense  eyes  burning  like  flame  under  her  well-marked 
black  eyebrows.-at  her  drooping  angular  arms  and  unrmed 

whrh    Tr'  "'°  '''  ""^S^'  '°"«  black-stockingedTegs 

n?  H     fi  V  ^^''  °^  ^^'^^  ^"^^^^d  '^^'^  that  covered  fee 
of  adecdedly  flat  iron  model.-then  he  smiled  oddly 

Vou  are  a  goblin  I  "-he  said-  -,"  An  elf.-a  pixie-a  witch  I 

You  were  bom  m  a  dark  cave  where  the  sea  dashed  in  at  Wgh 
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tide  and  made  tne  rough  stones  roar  with  music.    There  were 
sea-gulls  nesting  above  your  cradle,  and  when  the  wind  howled, 
and  you  cned.  they  called  to  you  wildly  in  such  a  plaintive  way 
that  you  stopped  your  tears  to  listen  to  them,  and  to  watch 
their  white  wings  circling  round  you.     You  are  not  a  girl-no  I 
phowcan  you  be?     For  when  you  grew  a  little  older,  the 
m^sible  people  of  the  air  fok  you  away  into  a  great  forest 
and  taught  you  to  swing  yourself  on  the  boughs  of  the  trees' 
while  the  stai.  twinkled  at  you  through  the  thkk  green  leavS.' 
-and  you  heard  the  thrushes  sing  at  morning  and  the  nightin- 
gales at  evening,  till  at  last  you  learned  the  trill  and  warble  and 
the  little  caught  sob  m  the  throat  which  almost  breaks  the 
heart  of  those  who  listen  to  it!    And  so  you  have  become 
what  you  are,  and  what  I  say  you  always  will  be~a  goblin-a 
witch !— not  a  girl,  but  a  genius ! " 

"That's  all  very  well  and  very  pretty. "-said  Cicely 
showing  her  even  white  teeth  in  a  flashing  'goblin'  grii  _ 
But  of  course  you  don't  mean  a  word  of  it !  Ifs  merely  a 
way  of  talking  such  as  poets,  or  men  that  call  themselves  poets, 
affect  when  the  'fit'  is  on  them.  Just  a  string  of  worrJ 
mere  babble!  You'd  better  write  the.,  down.  thoug^-T^u 
mustn't  waste  them  I  Publishers  pay  for  so  many  words  I 
believe  whether  they're  sense  or  nonsense.-please  don't  lose 

:,n^«?^K^r  °"  -7  *''°""' '  ^°  y°"  ^"°^  y°"  are  smiling 
up  at  the  sky  as  if  you  were  entirely  mad?  Ordinary  people 
would  say  you  were,-people  to  whom  dinner  is  the  dearest 
thing  m  life  would  suggest  your  being  locked  up.  And  re 
too.  I  daresay!  You  haven't  answered  my  question.-wh; 
don  t  you  write  something  about  Maryllia  ?  " 

"She,  too,  is  not  a  girl."— rejoined  Adderley— " She  is  a 
woman.     And  she  is  absolutely  unwritable ! " 

"  Too  lovely  to  find  expression  even  in  poetry,"-said  Cicely 
complacently.  ^y^ij, 

"No  no!-not  that!     Not  that!"    And  Adderley  gave  a 
kind  of  serpentine  writhe  on  the  grass  as  he  raised  himself  to 
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ucu  1  say  mat  Miss  Vancourt  is  unwritable    T  «r«„M  e  • 
point  out  that  ,he  «  above  and  beyond  The  reach  of  mvM     " 
I  cannot  'experience'  her!    Yes-that  is  sT  Wh7  ' 

needs  most  is  -he  flesh  model     'The  LI        ?■  '  "  P°" 
Susan,  or  Sarah,  or  Tane  oTThe  bJanH  ?  ''  ""'  '^ 

her  f^ng'le^sl'f'Mu^rl?;'"^"'"  """  "  ^^^'^  "'^^'^  <" 

.^^.rbe£^rH-^-=•-^^^^^ 

fateful  colour  r'er  eye  If  Zv"  "'k,'"  ^°"  "^'"^  '"« 
phrase  Geo„e  Mer:^iS^:„  .h'  'B 4T.h  l/w  ""  r" 
eye;  system_if  black,  you  can  «L  the  &  L  ^ 
hght  of  a  dark  eye  in  woman,'  of  Byron  Sh^  mL  „ 
you  to  freely  encircle  her  waist  with  an  L  so  .ha.  hf  •°" 
felt  the  emotion  you  can  write-'How  teSlv  ,hL  ■  ^^^ 
form.  Thrills  to  my  touch  ■'    And  then     „  ""''"« 

Who  pays  so  much'per  hour  fof  stdy  "gToTth?  iL*"'"'" 
«n  go  away  and  forget   her-or  you'cLre^  r^^"" 

E„r  •'"   *''""'-<"  '™^in«'    that   she   ^^^t^ 
Endymion's  moon-goddess— for  so  lone  as  ,h.  „ 

and   imagine '  the  rest ' "  ^"luuier  type, 

are  good  enough  for  you  1 »  ^  tap-room 
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"Proves    K  »"ffi«8."-rnunnured  Julian,  drowsily. 

Provided  she  IS  amenable,-ar,d  is  not  the  mother  of  a 
^ge  family.    At  the  spectacle  of  many  olive  branches,  the 
Muse  shrieks  a  wild  farewell ! " 
Cicely  broke  into  a  peal  of  laughter. 

"You  absurd  creature !»  she  said-"  You  don't  mean  half 
the  nonsense  you  talk— you  know  you  don't ! " 

"Do  I  not?  But  then,  what  do  I  mean?  Am  I  justified 
in  assuming  that  I  mean  anything?"  And  he  again  ran  his 
hngers  through  his  ruddy  locks  abstractedly.  "No— I  think 
not!    Therefore,  if  I  now  make  a  suggestion,  pray  absolve 

me  from  any  serious  intentions  underlying  it— and  yet " 

'"And  yet '-what?"  queried  Cicely,  looking  at  him  with 
some  curiosity. 

"Ah!     'And   yet'!    Such   little   words,    'and   yet'!"  he 

ZIT'ST'T?  ^""^  ^"  '^'  stepping-stones  across  a 
brook  which  divides  one  sweet  woodland  dell  from  another! 

from  thl'^r  ^!  ^^^^^  profoundly,  and  plucking  a  daisy 
from  the  turf,  gazed  into  its  golden  heart  meditatively.  "  What 
I  would  say,  gentle  Goblin,  is  this,-you  call  me  Moon-calf 

I  thTnkT"  ""^^  ^^  "°  °^^'''*'°"  '"^  ""^  "^"'"2  you  Goblin! 
likl'hr*^^  ^^'^^  ^  ^^^  ''"^'^'"  ^^""^^'^^  Cicely-"!  rather 
^  "So  good  of  you!— so  dear!"  he  said,  softly— " Well !— 
and  yet  '-as  I  have  observed,  the  Muse  may,  like  che  Delphic 
oracle,  utter  words  without  apparent  signification,  which  only 
tiie  skilled  proficient  at  her  altar  may  be  able  to  unravel 
Iherefore,— in  this  precise  manner,  my  suggestion  may  be 

wholly  without  point,— or  it  may  not." 

"Please  get  on  with  it,   whatever   it  is,"— urged   Cicely 

impatiently-" You're  not  going  to  propose  to  me,  ire  you? 

Because,  if  so,  it's  no  use.     I'm  too  young,  and  I  only  met 

you  this  morning ! "  ' 

He  tnrew  the  daisy  he  had  just  plucked  at  her  laughing  face. 

Goblin,  you  are  delicious  !"  he  averred— "But  the  ghastly 

:ctre  of  matrimony  does  not  at  present  stand  in  my  path, 
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-.e  o„  .his  ve^  ,„bjec';',  '^^Z'J.Tr-^i  J'"'"'"-<' 

-n.e„cri„'lTh:;'e'^tf.t.^'"l^-"''  -  '"e  one 
because  i,  showed  such  „,to  .„1^  "","'  '"  "■=  ""="  ■"-d. 
e.  avoir  de,  enfantsf  £"1"^  ^  '"7 '  '""^  ■"-" 
faireautantl  Je  veux  la  ri^re  r  Oh  WanCsseuse  peu.  en 
Moi,  aussi.  je  veu,  la  gloire  r  ' '"'"'  '  "^ree  with  her  1 

looW  ZmVa^^  irfl  P'-'«'°".-fo'  a  momen.  she 
he  would  have  s  Jed  «  ,he  he  "'  "T"  '""«"''">■  "'  "er  as 

.he  s,^,  wi.h  indoietr,:."  ;si:lt  ^"'"-^  --  <-• 

fresh?.'""  "^■'°''""  "^  »%hed-..Vou  a.  so  „ew!-so 

sudS;  fro^hirlS'tnl  ""   °""-'  "'-"«  «»" 
'suggestion '?»  enthusiasm-"  And  what  of  your 

"My  suggestion."  rejoined  Adderlev    ",•- 
seem  to  you  a  strange  one     U  C.        ''~       """  'hat  may 
it  ha,  flashed  into  my  b"l  sudl^"  '""!■«'  '"  "'''«'"    »"' 
"ay  affect  the  dul  Jd    T.^fht  LT"'  "k"  ^°  ™P™'-" 

Brh::t!S:er:tr;h?^-"--^v^^ 

fell  inte'Xr^^'Ltetr-rr'^^  *'  «--> 
a  riddle?"  '^       *'  "^dy  with  the  parson  I    Is  it 

"  It  may  possibly  become  on^  ■ "  i,.       i-  j 
"But  to  speak  more  olZlv  T'  wP''"*'  '^'""Piacently- 

with  Miss  Vancourt,  ol  M^Zr  !"/ ,^.'"''"  '''' "  '-e 
Walden,  what  would  you  sa^-  ''"™""  ''"  "'  '""e  «ith  Mr. 

disiifSy-'^rS't  °7  *'  ™°"  '"  -">  Cicely 
loveasIam,-.„d  VmTe  veJJlZ^  "P,.'''"^  '»  f'^'  '" 
— C    Why.  whatett:  ^  i^^  Z^^  S^^l^^ 
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iflelil^d"'"^"  '"  '''''^  '"'^^  ^""''''^^  *'°"''^  marry  to-morrow 
"Ay  no  doubt  she  could  marry-that  is  quite  common- 
but  perhaps  she  could  not  love!"    And  Julian  waved  one 
hand  expressively.     "  To  love  is  so  new  !-so  fresh  I  " 

"But  Maryllia  would  never  fall  in  love  with  &  parson l" 
declared  C.cely,  almost  resentfully-"  A  paraon  l-a  country 
parson  too!    The  idea  is  perfectly  ridiculous ! " 

A  glimmer  of  white  in  the  vista  of  the  flowering  'Cherry-Tree 
Walk    here  suddenly  appeared  and  warned  her  that  Maryllia 
and  the  Reverend  John  were  returning  from  their  inspection  of 
the  rose-garden.     She  checked  herself  in  an  outburst  of  speech 
and  silently  watched  them  approaching.    Adderley  watched 
them  too  with  a  kind  of  lachrymose  interest.     They  were  deep 
in  conversation,  and  Maryllia  carried  a  bunch  of  white  and 
blush   roses  which  she  had    evidently  just  gathered.     She 
looked  charmingly  animated,  and  now  and  then  a  light  ripple 
of  her  laughter  floated  out  on  the  air  as  sweet  as  the  soL 
of  the  bu-ds  chirming  around  them. 

"The  roses  are  perfectly  lovely ! "  she  exclaimed  delightedly, 
as  she  came  under  the  shadow  of  the  great  cedar-tree;  "Mr! 
Walden  says  he  has  never  seen  the  standards  so  full  of  bud  » 
Here  she  held  the  cluster  she  had  gathered  under  CiceVs 
nose.  Aren't  they  delicious !  Oh,  by  the  bye,  Mr.  Walden, 
I  have  promised  you  one!  You  must  have  it,  in  return  foi 
the  spray  of  lilac  you  gave  me  when  I  came  to  see  w«r  garden  1 
Now  you  must  take  a  rose  from  mine  I »  And,  laying  all  the 
roses  on  Cicely's  lap,  she  selected  one  delicate  half-opened 
blush^white  bloom.     "  Shall  I  put  it  in  your  coat  for  you  ?  " 

If  you  will  so  far  honour  me!"  answered  Walden •— he 
was  strangely  pale,  and  a  slight  tremor  passed  over  him  as 
he  looked  down  at  the  small  fingers,-pink-tipped  as  the 
peals  of  the  flower  they  so  deftly  fastened  in  his  button- 
hole; "And  how  "-he  continued,  with  an  effort,  addressing 
Cicely  and  Julian-"  How  have  Music  and  Poetry  got  on 
together?"  '  * 

"Oh,  we're  not  married  yet,' -said  Cicely,  shaking  off  the 
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dumb  spell  which  Adderley's  •suaeeition  '  K«^  r 

CMt  upon  her  mind--.' We  ouKhtTr^f.!^  for.  moment 

.nH^'l"'^'' "?  '^'°'"  '■"  ^  «-="■»•««  position  on  the  ma 

"Poor  Omar!"    said  Waldi-n "xk.  _   .. 

of  him  i,  like  ,h.  -.-r    ^^T  "'  P'"'''  P'twusness 

Grasri,go<^'Vlro^lH*,''t.'«'  ■»  *"  •^•«'""- 

Wr  .0  frL  with,f^.:Lr-nei^,"'^t",'"f  "' 
last  and  th^tf^fcL  «  1     u,  •  '^®""®'^  K^^s  nor  lambs  can 

u   uieais  Its  end  in  Nothingness!    But   thant  r^    *u 
IrS^'^   stronger   and^wiser    in-^.h^'Li^eS  S 

to'ZnXo'ff.stt!^  "="*  -™  ■""""'^  •-  •  Hgh. 
Walden  smiled. 

"I  think  not,»-he  rejoined-" No  created    th!„.  l>.. 


the  fact  that  it  A  Here  U  al^ortSa.  th^ 


Here, — and 
is  a  purpose 
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Adderley  lifted  dubious  eyelidi. 

"  Vou  think  we  shall  ?  " 

"  Most  assuredly  I    What  doe,  Dante  Rossetti  say  ?^ 

'The  day  ii  dark  and  the  nijjht 
To  him  that  would  search  their  hr      , 
No  lips  of  cloud  that  will  part 

Nor  morning  «ong  in  the  light ; 
On'Xi  garing  alone 
To  him  wild  shadows  are  shown. 
Deep  under  deep  unknown, 
And  height  above  unknown  height 

Still  we  say  as  we  go  • 
"Strange  to  think  by  the  way 

Whatever  there  is  to  know 
That  shall  we  know  one  day."'" 

Js  designed  for  a  r..,-^       j  •i^'^  -     or  a  Jar?e.     It 

Cause.    irLr  '"'*  "T  •'""ily  towards  that 

.hf s  i^  *fo  'z^'tzf  MaTi? ""  f  r*""' 

•he™«„he  had  la?d  iTailvS'^H'"'"  ""*  "'"="  "P 
.hem  afresh,  looked  up  rudd;,^y       '^'  ""'  ™  ™"  """8'"S 

.ha.  even  ou.  «l,lo„  can  scicei;^^;;:  ^^^ 
found  it."  ^***»  'o  ^  have 


4   1,1.   _ 


'i.merwr^'mr^- 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


305 

really  isn't  a  bit  irreligious.     ll  is'hU:!    **^'"'''--".-"  And  it 
■nis.re:-f-st--^^ 

Annra:fj:;r:et-:r;Tr:?f;' 

to  her.  The  r  hSiu/t  IS  'u  "'  ""■*  «"'•-■  "  '"^l' 
There  was  nothingln'^'l p^  e«h  L^T  '«  """^^ 
move  any  self-possessed  mnn   !v     ^T^"^"^*-  of  courtesies  to 

■1  \  "TT' ""''  ""«''  ••'"■  »'"•»'  giddy  A  Ik  ?el 
indefinable  ho.ror  of  himvlf  possessed  hi^  _J  J  ?  "" 
unnameable  transport  of  sudden  L  >>'m,-<aughe  by  this 
felt  he  could  Je  rushed  It;  al  "'tj  T""""'  "' 
reach  and  observation,  and  hav^nereme^JhTf  °°'  °f 
halcyon  gardens  of  Abbot's  Manor  agaT  ,"w  t,  M°"  '"." 
name,  «rhy?    He  could  not  tell     hZ    ,"  7  7" '"  "'"™'' » 

be  there. -no  right  .0  be    hSeZt  ^t  o^    "°  "?•"  '° 

rd^i^tTardrbr-^^^^^^^^^^ 

abyss  into  which  he  loot^^.h  .Ir^^Z  ""T'-r 

S!irh'et:^::t^fi;:r "^^^^   -^ " 

-And  would  we  hear  i^wt  ^Z^l^'u^:^^ 


r 


i  ^ 


^mmemsm^'^sw^ 


mk'i'm^jf 
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Adderley    with  opportune  bathos  at  this  juncture-"  A.  I 
have  said,  and  will  always    maintain    O   ar'»  ..L     , 
fits  in  with  the  happy  apprLh  of  S„  "'c^^fort  f  BeS 
the  .  us,«fon  and  example  l-Primmins  with  the  t«  I  ■•       ^ 

„,„„•     'I  *  f '"^  "'"^  """■«'''  ™''  "?'  queried  Cicelv 
moving  her  cha,r  aside  to  make  more  space  for  fte  bS; 

■mVrJT"\Vl\'"^'"'  "'  ""'  .he  afterno^n"bfe 

upoMohn-s"'  '^  '"""«•  "---""  P^'-ciousIy 
it  g-S^lvC^",!;'  ""-^  steadily-.. And-so  to  „ 


tMv 


,--rf 


CHAPTER  XVII 

A  "If  h^  ssi^r  T2t:  r  r  •  "^''^ 

they  found  the  onlv  tr„iJ  ^  T-  '"  *^*^  drawmg-room 
model  as  a  eenuin#»  <5fro,i:..»  •  surpasses  the  German 

^geeher  ,esSranTX"'he"r'^;  «  ^^""'^  """"'  "•" 
Cicely  had  ttansforaed  both  he^etf  and  tt  i^n  '"'"Tl"'' 
enchantment    The  thins  of  wn^    ^  unspeakable 

had  become  possels^  L  .  we«  tlr  ^"'7''  ''^^^ 
battling  clouds  and  the  JJ^^Z,t  "''"  "' ">» 
it  had  suddenly  whisDered\7,i,  5M,-and  then 

.in  out  of  sto™  td^:i*vs'"  f  'T  •""  ■"■'• 

melody,  on  which  wordleTdTeams  Jf  hl^  •'""'  "^  "  """"^ 
rainbow  bubbles  on  fo!^    .kL       1  ""Vpiness  ghtiered  like 

vanishing  at  a  brea"h -ThfS     "\"  v"  """"'"'  "<»  ">" 

hadwhi^  sha^t  *':^s  fhe'3erso?nd":r.^""' 
rdrhf.t:ro::wr^""""--^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
or  p«ye^.  chirw^^h'Ter  rsiorfj'T" 

threshold  "  Hea^     *aIh    r*  ''^"'^  "P  '<•  ">e  very 
all  this  ph.^Lm?Sof1?Lf -;''■'  ■«"""'"'  ""<>  -"oM 

was  as  the  face  of  a  nictu4d°,„  T^T  t  '""""  "'=»«'=  '^ 
%»»-«.  i.  in  <^>r^Z\Xllti^;^^^ 


if 


y 
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Cicely  played?  Such  must  Tk '"''"  ^'°'"'"  °"'y'  ^hile 
the  earliesf  splendour  TZ  iJ^  u^'^'t^  ""^  ^^^^^'^^ 
born.-whe„  'gods  .n^LdLtZZlV^  ""  "^^^^ 
world  in  large  and  maiestir  S  ^''^'''''^  *°  ^'^'^^  the 

of  chivalry  and   llSl  I   '"'""'"^  ^^'^*^"  brave  deeds 
plenitude    of   rich   i^'^^^^^^^  ^^^^^^   ^y   the  very 

heaven-con,uering,hlSr„"gpress"T^^^^^^^^^    '''''   ^' 
made  to  seem  uncouth,  or  mean  «nH  ^"  ""^^  '"^'^ 

to  dominate  the  planet    h^t"  'f'^"  '"  ^'^  attempts 

with  dignity  and  power      Not  t^"^'       '''"'''  '"^  ^"^°^^d 
derided.-every  tfuth    cou^l      "  ""  ""'  "°'^^  ^^"^^'"'"^"t 
tenderness    -o'clced.^rd  Tve;7TZ^^^^^^^^^ 
subject  of  a  slander  or  a  sneZ     v  .    !       '°"    ""^^^    the 
lust,  marriage  mere  conveni  nee   and°   /''"  "^  ^°^^  "^-- 
of  gain.     There  was  some thir^'  T  1     '  '""'"^  ^ovetousness 
these.- something  of  Te   ^ -if  h"'  1"'^"'  ^"^^^  ^^an 
according  ^o   the%ld   BibliTaTnal.  "'  ^°^'    ^^^^h, 

humanity  with  the  words-!."S  ZZl"'  "^'^  ^''^"^^^^  '"to 
after  Our  likeness."  That  «h^Le'  oTr%'"'"  '"  ^"^  ^^S^' 
ously  in  the  waves  of  musfc  whTch'surl^h  ""I  !^'^"^^^  S'°"- 
and  fingers,  out  on  the  respTnste T  '^^^  '''f  >''^  ^^-^ 
playmg  there  followed  a  dumb  sneH  nP^  '"  '^^  ""^''^ 
which  those  who  had  listen  "totj  marit""'  "'^  ^^^ 
were  afraid  to  break  by  a  word  or  '  ""P'°"'^^'°n 

with  a  smile  at  their  mute  aZltt^  "°!f "'"'  ^"^  ^h^". 
had  passed  her  small  "11^"^^,'".^,  astonishment,  she 
piano-keys.evokingtherefS  a  Plavulf  i'/^""  °^^^  ^^e 
silvery  sound  of  her  voice  Id  c  ovln  C  '  '"'  ^'^  P"^« 
De  Musset's  'Adieu.  Suzon  1 '  ^''  ^""^^^  ^^th 

"Adieu,  Suzon,  ma  rose  blonde 

Qui  m'as  aim^  pendant  huit  jours  I 

Les  plus  courts  plaisirs  de  ce  monde 
Souvent  font  les  meilleurs  amours. 


p«:^:i 
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Sais-jeau  moment  oi  je  te  quitte 

JemVn  ""'"'"■*'"*= '"^"^^tre  errant? 
Je  men  va.s  pourtant,  ma  petite, 
Bien  loin,  bien  vite, 
Adieu,  Suzon  1 " 

swifter  pulse,  at  the  entrancing  half  it  ^"'^^f^^h^^^t-beat.  a 
sweetness  she  infused  into  thTsf'lLilT       ^^°'^'  half-mocking 

"Je  pars   et  sur  ma  levre  ardente 
BrQle  encor  ton  dernier  baiser 
Entre  mes  bras,  ch^re  imprudente 

ion  beau  front  vient  de  renoser 
Sens^tu  mon  ccur,  comme  il  pl^p 

T-  rS        "'  ''°™'"^  '^  battait  gaimentl 
Jem'en  va,s  pourtant,  ma  petit^ 
Bjen  loin,  bien  vite 
Toujours  t'aimant  I 
Adieu,  Suzon  ! " 

as  could  scarcely  be  equaJled  alT  '"^  ""'^  '^°<" 

com  no  ^'^,e/r^:r^^j^'j^%:^?^'^^^'>'^y 

Bravissima  '  fell  to  clannm^  uJu^  -^  ^^'^^^  •'— brava  ! 
Walden,  less  den,lt^"^„t  ,M'"  ""  *'"  """^y- 
quite  new  and  strange  to  UsT^„  «  "ore  moved.  Something 
had  insidiously  crepf  ove^h^  t'?  ^.''■'  »■*  'en,pem„e„, 

to  self^analysis.  helas  SntroTof  theTct"!"""'"-"'" 
finding  himseir  in  the  srin  Af  ,7         ■  '  ^"^  ""^^y  a' 

give  no  name.  ThereS  L  ""T?  '"  "Wch  he  could 
!--g  ended,  and  wl^f^^  L:'^"-""'  -- 
mcoherent  praise  and  thanks  to  Sy  or  ,1  Tr  ^"  ■!'' 
wonderful  gift  had  afforded   him      t  ,5    ''°'*'"  ""^ 

business  in  the  viUase  «  an  ,  '  ~  "'"'''  P^'^  '°'"^ 
MarylUave^^eetXrhi^r"!'""  "^  "^P""- 

pomiL^\^-r^';^^;^^-"And  r  want  you  to 

6.   rar.   walden  I  — you  must  consent 


!  I 


.-^^^S'^IWI^I^i 
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^_^mee,  so^e  of  n,y  London  Wends  here  on.  .v.„i„g  „ 
i.  tutit"  ""■  ""  """<'  '"  ^"^  "0  "e  was  holding 

and  a  solitary  life,  LiLZ^^.  l«  "  "'"  """'"  "'°"^- 
She  looked  at  him  thoughtfully,  and  withdrew  her  hand 
That  means  that  you  do  not  care  to  come "  T.     -j 

s,mply    "I  am  so  sorry  you  do  not  like  me  1»'  ~""  """• 
The  blood  rushed  up  to  his  brows. 

Miss  VancourtI"  he  stammers)    ..u 
think »  «'=n'">ered-"Pray_pray  do  not 

J:r:ft^rcrarltr^o^hftr  ^— 

copy  of  certain   verses  he  IT  F""^  ^^'  ^  ^""^^ 

spoke:  ^    ^'^    composed,   Maryllia  again 

"Well,  at  any  rate,  I  shall  send  you  an  invitation  tn  .  , 
my  parties,  whether  you  come  or  nn^  x7  w  7  *°  °"®  °^ 
Playfully-«0therwis'e,  I  shai'l  eell  'haJe  Td" '"  ^'^  '^^ 
duty  to  the  minister  of  the  parish  '  It  wTb.  fo  '  "'^  '°"^' 
during  the  next  three  weeks     I  'honl  ^^  f '"^  ^^^"^« 

it.     Knot "        ^''^^''^'    ^  ^ope  you  will  able  to  accept 

the^'hrdteT^JeVr;!^^^^^^^^  ^°*    '^^'^-« 

-^^ofantii^J^-S^Srt^r 

I  have  seemed  to  you  discourteous,  Misf  Van^ourt      T  ""^^ 
much  of  a  solitary,  that  '  societv '  h7c      I  '    '  *™ '° 

effect  upon  me,-but  you  muTneve"    he  "h'",  'f  "l''^'''^ 
full  and  bravely-"  vL  J^.T  ~      ^  ^^  '°°^^^  «*  her 

do  not  like  yl     l^ZZyoTr'  "'  ^^'^  °^  ^^"^  ^^^  ' 
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'^tLT?  T  !;''  f  ^  P"'  *"^  *^"^'^  earnestness. 

"  Good-bye ! " 

And  so  he  left  her  presence. 

nrn^^'l^K'*'''*''*  *°  ''^"^  ^^'"^  ^<^o««  the  fields,  Adderley 
proffered  his  companionship,  which  could  not  in  ciCnhv  S 

S  Jt?f  1^"^^"°^  ^^°""^^  togethlr'byT  itS 

upns^g  5  of  Earth  had  not  yet  darkened  2  fil  g'c^dtud 
beneath  the  western  glory  of  the  sun,  there  was  a  gentle 
murmur  and  movement  among  the  trees  and  flowers  and  blrdL 

n.gh.  The  long  grasses  rustled  mysteriously,  and  the  small 
unseen  herbs  hidden  under  them  sent  up  a  pungentl  ^ 
odour  as  the  two  men  trod  them  down  on  their  leisurely  way 
•  across  the  fields.-and  it  was  with  a  certa-n  sense  of  reTS 
from  mental  strain  that  Walden  lifted  his  hat  andlet  the  soft 
breeze  fan  h.s  temples,  which  throbbed  and  ached  veil 
strangely  as  though  with  a  weight  of  pent-up  tears.     He  w2 

t^lf  ff  tw'o":"'  ^:'7  ^''''''''  «^--"'  accustomed  t" 
frlh  !?  f T"^  *'P°'^*^  *°  ^  «q"«I  taciturnity.  The 
few  hours  they  had  spent  in  the  society  of  Maryllia  Vancourt 
and  her  weird  protdg^e.  Cicely  Bourne;  had  gi7en  bormen 
subject  for  various  thoughts  which  neither  of  them  wasT 

aw^Je  of  aTS  '°  '''  °^'^^'  ^^'^^"'  ^  part^culaTw^ 
ZZ  f u  ^"  """^^^'^^  ^^  uneasiness  of  mind  ihich 
troubled  h.m  patly  and  he  looked  askance  at  his  complntn 

p"S  w\?d"  cl^^dirt""-  ^'^  '^"^-'^^^^^'  -^^.a^S 
poet  was  decidedly  m  his  way  at  the  present  moment-he 

wou  d     ,her  have  been  alone.     He  determined  in  ^y"^  not 

to  a  k  him  to  enter  the  rectory  garden.-more  of  hfsTcie^y 

would  be  intolerable.-they  would  part  at  the  gate,!  ^ 

Im    afraid    I'm    boring    you.    Mr.   Walden,"-said    the 
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immediate  menul  attitude  to«rds,h'  h      T'T  "^  '''^  o™ 

"Don't  apologise  1"  he  saW  „i  h      ^    "1^'  'moon-calf.' 
am  not  in  a  coipanionabtetaZur  "   Th  Tt~"'  '"'''" 

S-    «-'-' voice,    That  vr\ill.:--rta^: 

C  t;h::rant^t:7rrrr"-'''^  •"»  ^"^ 

excitement  and  overstrair,l"      n  f  """'"  ^""^  ""'<"« 
I  think  Miss  VancZ.  ™^U;,        ""''/  "^^''"8  <««'• 

" Miss  VancourtT v"y  lovl "TTS'.'  T  <" *'"" 
"I  have  made  up  my  m'^^nd  o^' Zf'' ^''''"'')' ''"^"iv^ly. 
am  saw  her,  I  was  not  conWnced  H  "?'"'  "  ''"•  ^''«"  ' 
But  ti:ey  are  mobile  and  ™n  eJsivf  ^J'"""""  ™P"f«'- 
there  is  a  subtle  beauty  wStnT  '"  '^  "P'"^'"" 
again,  my  own  'ideals' of  womei  h?  °  r""^'"''  Then 
qucenly.-yet  in  Miss  Va„»„T„t Tav  """  ^'"  '""  ^"-i 
queenly  without  being  ti^l  It "s  L'™  f  ""'"■'"  "•><>  » 
material  inches.    And  I  am  nil     .■ /!^'  ^"  "'"'<'>"  the 

more  fascinating  thM  the  rtterThl\*''  *^  f°™"  « 
once  my  dream'to  d,°  u^^n  hj' Ja^°"f,    .^^-i'  *at  it  was 

Walden  laughed  forc;drv     H.  ""  """^  '" 

to  listen  to  AdWX^;m";MLrw'7°7*"' 

and  m.ji:i  oTC  ltd  ::^g^rer^  ::vT,r  ^''-^ 

might  possibly,  from  the  ve-y  cofd^s  „fT  ^.f'  '"""^" 
sympathetic.  She  might  be  undasTble  T  '*■"-  '^  ""^ 
more  repellent  than  Venus  or  Psyche  ^  J"™.^""'  =ver 
so  many  large  women     Th^v  .  ™  "«*'"•  "'""  "e 

S    women.     Ihey  are  common.     They  obstruct 
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out  the  view  of  the  statre     Th!  opera-boxes,  blocking 

lovable.  Therefore  lef^e  LtST"'  If" --«-  ^han 
not  bear  analysis.  For  mL  v 'r?  .  '"  '""''°"  ^'^'^^  ^•" 
nor  for  that  Ltter  I  shrsh^rTl"  "^^  ^^"  '^°'"^"'- 
therefore  entirely  bewitching!  °  "  >"describable,  and 

John  said  nothing,  but  onlv  walt*.^  ««     .  •., 
"  Vou  are  perhap!  not  an  admlr  of  th   T^"  '"'"  "^""''^^y- 
pursued  his    companion-^"  AnH.K     r^  ^"^^  '''^'  ^^^Iden?" 
awaken  no  sy^pat'^^^  youf  ".Ind'^"^   "'^  °^^-^^-^ 

not  1;:::  tT::'-^''::::^^'^:''''''  '''y-^  - 

-iddle-aged  parson  Vou  can  harr^'-"'  '"^  "^^^^'^  ^ 
your  youthful^nthusia;°  .Xdder  yf  7oT  "'  '°  ^'^^^  '" 
h;ll  of  life,-I  am  travelling  down  U  ITJ''  ^T^  "^  '^' 
the  same  standpoint."  Here  Th-  i  r.  ^"°*  '^^  thmgs  from 
to  the  high  roacf-thence  a  L     ^  '''"  ^"'^^  ^"^  '^^^ 

the  gate'of  the're^  "B^Tar"  '""^'^  ^'^"^  ^° 
your  admiration  of  Miss  Vancourt  Shf  ^^'''  ""''^  ^°"  '" 
and  charming  lady-and    T   h!r  f  ''""'  ^  "°^^  l^'n^ly 

remarks  became  Lewh~ram^^^^^^^^^  ^'^ 

I  am  sure  she  will  try  to  do  ^0^^  ?^  disjointed-"  yes- 
has  taken  up  her  ZC^  IZ'  Va?  ' ''?  "°^  ^'^'  ^^^ 
stays.     She    may  get    tired    17'  '  °^  ''°"'^^'  '^  she 

probable-but-it  if  of  course  .  """"^'^.."'"^-that  is  quite 
social  influence  in  ^^^hT^urhfod'  "^^  ^  -",^ 
influence-and  I  should  say  Miss  V^nnr^T  u^  woman's 
useful  and  beloved  in  the  parishll^'    ^^'^  '^'"  "^^^^  ^^^^^^If 

'parochial'  in  his  tk     hT chtke.    ':  "f/  l'"'"^  ^""^ 
swung  open  his  garden  gate.  ""'"^^  ^^^P^ly  and 

"  I'm  sorry  I  can't  ask  you  in  iust  now  »    u       •  ^ 
some  pressing  work  to  do—"  '  ""^^  '^''^-"  ^  ^^ve 


ill 
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hand°ti,r^"S'v,i'l'jT;;'"  ^"0  »^«""n.  shaking 
escaped  a,  liJ  „T.h?^'«54  ^-P  enforced  upon  hi^f 
hastened  under  ehe  00^.1^.1.^^   I  ""'  °™  K""*™.  "^ 

.he  ..wn.  AddX  Sd  ^r;  ""  '""  "•"  '""'^'«' 
on  hi,  own  way  with  a  ^^H^'      disappear,  and  then  went 

"Those  who  "never*^^f;„    '*;''"  complacency, 
impressed  by  ther-^he^^    ■     ?'"    '"  '*'  ">  *«  "><»' 
ings  of  a  beetllon  k  pin  ar^'H^'^  reflected-"  The  writh- 

•he  wAhing,  of  a  paZ's  s^b  W Tenr'  L"  "'""'1"^ 
psychological  study  might  brL,H.  ^,'""  "•^''"blt 
Kindly  look  where'you  a^  ^in^p'~*"'  ««"'  f™""' 

This  last  remark  was  addresspH  t«  o  k  ir  j      . 
pushed  past  him  roughly  witTout  ,1    ^''^;^™"'^^»  ">«"  who 
off  the  foot-path.     It  was  S    ?       P'  t''"^''  J°'"'"g  '^»'" 

spoken  to.  gSTnced  roJLd  su^Tel^thVm^tt'^^^^^  ''"^^'^ 
stumbled  on.  ^u'leniy  with  a  muttered  oath,  and 

-d.     "What  an  oJ°Zle1:t7-'^  "'^'^'  ""  *' 
entir^y-Sttfrb^:  hTtn^t o'Te"  ^her^HW  "^^ 

news.  sLdal  LdZZ^r^'      !"  ■"°"'  "P'  '"  ""  "»«' 
neighbourhood  '^         "  ™'™''  "nceming  the  whole 

owTdo^airb^S  tt'  "^"f  -r,  ■"■"« "»- »  "« 

passed  all  th;  h^(  htjf:.,  ^'/'"'Wul  Nebbie,  who  had 
window  of  the  4^7 -."^r  °'^""'  '»"  «^'  by  the 

set  foot  upon  fte  ZL     ttr""'  """^  '"  "•«'  "^  "  "e 

in  a  short  flight  and  d«.^„H.T       '       *•'  "^'f'  "^  "^t 
gni  and  descended  again,  cooing  soffly  a,  though 
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with  satisfaction  at  his  return     a«^   tu 
silence  everywhere,  the  work  o7. he  H^™.  ""  ",  '""''"« 
B«intonl  aving  left  ,he%I.H.n  ?•         ^^  '^'"8  ''°™>  ""<' 
•olitude  and  am     a,m>[^    .     "" .""''  f"'' ""»  own  sweet 

^a.-ltr-^'^""'"'"  hU  eye,  £  t  llr^ m"; 

all  strange  and  unfamilia™"  "**  ""•-"""V  it  seen,. 

The  glow  of  the  sunset  struck  a  roH  flo-^ 
his  house,  and  beat  out  fl?ntr      .•      ^  ^^''""''*  '^«  ^^''^  of 
latticed  w  ndows  IL  chLT    ^"^  '^"'"'""^  ^^^^^«  ^^^"^  ^he 
roses  shone  forth  i     viv^tS^  of  honeysuckle  and 

inated.  The  warmth  Jd  ecS  of  jfl^^^^^^^  TT^'"  '""■"" 
every  flush  of  colour.  everSt^o^  g^-tn'd'r'"'.;^^ 
voluptuous  singing  of  unseen  skvlark.    hI      J^  '^'^^' 

nests,  and  shaking  out  their  son^s^^/  descending  to  their 
of  music  breaking  asunder  nfhe  cleLr  '^'  ^'^'  ^"^^'^^ 
the  rapture  of  heaven  wedded  to  tL  """P^'"^"'  "^P^^^^^^ 

pre-^smg  one  hand  across  his  evp«   h.  "/ 'f '«"®  ^"^  pam,  and 

blue  sky  and  green  erTss  for  T    '         ,  "'  °"'  *^^  ^^^'«  of 
7  •»""  giccn  grass  tor  a  moment  s  resnit*>     fi,»« 

slowly,  and  wift  ben.  head  into  his  sTudv     HerTlv     Z"" 

rhiT."t^-^l-;rd"ir'---?=^^^^ 

Mandeville  PorehL     Thf  its  7.  Hr1?"°".  '*'"• 
wherea.  he  smiled.    Mr.  MandTvtue  VZ\^X^-~. 


fm^^^ 


■sfS^S^  ITi^&JiS^'^K  •• 
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and\h?„:^^^^^^^^^^  but  hun, 

she  was  also  the  mother  7fivl  11"  '"  ""l!  '''^  ^"^  hunt.-J 
her  cans  on  the  Reverend  John  weTmf?^J\''"«'^^^"'  ^^ 
patient  persistency  that  seemed  If.n/K"'*  ^^  *  P°'"^  «"d 
hved  some  two  miles  out  of  |f  r  T^""  «**'"''«ble.    She 
Walden's  church  regularly  dil;!.?:   ^"'  ^''^^3'»  ««ended 
solemnly  closed  p?vaternibus^f  t'  t"''  '"  '^'"''^  '"  « 
She  professed  great  interest  in  al°  A,!  T"    '°""'^'  '^P^' 
ground  that  she  was  herself  thi  T  ?    *'''   "'^"^"'   on   the 
clergyman.  '""'^  '^"  ^'^"ghter  of  a  dead-and-gone 

"  My  poor  father  1 »»  ou 
sleel  banTaux  of  Jrey  Wr  T  T'  "'  '"y-  """othing  her 
one'ong.  pale,  .hinXt.^HTw:?''^"'''" '''"'■-'-''' 
.-an.  He  ha.  .i  ,  -A^ir  M^o^  Lfa^ 

genealogy  of  the  Beedle  famrSt-      "  , "  ""  ""'  «»  "»= 
"■nxious  enquirer,  ,ha.  i,  "„^  ^J^"  *')'  "P^ned  to  the 
sufficing  it  was  to  have  hadTnZ^^r  ,        '"'P<'«ant  and  all- 
The  Beedles  we.  an^i^^f^.,^  ',  "  °"f,r™'l  Parent, 
-and  to  be  connected  with  a  S^ff  . J  »    *"^  «"' ^PP^ared, 
Ptovincial  mind,  of  lili^d  ^^l^""  ^^^'^  T'  "  ^'•'• 
of  superior  birth  and  breedinr^S'         ""'"'  ^'"""^ 
to  receiving  a  call  from  M«  PorJhl    k  "'  "'"  «"««omed 
».  and  he  did  his  utmosT^rL"^.!,^"'."".  '^"  <^)'»  " 
Bajnton  was  hi,  ready  .c^m^^TntV^t  ''"  "  ^''  P°'"'=- 
and  promptly  gave  him  T  wan,L  Jh'"'™'"!«""'P''«X. 
•bm-  or  landaa  was  seen  wetah^^^h!        '!'  ""'  ''""'''am 
"Uage,  with  the  result  that  on  thl^      T^  ''°™  "P""  *e 
of  the  Beedles  at  the  KaZ\        T™'  "'  *'  descendant 
Rockett.  a,e  parlou^aT^ithT  T  ™  ™'  "^  "-'" 
sta.emen,_.Mr.WaIden7,:^„„f7,'^   smile  and  the 

He  conld  infotS  ^C^  ^  hX^rLrtr^ri 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  3,^ 

Poreham  woman  drivin'  out  with  »      r     „ 
They  won't  likely  be  Lk  L  1   ,       ,    ""^'^  *°  ^'"*^"f°'d. 
'     Whereupon  Walden  .tStwa  -  jr^      °'  '"""  ''^  ''^^•' 

'  The  UaV  deposited  hTstrT^i  hi  V?"^^^^  '^"'^  "P  ^° 
•fam'iy  and  reuirned  acairL  n  '     '?^/^'°^'"*"  ^O'  the  absent 

This  afternoon  he  hS"  ^'^''''^  '°  *^''  ^'^'^  dwelling, 
lady,  and  h  Tatfde  herTrd  ^H  ""!'  "'"^^  ^'^^  -«»^y 
glanced  at  it  chang'g  sudde^^^^^^^  ^"^^^^  he  had 

impatience.  Surdy  there  was  ^m.h^*'  °^  '°'^"^h**  ^«»"ed 
solitary  in  the  aspe'ct  oAlrorrwSrs?'  ''''  ^"' 
he  had  been  accustomed,  and  where  h.K  a  ""^^^  ^^"^ 
comfort  and  contentment  ?Thti.   ^^  generally  found 

declining  rapidly.r;te  s^^e^  1  rw^  of  V""^^^  ^^^^ 
creeping  up  apace  over  the  skv  .nH  .  ,  """"^"'"^  ^^ 
something  heavier  thai   the  X  1  '  '^"dscape-but 

night  seemed  weiRhine  on  th.  0  T'''^  °^  approaching 

his  nerves  and  ^d^n^ed^ sVu[  TeltolS'  atf  t^^-' 
over  the  papers  on  his  desk  in  »  V  J     .   ^^^^"tly  turning 

uncertain  h^  to  employ  hi"  ff  .'  f  '"'"^  ^^^'^^  >««  him 
-to  finish  a  sketch  of  the  r^^  '°  '"^^'-^^  ^"t«. 
he  had  yester?ar^;^„''lo;r^^^^^^  °"  ^  -«  ^^ich 

fathom  its  meaJng,  ^d ^n^l^r  l^y   "tT  "'°°'' 
a  hght  tap  at  his  door  and  the  maid  H^te?  Le^rwir: 
"The  last  post,  sir.     Only  one  for  you." 

He  opened  the  letter,  and  began  to  read.     Th.  i  . 
look  m  his  eyes  deeoened  — nn^  1  .        ^"e  mterested 

window  to  avail  hlSfi;         u   '"°"'^  """^"  *°  ^^e  open 
decreasing  hglt  ''  °^"'^  ^  P^^^'^^^  °f  the  swiftly 

"  Dear  W/iLDEN  "— it  r        "tu 

to  you,  not  only  because  k^^cu^'oT  .r^'r  T  *°  "^''^ 

to  do  so  for  a  long  time.  buT  .1       k         ^^'  ^  ^ave  failed 

iong  ume,  but  also  because  I  feel  a  certain 
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ISJ'f  L^°'.*':?^*''P*"»'°"  ^«  •«'"~"«.  ''ho,  like  your. 

and  means  of  securing  food,  and  then  to  ^mrnate  onT 

^^-gra  .ficauon  which  follow,  the  lusts  of  appeTite     In  f^' 

to  rot  and  rot.-and  thereby  hang,  a  taST'    But  befS 

enter  mto  any  particulars  of  my  own  specfal  phase  or  mc^ 

nariTh?  A^r"  'T  "'^^  ^°"  '"  your,mall  and  l3 
should  h/k'""?  ^t  '''"'  '  •'"^8'"^'  otherwise  doubtlewl 
should  have  heard.     It  seems  only  the  other  day  that  I  otL 

o  •tIsSVs^.'T"^^  ^°"^  beautifu/littL  cS 
thJ  i!  -^  f/r^^^'^'*"  y«^"  ha^e  rolled  away  since 

then,  eaving  mdehble  tracks  of  age  on  me.  as  probably  on 
you  also,  my  dear  fellow  I-though  you  ha;e  alwaTca^ieS 
old  T.me  on  your  back  more  lightly  and  easily  th^  I  ?« 
me  he  has  ever  been  the  Arabian  Nights'  inexorable  ^Id  Man 
of  the  Sea.'  whose  habit  is  to  kill  unless  killed.  A?  fiftT 
one   I   feel   myself  either  'rusting'  or  mellowing;   I  wonde; 

^enexlme!'  ^"^^7^%"-^  ^'ting  appellation'f;r  mrwhen 
we  next  meet?  Mmd  and  memory  play  me  strange  tricks  in 
my  bnef  moments  of  solitude,  and  whenever  I  think  of  you  I 
imagme  it  can  only  be  yesterday  thaf  „-  t  ,  °*  y°"'  *■ 

walked  and  talked  tWrt  j': Vo^  oM  ^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
and  made  our  various  plans  for  our  future  liveTwith  2l  t^e 
superb  dommance  and  assertiveness  of  youth  whchs^n 
dehghtfu,  while  it  last,  despite  the  miserabl  dec  ptions  U 
practises  upon  us.  One  thing,  however,  which  I  gaSj^' 
hat  past  time,  and  which  has  never  deceived  me  T  vou^ 

";  V"g'7  r  t  '  °^^  *°  ^°"  -  one  but  my'^e, 

Z  ale  to  L .    WK  ^^.' ^°^  ^"P^"°^  y^^  *l^-y«  were, 

and  are.  to  me !    Why  did  you  efface  yourself  so  comnletelv 

for  my  sake?    I  often  ask  this  question,  and  except  fSthI 

fact  that  It  would  be  impossible'to  you  to  even  ^make  an 

attempt  to  override,  for  mere  ambition,  anyone  f^r  whotyo" 
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h«d  a  deep  affection,  I  cannot  imagine  any  answer.    But  as 
matters  have  turned  out  with  me  I  think  it  might  have  been 
better  after  all,  had  you  been  in  my  place  and  I  in  yours  I    A 
small  'cure  of  souls'  would  have  put  my  mental  fibre  to  less 
torture,  than  the  crowding  cares  of  my  diocese,  which  dcpresa 
me  more  and  more  as  they  increase.     Many  things  seem  to 
me  hopeless,  —  utterly  inremediable  I    The  shadow  of  a  pre- 
ponderating, defiant,  all-triumphant  Evil  stalks  abroad  every- 
where—and the  clergy  are   as  much   affected   by   it  as  the 
laymen.    I  feel  that  the  world  is  far  more  Christ-less  to-day 
after  two  thousand  years  of  preaching  and  teaching,  than  it  was 
in  the  time  of  Nero.     How  has  this  happened  ?    Whose  the 
fault?    Walden,  there  is  only  one  reply— it  is  the  Church 
itself  that  has  failed !     The  message  of  salvation,— the  gospel 
of  love,— these  are  as  God-born  and  true  as  ever  they  were,— 
but  the  preachers  and  teachers  of  the   Divine   Creed  are'  to 
blame, — the  men  who  quarrel  among  themselves  over  forms 
and  ceremonies   instead  of  concentrating   their  energies  on 
ministering  to  others,— and  I  confess  I  find  myself  often  at  a 
loss  to  dispose  Church  affairs  in  such  wise  as  to  secure  at  one 
and  the  same  time,  peace  and  satisfaction  amongst  the  clergy 
under  me,  with  proper  devotion  to  tke  mental  and  physical 
needs  of  the  thousands  who  have  a  right,  yes,  a  right  to  expect 
spiritual  comfort  and  material  succour  from  those  who  profess, 
by  their  vows  of  ordination,  to  be  faithful  and  disinterested 
servants  of  Christ 

"I  daresay  you  remember  how  we  used  to  talk  religious  matters 
over  when  we  were  young  and  enthusiastic  men,  studying  for 
the  Church.  You  will  easily  recall  the  indignation  and  fervour 
with  which  we  repudiated  all  heresies  new  and  old,  and  turned 
our  backs  with  mingled  pity  and  scorn  on  every  writer  of 
agnostic  theories,  estimating  such  heterodox  influences  as 
weighing  but  lightly  in  the  balance  of  belief,  and  making  little 
or  no  effect  on  the  minds  of  the  majorit)-.  We  did  not  then 
grasp  in  its  full  measure  the  meaning  of  what  is  to-day  called 
the  'rush'  of  life.  That  blind,  brutal  stampede  of  humanity 
over  every  corner  and  quarter  of  the  earth,— a  stampede 
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Like  horde,  o.  wild  c^tle  0^,1,.         '"''^'"i  of  disaster! 

SfS^  *I  ^,  '  :"^  8l«n.  of  the  devouring  element 

«,o^j      J    i-  i^wpics  appear    to    me  to-day.     Reck Ipcc 

.™ht"^seXof"f  "'/"^°"'"^-  '"'^  "■'•-  X"^"  -d 

«he. ,« ::xi't^/rerznn:ir-,;t 

from  my  words  and  judge  meTs  SX  1  ""V'*"  "^>' 
faith  that  formerly  inSitS  me  1  S  .'".'"  "" 
fatigue  and  hopeleiness     ri^.         .  *"  '"  ""   '"'=■«« 

nesf  of  hum^'^tS'^s^teX  ml  h""'""'  ^ '"""^ 
spiritual  abasement  trc^'t  tlnkTat' if 'cod'"'  °' 
.nd«d  mereiful  and  full  of  loving-kindness,  He  would  ^o,T 
could  not  endure  the  constant  spectacle  Tf  m^  j  '-."^ 
injustice  .0  his  brother  man  1    I^ve  „o  „!.  '  * 

mysetfto  indulge  in  such  reflecUonTa!  these  ^JkloJ*™" 

r:rtm^t;tii7iHf"^^^^^^ 

any  decisive  step.  Your  own  a7t,t„r  r*^  •."^°''  '^'"K 
•calling  and  elecLn.  y^o'u  ZeTs^:  I'^^yTj^:': 
-  «.  prominently  p„„  and  lofty.  ,ha."  IZ^^..,'" 


'^f^'9m:ii- 


'-  ;ip^ 
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my  own  feelings  even  more  than  I  do.  were  I  to  allow  the 
iTthour::  ^P^^r-^-  -^  ^-P^ir  to  possess  .e  utterly 
h^thfi,!        ^"^-"P'^^o   brmg  them    under    your  sane  and 

P^in7of  1  ^r'  T"r:  "^"^  ^^'^  ^''"^'  "-"  ^°  ^he  main 
pomt  of  my  letter  wh.eh  .s.  that  I  should  much  like  to  see 

you,  f  you  can  spare  me  two  or  three  days  of  your  commn- 

any  t.me  before  the  end  of  August.     Tr/to  ar'a^ge ""  e'rlt 

viszt.  though  I  know  how  ill  your  parishioners  can'  pare  yo' 

YouTto  t  '""'^TV^  -  ^°  «-'"^>'^-  at  you/abl-nc  : 
You  are  to  be  envied  m  having  secured  so  much  aflection  and 
confidence  m  the  pansh  you  control,  and  every  day  I  feel  more 
and  more  how  wisely  you  have  chosen  your  lot  in  that  Z 
parative  obscurity,  which,  at  one  time,  seemed  to  those  who 
know  your  brilliant  gifts,  a  waste  of  life  and  opportunity      Of 

eTL'^Sir' mT  "p'°"'  ^^^^°"  enemies,-no  true  soul 
ever  IS.  Sir  Morton  Pippitt  still  occasionally  sends  me  a 
spluttenng  note  of  information  as  to  something  you  have 

the  greater  part  of  your  personal  fortune ;  and  Leveson,  the 
minister  at  Badsworth,  appears  to  think  that  I  should  assist 
him  by  headng  a  subscription  list  to  obtain  funds  for  the 
purpose  of  making  his  church  as  perfect  a  gem  of  architec- 
ture a.  yours.  Due  enquiries  have  been  made  as  to  he 
naure  and  needs  of  his  parishioners,  and  it  appears  that 
only  twenty-five  adult  persons  on  an  average  ever  attend  h^ 
ministrations,  and  that  the  building  for  wh.ch  he  pleads  is  a 
bnck  edifice  built  m  1870  and  deliberately  allowed  to  decay 
by  disuse  and  neglect.  However.  Sir  Morton  Pippitt  is  taking 
somemterest  in  it.  so  I  am  given  to  understand.-and  perhaps 

himself  for  the  ruthless  manner  in  which  you  stripped  off  his 
galvanised  tm'  roof  from  your  old  Norman  church  walls  ' 

I  am  sorry  to  hear  that  the  historic   house  of  Abbot's 
Manor  is  ^am  inhabited,  and  by  one  who  is  likely  to  be  a 
most  undesirable  neighbour  to  you." 
Here^  Walden.  unable  to  read  very  quickly  at  the  window, 
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Stepped  out  on  the  lawn,  sti U  holding  the  letter  close  to  his 
eyes         A  most  undesirable  neighbour  "-he  murmured- 
Yes-now  let  me  see  .'-where  is  that  phrase  ?_Oh,  here  it 
IS.-  a  most  undesirable  neighbour.' "    And  he  read  on  •_ 

RnK    .V      *°  ^'''   ^^"^°"''''  '^^  °"'y  <^J^"d  of  the  late 
Robert  Vancourt  who  was  killed  some  years  ago  in    the 

;t?und  •  f''';  ^'^  "^  ^^'^"  ^^^^  ^'  ^-  father's  del  h 
J^Z  ""f^^^^^^^"^"^:  !>^h°.  having  sown  an  unusual  crop 
of  wild  oats,  had  married  one  of  those  inordinately  wealthy 
American  women  to  whom  the  sun  itself  appears  little  more 

he^ha'sZ"  '  «f  r^r-^  °f  course  between  the  two 
she  has  had  a  very  bad  training.  Frederick  Vancourt  was  the 
worst  and  weakest  of  the  family,  and  his  wife  has  been  known 
for  years  as  a  particularly  hardened  member  of  the  'smart' 
set.  Under  their  tutelage  Miss  Vancourt,  or  '  Maryllia  Van' 
as  she  appears  to  be  familiarly  known  and  called  in  society, 

the  '^"1 "  ""f '"■  u"'""^"*'^^  "°*°"^^y '  ^"d  ^hen  I  heard 
the  other  day  that  she  had  left  her  aunt's  house  in  a  fit  of 
ungovernable  temper,  and  had  gone  to  her  own  old  house  to 
live,  I  thought  at  once  of  you  with  a  pang  of  pity.  For  if  I 
remember  rightly,  you  have  a  great  opidoS  of  th^Mano^a  an 
unspoilt  rehc  of  Tudor  times,  and  have  always  bel  m  her 
g  ad  that  it  was  left  to  itself  without  any  modem'  imp  ovemen 
or  mnovation.     I  can  imagine  nothing  worse  to  your  mind 

^nLof  ItT  H  ''«'  '^'""*'  ^^'^  •"  '"^^  unsophistic'ed 
village  of  St  Rest !     However,  you  may  take  heart  of  grace  as 

It  IS  not  hkely  she  will  stay  there  long.  Rumour  assertslS 
^11  ^nT'  ^^^.'"^^"^d  to  Lord  Roxmouth,-he  who 
wi  1  be  Duke  of  Ormistoune  and  owner  of  that  splendid  but 

this  r      '; ''  ^T°"-'  ^"^'"    S^^  h^^'  '^  "  kep 
this  poor  gentleman  dancmg  attendance  on  her  for  a  sufficient 

time  o  make  evident  to  the  world  her  desire  to  secure 
his  title  and  her  present  sudden  capricious  retirement  into 
country  life  is  understood  to  be  a  mere  ruse  to  draw  him  more 
r  M  °"^°  ^J\^^'''^^onh\  doom.     No  doubt  he  has  an  eye 

Z^l"'  Tk  ^""T^''  '"'"'°"^'  ^^'^^  her  niece  wouW 
inherit  m  the  event  of  her  marrying  a  future  English  duke  - 
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partner.    BuVl  i.^vl'^l     .   r  *  '"*  *  '">  <''»''>tful 
you  are  no  doubftSv  „  ",f  ?"?  '"f"™'"™  "*  -""<* 

among  her  other  rn^n^A    u  ?       P^* "  ™y  '™e.  «s 

scornLrel,gon-nc?r^  charactenstics  is  that  of  a  chUp 
modem  womL,  Ld  /::^t  so  muc?  unbecoming,,  on  o„? 
they  being  the  mothers  of  Ae  comilif  T  '"  '"^  '"■"«'' 
circumstance  likelv  tr.  .r™  m  ^  "•*•    '  ''P'"  *«  only 

oflifeand  hirr'is°h°1'^''r  """  '""  "'^""'  «»«™ 
•  Manor  may  have  stonn^rt        ^'T '  """P"'""  of  Abbot's 

the  beautiflluLrrrouXl/ M  """^""^  ""■"■«  » 
care  disturb  you.  m.  dea7fri  „»?    r  '  "'""  ""J"  K^ater 

a.  I  have  P<^„t;iTuf "  ;*"„  ^bj  oTb  'T'/  °"''  "'■'^• 
me  know  when  you  think  C'  ,ri    iT  m  '''™"™-     I*' 

a  couple  of  day,  here     a^H  7    -^  f'  '°  """"  ^"^        'd 
order  .0  leave  the  Ze'^ffJ^'^  1"'  7  "«*  """eaa  in 

-■  .0  you,  as  in  the ^rofoS  vr.h'"'"',"'"^  "  "^ 
S.ncerelyandaffe«ionate.yyU!         """VVbLT- 

-etfJrt'S  ^SuttCtf  Zr-  ?";"  '"""^  ""  "" 
looked  about  him,  va^udy  s„LIS  Va.  '"''  °'  '^''  "'  "■" 
to  have  fallen  so  sooa    StrSS  of  A  "'""*  """"^ 

here  and  there  in  *e  sk^„  ?i    r°"'"  ""' S'"""!  redly 

l«d  widened  st^  o  S 'S '  LtrofT'^  °' '^"'«''' 
above  the  highest  boush  of  ih.       T  *  "'•  '^  )"«« 

plane.  Venu/  twinkTCt^  ^^^  ","  '"^  '»"■•  *« 
pride  as  the  Evening  Star.  L  and  swee  '  r.rr'^  °' 
silence  came  the  dulcet  nininJ^r  •  f *  °"  ""  flagrant 
•wishing  sound  of  ttenvn  "'8'"«'8ale.  and  the  soft 

pushin/against  t^I  ^bbT  h!rV3  *'  ""'"•  """ 
of  pain  stung  Walden^  eves  n^'.  ■  .1  "  ™'"'"8  ^"se 
found  it  wet.-wi,h  ""7'-P"=™8  "■'""  "*  ""^  hand  he 
with  the  mols,u«'of',ri    a^^V  .IT""' "'*  '"-.—rely 


good  as  it  used  to  be  •— 


strain  and  fatigue,-his  sight 


was  not  so 


of  course  he  was  getting  oId,-and 


-^^^ 
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Rshop  Brent  s  small  caligraphy  had  been  difficult  to  decipher 
by  the  half-hght.  All  at  once  something  burning  and 
pass.onate  st.rred  in  him.-a  wave  of  chivalrous  indignat  on 

InH  ir"'!\!''f '"''^'y  ^'^'^"S^  ^''^  <^hannel  of  hfs  clean 
and  hones    blood,  and  he  involuntarily  clenched  his  hand 

fierceTy-'.uL^tL'"  "  ^'^  ^°'''"  '^  ^^'^  ^'^^  ^^ 
Venus,  peeping  at  him  over  the  apple  boughs,  gave  out  a 
d.amond-hke  sparkle  as  though  she  were  no  great;r'thing^han 
a  lovmg  eye.-the  unseen  nightingale,  tuning  its  vole  to 
r^her  certamties  broke  into  a  fuller,  deeper  W-mo  ^ 
tars  flew,  hke  shmmg  fire-flies,  into  space,  and  on  th;  lowest 

floTd   ,     r  r  '°"^°"  ^  "^"^  ^'°"^  f""g^d  with  silve 
floated  slowly,  the  noiseless  hemld  of  the  coming  moon.     Bu 

Walden  saw  nqth.ng  of  the  mystically  beautiful  transfiguratbn 

of  the  evenmg  mto  mght.     His  thoughts  were  elsewhere. 

And  yet  -he  mused   sorrowfully-"  How  do   I   know? 

,tinr.l    .K  °^'^'  '^''''  ^"  '^  '^'^'  '"^"th  may  be 

msmcere-the  pretty,  impulsive  confiding  manner  may  be  a 

mere  tnck—and— after  all—what  is  it  to  me?     I 

demand  of  myself  plainly  and  fairly-what  is  it  to  me?" 

He  gave  a  kind  of  unconscious  despairing  gesture.     Was 

with  by  fas  mg  and  prayer,  and  conquer  in  the  end?  Or  was 
It  an  angel  that  had  entered  there,  before  whose  heavel 
aspect  he  must  kneel  and  succumb?  Why  this  new  and 
appalhng  lonelmess  which  had  struck  himself  and  his  home 
surroundmgs  as  with  an  earthquake  shock,  shaking  the  founda- 
lons  of  all  that  had  seemed  so  safe  and  secure?  Why  tWs 
feverish  restlessness  in  his  mind,  which  forbade  him  to  occupy 
himself  with  any  of  the  work  waiting  for  him  to  do.  and  which 
mad^  him  unhappy  and  ill  at  ease  for  no  visible  or  reasonable 

He  walked  slowly  across  the  lawn  to  his  favourite  seat  under 
the  apple-tree.--and  there,  beneath  the  scented  fruiting  boughs 
with  the  evenmg  dews  gathering  on  the  grass  at  his  feerhe 
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'^7:^  '°  "^  "■'  P""™  '"«  '-"'"i  his  own  i„n„ 

.0  be  true  of  „yself?     For,  after  .11,  i,  „  oriyt  ^^ak^st 
na.ure,-a  sense  of  regret  and  loss,-a  knowledge  orso^eTh"/ 

in  every  case  effectual      I  th  '  ^"^  ^""""^  '^  "°  ^^"bt 

»d  freLes  f^:^,'^^:!.^^'^!^.^^^ 
any  other  of  her  sex,  should  have,  or  ough    to  have  n„    ff 

certain  strange  gla.our  and'  f^c  ^,io"  ^  ,h  s  Z^Z  ."'  •" 
a  girl  to  me,  nay  almost  a  child,-Z V  nTherf^r""!  "f 

old  French  damask  roses,  I  listened  to  h^r  Koir 

times  playful  talk  as  in\  TT  .       half-senous,  some- 

questions'coLllrsoL  o?thT^^  '^f  ^'"^'^ 

as  best  I  could  thou^,H  I  i^^  t:.:^:^^;^:^ :X 

at  random.     Oh.  those  old   French  damask  roses'     1^ 
known  them  growing  in  that  border  for  years      ve    T 
saw  them  as  I  saw  them  to-day,-never  looked^^^      \.  T 
red  and  glowing  !-so  la^e  and'o;    hea  °et       f^:  r'S 
smell  their  fragrance  all  my  life '     « Ar^  XT  a  •  .?     ^*'^" 

think? '-she  said,  and  "he  little  wh  te  I"  t "f "' ^"  >'°" 
under  the  pink  ribbon  which  t^d  ht  hat  andt  h"^.  n  " 
eyes  gleamed  drowsily  from  beneath   Udo^^^^^^^^^  ,;^^__^- 


r^ 
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the  lips  parted,  smiling and  then then  came  the  devil 

and  tempted  me !  I  was  no  longer  mlddle^d  John  Walden 
the  qmet  parson  of  a  country  'cure,'-!  w2  a  man  unknoM^ 
to  myself.-possessed  as  it  were,  by  the  ghost  of  a  dead  yo™ 
c lamounng  for  youthful  joy  !    I  longed  to  touch  thrdeS 

moved t;t"'  ""r  ^°  "'^^  ^  ^°-  he.elf.lfC 
moved    by   an    msane    des  re  —  yes  •  —  it   wa«!    inco^^        j 

^rr:^  ^a:;:jr°'"T^'-^^'  ^-^-^^  -  -  - 

tTeTnl7  t  ^Ti'^.^^  unravelled,  to  his  own  satisfaction, 
the  tangled  web  of  h,s  impressions,  his  brow  cleared,  and  he 
smiled  gravely,-"  I  was.  I  say.  moved  by  an  insane  desife  to 
drawthat  dainty  small  bundle  of  frippery' and  pTettinrLo 
my  arms-yes.-it  was  so,  and  why  should  I  not  confess  it 
o  myself?    Why  should   I   be  ashamed?    Other  men  have 

eL  o'f  HfTl?"/'  ^^'^^^  *'^^  '°  "^'  countTman; 
years  of  hfe  as  J  do.     At  any  rate  with  me  the  feeling  was 

Th  r^'T'"^  P^^'^-  Then.-some  moments  lafer- 
under  the  cedar-tree  she  dropped  a  rose  from  the  cluster  he 
had  gathered.-and  in  giving  it  back  to  her  I  touched  her 
hand— and  our  eyes  met'?  i"ucnea  ner 

Here  his  thoughts  became  disconnected,  and  wandered 
beyond  his  control.  He  let  them  gC-and'ustened^nS 
of  thmkmg.  to  the  notes  of  the  nightingale  singing  in  Ws 
ga^en.  It  was  now  being  answered  by  others  at\  disLcl 
with  incessant  repetitions  of  a  flute-like  warble.-and  then 
came  th  long  sobbing  trill  and  cry  of  love,  piercing  the 
night  with  insistent  passion.  ^ 

"The  Bird  of  Life  is  singing  on  the  bough. 
His  two  eternal  notes  of  '  I  and  Thou'— 
O  hearken  well   for  soon  the  song  sings  through. 
And  would  we  hear  it,  we  must  hear  it  Now." 

A  faint  tremor  shook  him  as  the  lines  quoted  by  Cicely 

1  am  a  fool !  —he  said— "I  must  not  trouble  mv  head 
any  more  about  a  summer  day's  fancy.  It  was  a  kJnZf «  m 
moonlight  in  the  blood.'  as  Aafu  4 ^Lr^cllin^tl^f 
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•-^HTs^LV°"tsh1n"","'r  "f'«'"«  •  decaying 
I  will  no..  Ws  X^i^iT.  V'""''"^^'^^'^ 
I  think-nay,  I  1\^TL  J     k      "*  "PPortunely.-ihough 

Miss  VancoLiTffarhat  „lt".oT'"'°r'-  "o"""- 
I  interest  myself  in  wh«  ^s  n„,  ?  *'"'  ""'•-""  "«<1 

with  those  who  deLd  on  ir.,  ''  T"""'  "''  •"■=!"«'  '» 
-I  must  attend  .?L";o""'        '~^  """  ""'  '<"«"  "y^'f 

owfhi;  '^'Sg'tXrr -r  "^  -""--'^  -  "■•• 

of  Farmer  Thorpe,  who  doffS  htV  '""/^  cordurays,_,hat 
respectfully  at  the  sigh"  of  hto  "  """^  ""'"^  "^  '"''"'^k 

"'Evenin',  Passon!"he  said_"T  .!,„  u.  , 
bold  to  coom  an'  tell  ve  mv  r^~  ,  °"f ""  '^  O"  ''d  -""k" 
wonderful!  Seems  a  ,^'^7^  '  '°°''  *'  "■"■  an' doin' 
there's  anychin'  me  an't^'l  7^'  °'  *"  ^'"■ig""''  »'  if 
Icnow,  Passon,  fo^rm  da^^  7^',™,"°  f"'  V^'  y^'"  '«  >« 
pulled  round  «^  I'd  '„"e  tfl":.  ''*."  '°*  "■»  >-»« 
told  me,  'tain't  the  thi„??„  =    '^         "'  "'    '*"'  *°"B'>  '^  ye 

worldly  goods,S'matV:er„rr.ri?vrf'"^f"*'^'''' 
tothefarmto-morrer  iest,r„il    "',^'=''.>'^ 'fy^"  step  round 

a  look  a.  the  te'lSr  o'^^r'  **^"'=  "'>' "arter,  an' take 
county,  barrin^nme.  AmLafn"'  ''T  ™  ^"  '"  *> 
newmown  hay,  an'  now's  he  i  1" r  ""  '"'"'  "^  ^'"'^  » 
Passo^  an'chMse  ver  own  ,L-  J"  "'  ">  '"ok  «  'eit., 

which  ye  please,  forChTas'g^d  a^Ilt  '""''  t '°"''"' 
no  man  about  'ere  »hat  d,«i  tother,-an'  there  ain't 

you  do,  an'  that  I  4  a"  trfo  "  iT'  '"f'"'  "'«  ■"°-'" 
assure  you  l-an'  Ma't^  ^XL  s  "  bVThar'"  'T  '  "" 
ye  wants  to  do  is  just  to  com„  !r„         .   .        '  P'""''.  an'  all 

"Thank  you,  C  Th^^:, »  "S^^r '°:  ^ ' " 
patient  courtesy-"  Thank^ou  vS^  mucl  t","" ',  ""'^  "?"^ 
come.    Glad  to  hear  the  cow  is  Ser     A  ,,      »    """"')' 
well?"  »-ow  IS  Better.    And  is  Miss  Thorpe 
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"Same  t'ye,  Passon,  an-  thank  ye  kindly  I » 

u  «i  nis  aesK—   i  must  do  my  work !    I  must  attenH  »«  »k-. 
P.g8  «i  much  «,  «,yuu,^  .ue  in  W  pari*  I    M^  ^Jt> 


il 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


«<!  Mi^ed  loveliness  »  A  all , if    f '"  '"'^  ""^'^^  ''"  "<'■-•'' 
•hine  and  the  full  sumtr  .     i        ^'""^  "^  ">=  """'"ing  sun- 

full  aoweriog  of  i.°  Sds^^H  fi  u    ''™""  '^'"''  «"■  'he 
of  colour  which  «„  to"    iu!''  '^''^'  =""'  *'">  ""  'h'  wealth 

thatched  roof,  of™  ctaitZ'''"'  '?'""  ""  '^'^  """"' 

«d.„d  White.  .ha!tCK"Xh'':fr:'="'^;'»t'' 

chimneys,  and  tumine  bark  tK««.  ^  ^  .  ^  ^°P^  o^  ^^'^ 
in  a  tangle  of  Som  Ld  T  '  ^^^^  ^^^""'^^^^  ^^^i" 
with  a  Jy  and  gicru"' a^  H^alr;  J^^ 
great  festival.  The  stillne.,  nf  .k  ^c  f  ^""^  "P  ^O""  ^^^ 
the  air.-even  the  wa^r  h  !'"  ^"^''  P^"^"  ^^  i« 
prettily  contrived  nestri  ttT^  •"  '?^  °"^  ^'°™  '^^- 
seemed  less   busy  T«s   acL   n  ^'"JS'^g  ^'d-fashioned  eaves. 

skimmed  to  and  fro  w UhTl^M       ^"'  ^"^^^  P'"i°»«.  -»d 
indolence  and  pe^r  tL^  h  ^^  'T '  '"^gestive  of  happy 

wide  open^nd'^^^m'^rL'TeVn  and   ^'"^^'  ^^^^  - 
mside  the  buildinK.  olacina  fht  J  ''^'^^''  ^^^  busy 

custom,  in  orderiy^ows  for  the  .  '  ""  """"  ^''  "^"^^  ^""^^^ 
about  half-past  ten  a^d  Z  tl  ""'"^  ^^^g^egation.  It  was 
into  the  Sfry  were  ilin^  f  "• '^^^^^ 
P-ling  the  full'c^e  ^'  hTll  vl  ^1^  ^  ''''  '^^^^^ 
Bainton.  arrayed  in  his  Sunday  besrstrol^i  .r^"^'''  "'^^^ 
into  the  churchyard,  looked  lnT;nnro^^  Tr  "  '"'"''  *^^ 
or  two.  and  then  with  some  Inn      ?P/°':"'g^y  ^^^  a  minute 

some  ^parent  hesitation,  entered  the 


.j*-^-X?l^lS; 
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church  porch,  hfting  his  cap  reverently  as  he  did  so.     Once 
there  he  coughed  softly  to  attract  Frost's  attention,  but  that 
individual  was  too  much  engrossed  with  his  work  to  heed  any 
lesser  sound  than  the  grating  of  the  chairs  he  was  arranging 
Bamton   waned   patiently,   standing    near  the  carved  oaken 
portal  till  by  chance  the  verger  turned  and  saw  him,  where- 
upon he  beckoned  mysteriously  with  a  crook'd  forefinger. 
Adam  !     Hi !     A  word  wi'  ye ! " 
Adam   came    down    the    nave    somewhat  reluctantly,   his 

"O-  coorse  you're  busy_I  knows  you're  bu.y,-_retumed 

AU  I  ™n«°?"r '""',"/'''  «"'"'  '■'  "^ep  ye  took  noho^ 
All  1  wants  to  know  is,  ef  it's  true  ?  " 

"Ef  what's  true?" 

"This  'ere,  wot  the  folks  are  all  a-clicketin'  about,-that 
l^ss  Vancourt  'as  got  a  party  o'  Lunnon  fash'nables  stiyin'  a 
the  Manor,  an'  that  they're  comin'  to  church  this  mamin'?" 

True  enough!"  said   Frost-" Don't  ye  see  me  a-settin' 
chairs    or  'em  near  the  poopit?    There'll  be  wha^s  X  a 

he  church  at  the  best  o'  times  for  our  own  poor  folk,  but  when 

^HTz  he  *^^  "°'"%^°^  *o  »"«  nigh  'arf  an  hour  ago,  an'  he 
sez,sezhe:    Miss  Vancourt  'as  friends  from  Lunnon  stayin' 

W11  '/'/  *^^r'^^°-i"'  to  church  this  marnin'.  'O^ 
you  11  find  room?'  An'  I  sez  to  'im,  'm  do  my  best,  hut 
there  ain  t  no  reserve  seats  in  the  'ouse  o'  God,  an'  them  as 
comes  fust  gits  fust  served.'    Ay,   it's   true  enough  Ty"l 

aSTy  J«"  ^°'  '°""^  '"  '^^  ^"^^S^'  J  don't  know.     I 

am  t  sed  a  wurrd." 

"Ill    news    travels    fast," -said    Sainton,    sententiously, 

'MoihL'Tff'  "°  f  M^'  ''"''  °"  ''^  >'°""g  '°°'"^"  -'  the 
re^tT'  f  l''^'^  "  '°  P"'  °"  '''  ^''  '^t.  She's  a 
reg'Ier  telephone  tube  for  information-any  bit  o'  news  runs 
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right  through  'er  as   though  she  was  a  wire.     'Ave   ve  toM 

"PowcrSCm    •    r^^c^''  '"""'"'   Adam,»_he  said- 

lo^crful  warm   it   be.     So  you  ain't  goin'  to  tell   Passon 

.othm'.-an'  for  why,  „,ay  I  ask,  if  to  be  fo  boli?"  ^" 

nnH  u  ^y^^""""^'"-'^^"'-*^*^  ^^^  ^e^ger,  speaking  slowly 
and  emphatically-"  Passon,  'e  be  a  rare  good  man  m'an,^n 
no  better  man  anywheres,  an'  what  he's  goin'  to  ^y  to  us  t^s 

t  rweek  t'i'  '"  'T'-''^'  «^'^  ^-  thinkL'  it  ou  taS 
the  week.     He  knows  what's  what.    Tain't  for  us  -'tainV  f«, 

t^^^^*Tr"•"'  ''"^  °"^  -'  tellin'X'oMhe:  rM 
the  flesh  an   the  devil  all  a-comin'  to  church.     Mebbe  hS 

i^o"'im'T   \t'^''  ^''"'«'^*y  *°  P"^  '^^  'OrSpH 
into    im,  an'  mebbe  he's  got  it— just  /A^r^"     An/  a^i 

touched  his  breast  significan'tly.  ^o^  if? 'oes.  ^ti 
andserto'im:  'Passon.  there's  fash'nable  folks  fom  Lunn^n 
cornm'  'ere  to  look  at  ye  an'  listen  to  ye,  an'  for  auTe  Wn  teS 
make  mock  o'  ye  as  well  as  o'  the  Gospel  itself  in  hdr  'ar"s' 
d'ye  thmk  he'd  be  any  the  better  for  It?  No,  TumLs  n^ 
I  say  leave  Passon  alone.     Don't  upset 'im.     Ut 'im  come  ou 

^Ll  ttT  '"  P^"""''"'  "^«  *^  ^^  ^""s  do,  an'  let  °m 
speak  as  the  fiery  tongues  from  Heaven  moves  'im  nn'as  Tf 
Uiere  worn't  no  fashion  nor  silly  nonsense  in  the  worid  Se's 
bes  so  Tummas  !-you  b'lieve  me.-he's  best  so ! » 

roun^H^"~T^i"  ""^  ^''"^°"  '^'''^'^  ^is  cap  round  and 
round  dubiously -"But  Miss  Vancourt " 

Adam.-"  An'  she's  only  comin'  now  to  show  it  to  her  friends 

little  lady  an  a  kind  one— an'  my  Ipsift  m^t  worshirw  Vr  .«. 
wh«  n,,  baby  likes  I'm  bouna  JliL  J-b«  f  d"^  ;r,te 
..n-.  .  .eathen,  an-  A«  once  com,„.  .„  church  n.«l  ^„t- 


.,^«^«?Ci- 
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"gain,  an-  reg'ler    crer    arterwardi      Anywav    il'i  for  «.. 

whos  coram    to  church  an'  who  ain't.      Anyone's  free  >« 
enter  the  '„u«  o'  God,  rich  or  poor,  an'  w"  a  worfd^ 

"I  must  go,"-continucd  Adam-" I  ain't  done  fixin'  the 
wSy^  ''  *  ^"^'^"  ^°  ^'^^-     ^^*^'"  ^    "vin   '1  ^',! 

her^L^"'!!"'^-  \TJ^^  "''"'^^  ••'g-'^'"  J"^»  -^^  I^iss  Eden  and 

^in^thl  'a^^^^  '"•"^'  .^'^  •^'^"^^'^y-^''  -^  Sainton 

S.  fi     '      if    P^''^*^'^'"g  i"  the  near  distance  the  slow 
halting  figure  of  Josey  Utherbarrow.  who  made  it  a  ^Z 

Z2^.1ZT ''''''''''  ''"'^  ^^"'^^'  HghtlyconeCd 
that  there  wa«  no  time  now,  even  if  he  were  disposed  to  such 

r  7^'  M    :Tr  ^^^^°"'  ^•^^^  ^e  wouW  ha^  to  preact 
,  to  'fash'nable  folks  '  that  morning.  ^   ^^ 

"  Mebbe  Adam's  right,"  he  reflected-"  An'  yet  it  do  worrv 
me  a  bit  to  think  of  'im  comin'  out  of  'is  garden  innercentHke 
an  not  knowin'  what's  a-waitin'  for  'im.  For  he's  b '  n  r^rl 
quiet  lately-seems  as  if  he  was  studyin'  an'  prayt'  f^ 

^Hm  w'th'  r  ''  ""'  '"  nowhere.-an'  no'on'e's  bb  to 
see  im.  cept  that  scarecrow-look  in'  chap.  Adderley  which  Z 
stayed  a  'ole  arternoon.  jabberin'  an'  readin'  to  'im.     An' whatt 

nke  ne  used  to.     He  don't  seem  to  care  no  more  whether  the 

w  in^^alnVsr  \   '''^"'  ^''°^^^  "P  againstlhewt 
wan  now-a  finer  show  I  never  seen— an'  as  for  the  lilum 

candidum    they're  a  perfect  picter.     But  he  don?  notL  'em 

much  an'  he's  not  so  keen  on  his  water-lilies  as  I  thou^t  h^ 

would  be,  for  they're  promisin'  better  this  year  than  they've 

ever  done  before,  an'  the  buds  all  a-floatin'  up  on  top  o' 'the 

nver  just   lovely.     An'  as   for  vegetables-Lord ,-  he  don'! 

seem  to  know  whether  'tis  beans  or  peas  he  'as-Let  a  t^nd 


'flir'  ''  '  a^'Ji.' 
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o'  tap  gone  out  o'  the  garden  t' •    ^nmm-r   t       ..    .^ 

fine  an'  flourishin'.     TherJ^-  "  T'.       '"  '*'**  "'»  «> 

wheresi"  '        "'"    ®    sonielhin'  toine- 

His  meditations  were  put  to  nn  en/l  k„  .1. 
arrival  of  all  the  villagers^onL  to  church  \  ~"*^""°"'' 
threes,  and  then  bv  l-M  w^  ^  .  .^  '""^^  *^o»  and 
through  the  churchL  Itr'  T^  .^°'^*'"'  ^^'^  ^'^^^  «» 
with  o'ne  anothras^:;V;:Xle^l^^^^ 
where  the  soft  strains  of'th"^  organ  now  Z^^^ ^^"^  ,"^''^*' 
the  outside  chiming  of  the  bells      fiJn.  .,"""«'*  "'"'* 

the  porch,  .oved  by  a  pardonable  cu  io  u;!     H  '"'"''  ""' 
to  see  the  first  elimnse  of  fh.         curiosity.     He  was  anxious 

Manor,  but  as  ye7    er    wa^TsU'^^"  ^^^^'"«  ''  ^»>« 

though  the  time  Lted:n.;ie";irs1oXeT  °^  ''^'"' 

head  in'thatSecrn  to  wa  rh'""'"'  "^'^  ''"  ^"^  »>» 
scene  of  his  morning's  LnStions  "th"  ^""^''"^  *^« 
walked  slowly,  with  upIifterh^TInd  Lnnn'.  j"'''''"^  J°^" 
as  he  turned  aside  .m  ti,«  tranquil  demeanour,  and. 

a.  .he  bacfor;?,:  1^':  hellC.f  *  '«'.'°  '"«  ""^ 
pang.  •  Passon  •  looked  Lo.,^/.  J"""""  ''"  »  »"*>«• 
his  dignity  of  movment  1^  *  ]"'  *'"'"'■  ""^  'hought,- 

.hougU  .^"^rre.tr^,:-^^^'^''.  ^«V 

Pressive  of  that  repose  anrf  i„,.  •.  '^™"'™""<:=.  "ere  all  ex- 
above  the  coramr^^verlr^""'  "'■  """  "^''^  «"^  >  ">»» 

for  hta  the  silentl^^'^Xirranl^ ■;;"■""•  *™ 
yet  there  was  a  touch  of  rnthl.;.  i  .•  .  "  '''"°"'=-  ■*"<» 
of  one  who  is  with  ye,  „ot  „f  'hr  T  "'""'  """'  "»•-»» 
loves  of  humani,y.lfrid  it  «t^  ,h,s  ^i^'s"?'  J°^\ •""«».  ""d 
Bainton.  though  Lt  sin-prr!^^;:     \-''"^™'^^ -ved 

to  express  the  sense  of  what  he  felt  in  wo,S^^^  ujl  '  \""' 
«as  no  more  leisure  for  thinking,  if  hl^l/tT'  *?" 
place  at  the  commencement  of    ervi~     Th.  '",  •"• 

..deafh.eve,Xtlf„?ULt^--^,^^^^^^^^ 
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to  ask  one  of  them  if  Miss  Vancourt  »nA  Ko 

coming,  he  hesitated,-^d  in  X^  mnl     /"fJ'  """'  '«*"" 

whole  domestic  retinnp   n.    V       ^""^"^  °^  hesitation  the 

he  judged  ifbest     "dli^rto  Jlj'^'t^'"^  *^''"'  ^^ 
When  p.,e^,.„,  His  ^J^^^^:^  '-' 

dated     Mi^^  Eden     n  tl     "'"'•''^'^  "°"'^  ^  ^^'^^"^'^ 
playing  the  opening  vlnu.1^  ''   "^«^"'^^   "«   ">" 

was  no^ppar^.  dTstil^^       .taT^rdt  if  th'^'"  ^^ 
was  a  certain  air  of  h..«K«^  '  °^  *^'"KS'  ^^ere 

Kest    Ue  ^-^lu^Z^r^l  X?f  r.  "'  ^K 
keener  mterest,-the  lads  fidected  wi.h  ?k  •    .■         f'  ""' 

tke  pulpit,  leaning  on  his  St  clTrn??      """"  ""'  '"  '*°"> 

.othef^iand^^oriiiro'^^rrrrstrjrh^^^^ 

in  soft  and  ever  decreasing  eddies  of  sound  tk  Jn  ^"" 
and  eleven  o'clock  struck  slowly  from  ,h  J  k'u '"^^ 
At  the  last  stroke,  the  R^v^JlTr-  ^  *'''"'*='^    ^ower. 

his  plain  whitTtur^t.^  ;^^  e^^^  i^'^^^f  ^'^  ^-el  in 
he  knelt  for  a  moment  n  S  deTotb^  2"  ^ ^•"^'^  ^ 
;^th  a  grave,  long,  sustained  1^77^  "ir  ^  ^"^f^ 
•Passon '  rose,  and  faced  his  little  flock  KkTd  i  J  *u' 
open  'Book  of  Common  Prayer.'  ^**  °"  ^'^^^ 

"  When  the  wicked  man  turneth  awav  fr«m  u-      •  ,    , 
that  he  hath  committed  and  dc^th  thaf  whl      Tr"? "^' 
nght.  he  shall  save  his  soul  alW^  ^^'""^  "  '**^"'  »"d 

Walden's  voice  rang  clear  and    sonorous     »K« 
pouring  through  the  plain  glass  of  the  hth       '       !   '""''^"^ 
and  above  him.  .hed^/rulle^L  olt  the  r'T^^"  ^''"^ 
in  front  of  the  altar  and  s^ru"^  Zl  ll^^rrt^^t^r 
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kind  of  double  light  which,  circling  round  his  tall  sllaht  r. 
made  u  stand  out  in  singularly  bold  relief  ^^'  ''^"^' 

thet^utrisTott^urbuufw":  ''t  '^^'^^  °"-^-  -^ 

and  just  to  Ce  'us  1   ILTir^o"',  ^'"  ""^  '^  '^'^^^"' 
unrighteousness  "  *°  '^'^^"''^  "»  ^O"^  a« 

h«t  of  the  day.     Theawas  an     „?     """"'  "'  ">'  8'eat 
wmgregation  -some  m™  ,  !,  """'''  """^'ent  in  the 

them  wi'h  an  hurnble  lowW  T  "^'''^"'y  *^a^'»er,  but  confess 
I  an  numoie,  lowly,  penitent  and  obedient  heart 

.he  „ave.-a  wave  oV  indesXb,  fn^cilT-Zr'  "^ 
then,  a  general  stir  and  head-tumine  anmZ^  P'rf''me,-and 
.1...  a  new  and  unaccustomed  elemenThLsudT';*''''"' 
'...o  the  simple  human  material  wS  the  v^ro/sTT" 
ws  composed,-an  element  altoeethe  «r,I„  .  "^  ^'*' 
say  troublous  and  confusinir     l^ti  *    '°  "•  ""•  '<> 

ha«l,-his  hand  ins&cSy  clend  e^itl^tf'  ""'  ",'  "''  «f» 
•  Book  of  Common  Praver  ■  Bm  h  -i  "«"0"»ly  on  the 
and  he  remained  ItthU  ev« Itl  'f  ,^""'«"  <«<1 ".  relax, 
dossed  new-comers,  who^^^^^'  ^^^^^ '■>' f-l-ionably 

■ion  their  late  entmnce  had  iausrf  Tan  "TT^  ^  ""*  '"'<^™P- 
in  so  marked  a  manner  by  tSj,"  ^f'2 T'""  «'"'*"''^ 
n.ade  haste  to  take  U,e^haiS  ;7„°I,''::'^;"''"«  7«f  • 
verger,  with  crimsoning  faces  and  rwc^ell  J  I.™  '  "" 
and  most  unpleasant  experience  for  them  l  w  2  °  f  "" 
of  course,  that  it  was  Waldm's  hahi,  ,o  „„,^''!''"°"'"'"'• 
o.•  .he  s«vice  he  was  reeling  if  an-yo^^^e  :  ;:;:!::  ^ 
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succeed  d ,  ,,  z:^':^^^';:^j^  -'--"r 

a.  a„.  and  who  ^L^rZ  Cl^y"%:!  iTir/"""" 
after  service  had   bemin    felt  7  „Ln"  ^'  '"  ™'" 

n-shing  up  to  her  ^5      I  '""'  ™"  "^  «"'<»" 

she  .houghr.rs,opThor.  in  h'''^  'T  "' *"'  '^"'''"' 
whole  congregation  to  tnm  ^  '^"''"«  ""''  """"^  *« 
and  her  'LTLVZ^Z'^^fS ^l  ^Tlf 
t.me !  It  exposed  them  all  to  pub  ic  rebuke  .A  H  ,,  ?" 
stir  caused  by  their  entrance 'had  suWd-d    *■;  sT^  "" 

trLT'T-''"""   •■"    graceful    held' ■ijgn'r'h"? 
SOU  cheeks  glowing  and   her  pvpo  a^ok:        i     ,  »""v'   "« 

dXren^t' r^r^f  ht  ^-^h^  ll't^^^-^-Y? 
aU^,  Ud,  Eva  Beaufyonf'h^r^/^  f^^J'^*™ 

of  the  socie.7pt:s%d  tTodVcTalTj^p'S'rt*^  "^^^ 
-and  she  could  hardly  be  e,peaedlp7up  with  "r^T 
corner,  even  in  .  church  ;-if  she  ever  went   o  tT/ H 

i<»i.ingwoU%^'..  SX^;^:.eXTs^^r'''''' 

who  went  evervwhprp  a',a  /  "\^^nay,  a  leader  m  society, 
.kir.orhIt7rr^S  dfec,W^"?„7"  ".'  "'"«•  ">"• 
w««e  accounts  of  heilfaTdf  Z^l^-  t.^f''-  "^ 
press  undera  'nora-de-plume  •  She  .3r,Ti,  ?  5  '*"''"oan 
celebrated  for  her  biurbuttZX'aVlr'r 
face,  without  being  in  the  least  interesriTT  iZ?!,-      "" 

care  upcn  it.      Her  eyes  were  bright  and  quite 
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^i^eHe!:  mL:TTa7r'  ^"^ '-'  '^^^  -  or 

of  all  modellers  of  dres,i„d.l^nd  ir^''''^  "^  *^^  ^"^ 
of  herself,  it  would  have  Sin  ^«  ,^  '^^  ''^  ''^^^  »«  say 
•chiC  of  her  outward  aXnce"V°  '"^  '^"'^  ^'^'^  ^'^^ 
would  have  found  her  an  S  /  "'^"  ""^  '^"'P^O" 

Bludlip  Courtenay  Ci  "o  t  •  "'''^"^-but  then  Mrs. 
sculptors.  She  thought  them  w'"'^  "'"  P^'"*«^  -nd 
properideas.  She  was  LSnZ  /  ^P'^'  '^^'^  ^^H'  '".. 
pause  in  his  reading  o  the  S  L"  °"i  ?>'  ^^'<^^"'»  abrupt 
other  members  of  the  Manor^n  "^^'  ''^^'  '^^  »"d  the 
places,-andwhenherecormence^^^^^^  '"*°  ^''^'^ 

herself  by  staring  at  Sr^uSllv  th^t "  f '^  "^^"^«» 
tortoiseshell-mounted  /or.„V  if/  'u^'^^l'  ^  «ong-handled 
confusing  him  at  ail,  or  fn  e^en  at  r.  r  u- "'''  '""'"^  '" 
she  merely  shrueged  her  ITia  ^"'*^*'"g  his  attention,-so 
an  .air  moque^s^'  ''°"''^"'  ''"^  -hat  the  French  call 

The  momentary  confusion  caused  bv  th*. « 
soon  passed,  and  the  spirit  of  caltn    ^       ^^""^  '"  ^''^  ^"^'ce 
after  the  'General  Confer  on  'B^.,!r  T'^  ^"  '^'  »«"« 
scious  of  hurt  and  vexaTon      T.        "^"'*  ^^»  ^^P'r  con- 
she  kept  on  saying  to  heS  ollr^""  ""^  °'  ^'-  ^^'^^n. 
Her  friends  and  herself  werfonrfivT     "'"  ^"'"'-^^^  "^ ' 
to  have  stopped  in  his  Jding  ^^^^^^^^         ™  ^ ^^  'ate.  and 
them  all  to  shame  was  unkindi'/es  L":::;'^  f'  ''''  *°  P"* 
vexed  soul,-vexed  all  the  morJtL  '    '^*  **'<^  '»  her 

conscious  that  Walden  was  riaK.  ?".'*  *^^  ''^  '"'^ardly 
knew  well  enough  that  Te  Zm  T^  ^'"^'^  '^^^"g-  She 
at  eleven  had  she  cho^n  Tnd  K  V'^"'^"^  ^^^  <=hurch 
punctual  to  time  as  wlirshe ^ewTt  iL"''^'^^  ^"-<^' 
nor  respectful  to  interrupt  divine  wLhiDp"!'^  '"""'"^"^ 
irritated  to  reason  the  matter  out  r^  P"  •  "*  '^^  ''**  ^^o 
couldthinkof  was  that  s^eand  her  l!!  "j'^  ^"''  ''^""'~*"  »he 
a  reproof  from  the  mini  t^of  thf        u"*"  ^"""^^  ^  ^^^'ved 

less  -vere^befo.r;he%iC^-^S^^^^  '"^  "^"^  ^'^^ 
and  on  the  first  occasion  of  hf  1  •  ^^'  °'^  servants- 
could  not  get  over  iT  ^""*  '"  **"'<^.  too  I    She 
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nnl'","^  "^  '^^  '"^'"  '^^  **'°"«*^^  "'^^  '''"  '^"O'^  that  I  am 

Chafed  little  spirit  I-as  if  it  mattered  to  Walden  whether  she 
wa.  ;mgry  or  not  !     He  saw  her  well  enough,-he  noted  her  face 
n  Im    T'  *  u    "'  "l"^"^  P'^y  of  expression,  set  in  its  frame 
rlnl    ;  p  Tr'^A"''-"  ''•"'^'  sunbeam-like  between  his  eyes 
.n.    wh      'Jk    of  Common  Prayer '-and,  when  he  ceased  reld- 
mg.  while  the  village  cho.r.  rendered  slightly  nervoue  by  the 
presence  of   the  quality,'  chanted  the  '  O  come  let  us  sing  unto 
the  Lord,  he  was  conscious  of  a  sudden  lassitude,  arising,  as  he 
knew,  from  the  strain  he  had  put  upon  himself  for  the  ,Sst  few 
minutes.    He  was,  however,  quite  calm  and  self-possessedwhen 
he  rose  to  read  the  Lessons  of  the  Day,  and  the  service  pro- 
ceeded  as  usual  in  the  perfectly  simple,  unadorned  style  of  '  that 
pure  and  reformed  part  of  Christis  Holy  Catholic  Church  which 
^established  iv,   this   Realm.'    Now  and  then  his  attention 
wandered-once  or  twice  his  eyes  rested  on  the  well-dressed 

doubt.     There  was  an  emotion  working  in  his  soul  to  which 
he  could  scarcely  give  a  name.     Instinctively  he  was  conscious 
that  a  certam  embarrassment    and    uneasiness  affected  the 
ordinary  members  of  his  congregation,-he  knew  that  their 
mmds   were  disquieted   and   distracted,- that   the  girls  and 
women  were  open-eyed  and  almost  open-mouthed  at  the  sight 
of  the  fashionable  costumes  and  wondrous  millinery  which  the 
ladiesof  Miss  Vancourt's  house-party  wore,  and  were  dissatisfied 
with  their  own  clothing  in   consequence,-and  that  the  lads 
and  men  felt  themselves  to  be  awkward,  uncouth  and  foolish 
m  the  near  presence  of  personages  belonging  to  quite  another 
sphere  than  their  own.     He  knew  that  the  showy  ephemera  of 
this  worid  had  by  a   temporary  fire-fly  glitter,  fascinated  the 
simple  souls  that  had  been  erstwhile  glad  to  dwell  for  a  space 
on  the  contemplation  of  spiritual  and  heavenly  things.     He 
saw  that  the  matchless  lesson  of  Christ's  love  to  humanity  was 
scarcely  heeded  in   the    contemplation  of   how  very  much 
humanity  was  able  to  do  for  itself  even  without  Christ's  love 
provided  It  had  money  and  the  devil  to  'push'  it  on!    He 
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sighed  a  little  ;_aiid  certain  words  in  the  letter  ^  hi.  r  ■    a 
B.shopBrent  came  back  to  hi,  mcrao^—l.  m"„1  "'' 

.on,e  hopeless,-„tterly  irremS^r?  I^Z  tfeTon 

.     ™     .  "^"o  'he  Commandment!!,  a  rush  of  Daii«<» 

In  ?T'  '""™"  «"«'  "'"'   »!">  >  fori  f„  ^^ 

Aan  he    knew.     Cicely    Bourne    said   afterwards    thfTsh" 

should  n«rer  forget  the  thrill   that  .an   through  h«  Uke  a 

hock  of  electncty,  when   he  procUimed  from^the  alt^  J 

otS^goituVMrr.™"^  """  -'-^  '^'^  "-'«  >-« "one 

.is!nnr';e"ii"dTdr"h;'.'= ""  ^'"""  ^""'"'^ « *« 

tK«.,„k  K        '^"  "*"<!  side,— he  too  was  staring  at  WaJden  as 
kept  her  face  hidden,  listening   in  a  kind  of  awe  Tl^l 

«^4rr:rLrwt-r-jot::s 
:^£::::^r-,d-:hS^Trt:rr^^^^^^ 

could  be  the  fun  of  living  if  you  must  NOT  swear       as  Lt^ 
lies  about  your  neighbour  as  possible?    Nn  „     '  '^ 

would  be  left  in  the^delicate  ragX  ■  w^;erP;::ie°t;.  X 
mm,ster  of  St.  Rest  was  «ally  quite  objectSle  !!Lli,e  J 
»  notsy,  -stagey-  creature !-and  both  she  and  MrBludi" 
Co^urtenay  murmured  to  each  other  that  they  'mZ^Z 

aegMr^n-stii^fSsSSi^r-  -  -- 

So  provincial  1»  rejoined  Mr.  Bludiip  Courtenay,  m  u« 
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law!"  ^""^^"^'"clme  our  hearts  to  keep  this 

One  very  gratifying  circumstance  to  the^e  l«^.«c  1. 
and  one  that  considerably  astonished  all  tht  k*  T""^'' 
Vancourfs  house-party.  L  well  I.  M  v  '"^'"^'^  ''^^•*» 
that  no  'collection^wl^  made  V  ^^  u'"'"""*  *'''^'^'  ''^ 
nor  some  distant  misZn  to  he  hea  h'en  '  ''7'"'  *'^  P°°^' 
for  begging,  in  the  shrine  Vl'?s,t,^^^^^^^^^ 
of  a  money-box  or  'plate'  was  tn  T  .    °  ''^'^'^^ 

this  fact  pr^Kiisposed  t'hl  to  urvey  WaTdl'sT'"!;  /"' 
with  critical  attention  as  he  left  til  h  ,  I  ^^  *""*  ^8°"^ 
pulpit  during  the  sineiL  of '  Thl  i  T'^^  '""*  ^^^"^«*  ^^e 
the  opening  chordsTfh./  "'^  ''  ""^  Shepherd.'    At 

Bourn^glanced  af  Mis3  eV""7.'''^  '''"P^^  ^y""'  Cicely 
suggestive  sSt   and  eattt  tTJr    "''  r""f  "'^"^  ^  ""'' 
as  the  quavering  chlro'^Lt^dS 
her  voice  as  the  'leading  soprano '«nft  ^""u'  '^^  ™'"^ 
twined  it  round  all  thTno  es  1h  ,   ^  -   '  ""  °^^°'^ 

and  lovely  unison:  "'^  '''"'"  together  in  clear 

"The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd  ;  I  shaU  not  want. 
He  maketh  me  down  to  lie 
In  pleasant  fields  where  the  lilies  «ow. 
And  the  river  runneth  by." 

^^''^ZT  '"  ^^^  ^congregation  stared  and  seemed  s»nVV.« 
with  sudden  wondermpm^     c.^u    •     •       .      '^"•^  stricken 

voice?"  "»  up  in  raris.     I  suppose  it  really  is  a 

wnom  she  had  scarcely  noticed.     But  Cicelv  saw  h^r  rJ^   u 
whole  «.„.  .as  in  h„  si„gi„g,_„d  ,11^"^;^":!:; 
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tt  orima  ^^^"'''''  "'°'  «^'"S  ''  ^-  ^  'f  «he  were  dread, 
the  prima  donna  m  an  opera.  listened  enrapt.  ' 

"The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd ;  He  fecdeth  me 

In  the  depth  of  a  desert  land  ; 
And.  lest  I  should  in  ,he  darkness  slip, 
He  holdeth  me  by  the  hand." 

Maryllia    felt  a   contraction   in  her  throat    anH  K 
unconsciously  filled  with  tears.     How  sweet  Lth  '^'! 

—how  verv  sw.Pf  f    t    j  ^^^  "'*^  ^'y'nn  was 

upon   higher  mo.hlAfL"'''"''""  -'  ""  '»">"  crowded 

the  Manor  gallery  shone  o„.?L..    T'  ""'"'  P'"°«  *" 
glorified  aniel  aL4  "he  whiteT     'J'"""  ""  """«'"=" 

;^rrr:e«erSf    '"  ^    -^-l!^!^ 

s  .ha.  wa.Snth"pfSri;dTpizr:rr''"^^ 

"  ^''*  Mv**  •' J"^  ^'"'P'"^'"^  •  ^  'hall  not  want 
My  mmd  on  Him  is  stayed 

And  though  through  the  Valley  'of  Death  I  walk. 
I  shall  not  be  afraid  !  "  ^ 

Pure  and  true  rang  Cicely's  young,  fresh  anH  ^u  • 
carrying  all  the  voices  of  the  childrf;     th  ft  on^  h '°"'/°"'' 
waves  of  the  organ  chords      .nH  •  ^^  pulsatmg 

exaltation.  serenityTndpeatrre^^  "'   ''^'^ 

tion  with  the  singing  of  the  2t  verse—         "'°''  '°"«^^" 

"The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd  ;  O  Shepherd  sweet 
Leave  me  not  here  to  stray  •  ' 

But  guide  me  safe  to  Thy  heave'nly  fold. 
And  keep  me  there,  I  pray ! 

Amen  ! " 

During  the  silence  that  immediately  followed  VVaM.«   ,^ 
erect  m  the  pulpit,  looking  down  upon  t^^^r^H^^^ 

sure-he  saw  his  own  .^oc^'  JaiLr^^LtrstZr^^^ 


i 


342 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


caught  hi.  eve  with  IT. L,    J^'' .Le"«''M™"'«  smock 
soft  carol  of  the  Jw,  om^df  .     "^T  ''"■    '^  •"'"» 

.he  buying  of.  bIble-Ct.  rj^fe  "!^  ""*  '•""*- 
church  and  was  now  bounri^„  r  m  ""^  '"  "''  '"'<•  'he 
in  its  effort,  to^tZ^lVr"'  "S'"='  »  '"»"'  "i""""". 
made  quite  «,  ^0,3^  ST,"^ '"JT^^''"  »I»«. 
fancied  he  could  hear  it  thuMn/!",,''!!  '^'  '"=«"'''.-'>« 
once,  «,  inflow  of  eneir,  3  ^"^'.-'hen,  all  at 

•fiery  tongue,'  of  whlrt  Zl  p  T/r  "  *°°8'' the 

ve^»u.h  de,ce„di„g':t  ht"  X^TJ^T'-T  '" 
was— SO  winsome  so  hriaht  ,^^  «"/"ia  s  lace  i    There  it 

every  feature,-^d  ;t td'  ZT^^t  '™^'^'"«  '"  "» 

^«.  ^-n^  z;rt:'Sn:!:s:."'i.^rb  -i 

congregation  even  as  Thon  .I,.!,  .    '''  'P*^  ">  «his 

form^lformywls  but  i^l?"""T*.  """""  ""^  "" 
Thy  Holy  Spirif !  Trl'en  .  '"  *"'"°  """"■«'<>»  "■  Thee  and 

villus:,  ex^h'anreS^^r.Ct!^'""'-  ^"■'  °'  "« 
.heir  beloved  '  Pasfon  ™  u"^  &r  hTiT^  ^^ 
pale,-hi,  eye,  were  so  unu  X  bLr  ,'^'''5?.  " '""^ 
aspect  so  more  than  mm„„  1       '^  bngh.,— and    ht,  whole 

ou^y  they  r^^b'ea  "th  thir  KbT"""?  ^""'»'  "'"• 
teM:_'.Thetwentv-siTv,„!„f^L  *•  "  *^  8"™  <»"  *e 
Gospel  accordingto  St  m::;^w°'""  """"''  ^•""  "'  ""= 

".^.ed'^^nhritrciL^eJTr  r 7  '""™"^ 

.0  S.  M«thew,  twenty-sUth  v^"  "^^  ^^'itTI^Sf 
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*n.i™"::!i„TS,;' '"''*'  ""^  '"-'"^  -'  Of  book, 

it    He  had  re^lved"^  J^al^^x^'J"?'""  ""^  "'"''  "<»" 

.  n,ere  twelve  minute,'  ,em,o„.  C  he"„ew  1?  h"^!^  '■" 
congregation  were  more  affected  .„.''"="'"»' h'sonimary 
and  impatience  than  thev  th^^i  "^       T*  **  '«««ncM 

"mnger,  ..were  present  were  of  a.  '•'"^•''"•'  '""  '"'^h 
be_  bored,  than  interested  ""-P*™""".!  more  likely  to 

"  What  is  a  man  profited   if  h«  .k.n 
and  lose  hi,  own  soul  ?  "-he  Lc!„    ,    T"  ""^  "'•"'^  ""« 
h»eyes  resting  steadfastly  o„  ^ifeltl'l,?"''.:'*/"''*"''' 
person,  immediately  under  h-^o^T^T.^"^  °' 
of  the  quction,  put  bv  the  nivln.  «      ^.  r   ™"  »""  one 

was  no  doubt  con'side,!^  th^r^  kZ?""" '"  ■"'"•^"'' 
a. very  foolish  enquiry     For' .^f.-^^S"' "'"'<'««<' now, 

judged  as  «  excec^^y  pr^gt^WeT"  *°  """"^  "o'"'  " 

•«5"''«-'«"g'0l<:e'te^fHngel2  Z^^'^  *«  "«' 
for  It.     They  will  eladlv  hJ..,  •       '  '"'*  ""  "Change 

and  truth  to  gain  '.^  wh^e  'Z""""?  P™-^'?'-.  honour 

y  fine  .nd''imm„r.:,t"''tr":;:d'  Ty  t""  ■'""'••- 
a  mere  poetic  phnise-a  fi.n,r*.  «f  u  ^  ^^  majority  as 

meaning  behind  it  I  know  nhn'^'"'''  *'^''°"'  *"y  real 
will  regret  wasting  your^\XtT" '''''''''''''' '^"^^y 
minutes,  to  anythin/ab^ut  ,0  nK    ,  f  "'"^'   ^'^^^   ^^^  »  ^^ 

The  Sou,  I  ^e  if  U^^fict:  of  a%:^^^^^^^^^  ''^  ^-' ' 
us  possess  a  Soul   or  /*/«*  "^    ^ow  many  of 

com'^d,  thaUt  should  Uil^"'"  """  ^  """  '»  i' 
.han  the  Body  ?-the  L^  ^1  whTch^w?""  ™"  P-^™' 
and  clothe  and  cosset  and  cocto  t^lf  ,7  .'"'"'*'  "''  "^ 
the  pUnet,  a  mere  magniS  Aoe  '  J  ,  "^-  °"  ""  '"«  "f 
.o.hand«=nsuali,y,  Jle^'unfLlra'^cb'"'  '™'='^' 
otherwiM  perfect  Creation  '  For  bS?^u  *™'™  '"  »" 
on  the  Universe -a  di,L;„      ^ody  without  Soul  i,  a  blot 

with  which  naTure  ^yZTZrl^-^r'""  "'  -"'=* 
/  ana  oy  will  have  nothmg  to  do.     Yet  I 
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freely  grant  that  while  Soul  animates  and  inspires  dl  ^H 
man  cannot  or  will  not  comprehend  T  h-  ^       u    cnation, 
part,  be  condoned  for  not  eLdeavot   i  to  Zl'^Z^L  " 
not  taught  to  truly  recocnise      Tn  1     i       T        "*'  ^  " 
clearly.  I  will  refer  JouXthe  Iltf r    "'^  '^""''  "^'^ 

written-.AndGodmadelnof  ,1  dlstoT'^^^^  *'':^  '  " 
breathed  into  his  nostrils  the  brea^nf  i Y  /  ^™"'^'  »"*^ 
a  Uving  Sow  Thus  we  see  tha^  ?^^  '"^f".  *"^  /"^  ^^^-ne 
God.  which  is  also  the  EterL  breath  of^F  "  !'f v'"*''  "^ 
human  being  is  endowed  w^fh   thT  ^""*^  ^'^^-     ^^^^ 

which  cannol  die  ^^th  dea^  Vi„^  TiM    fs  '""T"*^' 
endless  lives  to  come     ThU  il    k   ?'  •  ""  *^^  ^'"^O'O  of 

-this  is  why  iTZuJti::^A;:jTz^^^^^^^ 

may  be  argued-' How  can  anv?h        k    ,      ^  "°*  ''^*-'    ^^ 
aliveP.    Aat  pro^LTis'Lty^l'::^^^^^^^ 
beJosfinthesea.butit  is  still  eLte„7L  ,jetr/„r 
same  way  a  man  may  'lose'  his  Soul    »hn!.  k  u  ^*** 

destroy  it  It  is  the  'breath  of  GoS '  th.  **  %'^"  ""^"' 
Life.-and  if  one  'loses'  it.  anotlS^T^mly  tdT  Thr^^ 
only  religion,-it  is  also  science       In  tZ  !  "^  "  "°^ 

imagination,  all  poetry,  all  "sLti,:  tnHfl^r'^"  *^' 
bemg  subordinated  to  what  we  consiLrL  F°  J  I'^"'"*''  "" 
.upreme  mystery  which  eludes  the  r^lr^h  o?  t\      "^  "  °"* 
and  pitiless  materialist-and  that  islfe  iLl/     f  '"°!''.«<^"^e 
evolution  and   its  intention      We   c!n    T'~'''  °"«'"'  '^ 
things.-but  we  cannot '^lim^eTe  ctrTYf  iT'':] 
Chnst  could  do  this,  being  Divinity  incai^_b  *  Jr** ' 
only  wring  our  hands  helplessly  anrf  v.^a       7        ^  "^ 
has  fled.-that  spirit  whicT^ie  ot'b^fo^^^^^^^  ?'"* 

us,  smile,  and  exchange  the  looks  which  .In       T    ^^  ^"^ 
of  the  heart  more  tr5y  t  J  wo  ds      We  ^^^^^^^^^ 
loved  !    The  inanimate  clay,  stretched  ^wTn  J:^°"'   ''^ 

is  a  strange  sight  to  J' Ztr^'l^:' ^"""^^^  ^^^ 
our  friend!  Our  friend  was  the  'Soul' thiri  J.  •  l"*  "°' 
-the  '  breath  of  God '  that  moved  our  own  '  So^f'To'"'  '^!l 
to  It  in  affection  and  tenderness  And  ul  •  ?  •  '^'P^"^ 
and  feel  that  though  this  'Sh  tl^rZ'>  -t-Uve.y  know 
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K  cannot  be  dead  And  «I  »»  • 
we  would  ever  apply  to  it  hll  "  "°*  *"  expression  that 
»  'found '-found'^  Us  Creator""  7  '"^^  ^"'^  ^'•«^^<'  '» 
fejoice  in  its  own  1^^!^^ I'llTdi  '""'''  '°  ^^"'^  ^^ 
'finding'  of  the  Soul.  The  „«« "  P°"  '"^*"'  ^^'^-»he 
this.-Hi.s  resurrectiot  hTs  a^  °^  °"'  ^"'""^  ^«»ches 

and  express  the  same  fh  hk  yr'"':  ""''''"'  ''"''^'^ 
Himself,  it  would  neverthdess  J.  '  'k  '^'  ''°'^'  "^  Christ 
gene^ted  and  immorU  tt  iri  ^  'n  ?-' '  <^'-nely 
act  and  will.     MVhat  i^ ^J.  '»»  c^   be  Most'  by  our  own 

Whole  world  SV  LT.nZul'>  '[  '"^  f"  «-  ^»'" 
the  text  implies,  that  in  the  verv^n  .  ''^"^""^  '°  »»»'"k 
worla,'  the  loss  of  the  soum7.  .""^^  *°  '«*^"  ^^«  ^^^^^ 
to  detain  you  here  tis'l  ^^ //'"  "*^*  «°'"« 
concemmg  how  some  of  you  ,^n  Z  ?^    **°'*"'» 

play  havoc  with  the  priceless   .Sr^   "'ay.  if  you  choose, 
each  one  of  you.     I  ontv  !  ^  *"**  bestowed  upon 

with  the  utmc^reaJ^esti^'Z  !t   '"T  "^"  ^^^^ 
yourselves  .We  have  no  s^uls '  or  •  The'  't-  '°  '^^  *"«"« 
quantity  and  cannot  be  prov;d  •    Th.  '^"^  "  *"  ^"'^"^'^ 
actual  a  part  of  you  as  the  mitn'    7      "^^^  "  **  '^^J  »nd 
that  you  cannot  L  irtouchTn        ''•  "  °^  *"  «>ody.--«nd 
dissecting  knife  is  no'p^  '  ^t"  T„".""k'"  ^'^^ '"IJeon's 
?s  well  say  life  itself  ckTnot  Ut V     '^'"-    ^**"  "^^t 
its  primjeval  causes  orhLr  •        '  ^"^""^  ^^^  <=annot  see 
Of  your  being.--r;'n.^ronourTf  •'°"'  "  '''  -^ 
round  which,  whether  y"u^  j  1  nT  ^'^«J°r 'y'~*'^^  P'^^* 
in  this  world  for  the  next     If  vn"?  V°"  1^^  your  actions 
"motive,  you   lose    all      You     cZi  T  '^''  "'"'"^P""«  ^^ 
expression   in    every  movement    anHr    ^""'"    'P^^^*^'   ^O"' 
ungovemed  and   unKoTernlf  .     ^^**"' '    *"   ^how  the 

God  is  not  mocl.^^^l^r^^Zf''''^  "'  -^ich  you  are. 
«^oHty  Of  the  hum^n  "cf. -rnS  ^^^i^^  ^^  «"»^ 

rather  Z^L^''^!,  ^a^W  '"  ^"^  ^"'^  '     ««  ^^'^ 
and  he  was  perfeX  aw2  .1,  T.''?"  '^^^^^  "P«"  him,.: 

-cc^ised.  as"^  woLT^e  recUir^.^""'^°"--^-  '^ 

ave  recagnisedan  actress,  on  account 
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of  the  innumerable  photoffraoha  nf  k-     u-  .. 

in  the  window,  of  everv^u»^!n  ''^'''^  *'*'*  «"  «'« 

town.-was  gazing  ,tSt  "?.  '"   '""^   "loderate-sized 

Moved  by  a  sudden  impuli X  Lnt  hif  f '"  -d  laughte^ 
down  upon  her  with  an  inflexible  ll^  "  ''^'^  ""'«»»* 
frown  puckered  her  ladyship^brow  «.  '*'""'^-     ^"  "^'^ 

her  eyelids  angrily.    "^''^''"P"  '^^'^  »*  once,-and  she  lowered 

I   say    God    is    not    mockf>H "      u^  .       . 

••Neither   is   man!    The    mJ       k,  "I^    contmued    slowly; 
•'ost'  his    or    Jer  slul    Z^lt^"   ^"'"*"   ^""^   '^'^  ^as 
of  the    whole   world   in    TcC  ""'"f   '''''    ^^«   '«»'"' 
Sea    fruit,    bitter    and    tas  e "' ""t'nd"       T'    '"^    ^^^^ 
poisonous.     Ix>ss  of  the  Soul  U 1    ui  u"    '^^    ^"^    ^^olly 
and  deterioration.!-and  thi    ITT  ''  T'^'  degradation 
of  all   noble  and  fine  feelina  T.    f  ''"'"^""^  «"d   rotting 
the  fairest  face,ltt    prtd'es^Lr"?^^^  ^'°^'  '^^^'^  ^ 
against  his  neighbour  fo^he  tke  of  i,  J':  ""^^   '"^^   "- 
personal  revenge,  writes  the  lipTn  k-  ^  convenience  or 

utters  it.     It  fng^efiS  iari     ^  °"'V°""t«"-nce  as  he 
-ad  physiognomT-U  sa^^pU  n7yl"^^^^^^^^  ^"  -»>° 

trusted  1'    The  woman  who  is  fdslnn^?    T  *^"  "'^"    ^ 
.tigma  on  her  features,  beryt"   "st^"^^^^^^^^  ^'^ 

of  clay  who  has  lost  Soul,  likewie  lacks  hST  an  J^k  *^'''"'* 
hopeless  poverty  of  such  an  „„.:^"f^~-^"d  the  starved, 

divme,  eternal  essence  is  ea.Jlv  i  V '  .  "~*'^^*  delicate, 
carried  to  excess,  wi^o  ^bi  °  ,  ."""r  f^^ly  passion 
fathomable  sea.  it  can  sHpTwatTn  tL  n"*  ""^  r  '"  ""  """ 
in   schemes  for  self-agg^ndSent     In^T^'V^'^r^^ 

m  love,  means  that  love  then'becom^^h;  °^  *^'  '  ^°"' ' 

en  oecomes  the  mere  corpse  of  itself. 
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«very    .ction.    let    « Vd  The    ?SouI  • '"  T'^   *'°»"'    ^ 
«oJ     For  without  Jt  no  ZJa    /     '     ^""^    "«^«='    '«     i» 

task  -ccomplisheVn;  hfe  TveH  K  ''"  ^  ^°"'^'  "°  ''^"hy 
the  sight  of  God.  It  hal  nrofi?°"°"''^r  '^"<^  ««ightly  in 
witty,  wealthy,  or  aL^JZl^l  T'""'  l°>'  '*'"°"'' 
clay  without  the  'brerf.of  God^L?  '  "'^^^  ^8"'*^^»  «f 

The  simple  peav  v.  ,  K  "  °"  *"""«ting  life  principle, 
reverently  watS^  .H.  ^  nl  ,*^"  T^u  '"""''  '"  »'''"  to 
as  the  author  of  .v!  th-r  ^n.  T  '^  '*'  *"^  '^ink  of  God 
scale  than  th.  ean  t  su"!^'"  ''  l''^''"'  '"  the  spiritual 
himself  and  h  .  ,.,.„  .-..  .  J',/  *  '*  too  occupied  with 
a  sunset  or  ;.  .v.u..>  ,,n  '  "f  V     '°  .""^'"'^^  whether  it  is 

his  sense,  ')\  si.}-    ,.,      ",, ,,       .    °"'    '"  *  ">»"  should  be 
centre,-.the  g.rm   .f  ,V  "'.;  "';    ^^'^ '"niost  and  dearest 
and  hope  and  iuppin^..    *«;-' -^ne  generator  of  all  peace 
foster,-the  one  arc.        '    thin',   tn  T  *"?  ""''^  *'^'"«  »° 
man  which,   belonging  as  .    d^es  toT^^J^'.^^^'^'  P^"  «^ 
again.     Some  of  you  here  Dresl/,    J"^'  ^*^  '''"  '^^"ire 
for  a  little  while  on  y^^t  iZ     'tf^^  ^'J'  P^'haps  think 
church.-and  othe«  win  at  oncef         •     '"  ^°"  ''^^^^  ^»»» 
or  remember  as  you  loose     he  ^'i'"*"""'  think,  forget, 
you,  young  and  old  rich  an?n^       "'^  '■^"^*'"»'  that  all  of 
selves   witl  the^^X  of  a^ig^.^th^^.  J"  ^  °- 
you.  which  you  may  elect  to  kin  .    *"*   ^"'     within 

Heaven.  l\  deSs  o„  ^^  fof  "re  7'  "  ^'^  ^"'^"^  ^^ 
needs  all  your  !vork  and  IZ  o  aid  tl  ^  '"^^^"^"^^  ;-it 
full  stature  and  perfection  I  sha^  n  r?  ^'°^'"«  "P  ^°  '^ 
gain  the  whole  Cld.  and  a  deal  C  '°"  T ''"«  '^  ^^^ 
your  Maker  but  crumbling  c lay  L  /h!  T'^^V'"  ^'''^  ^° 
the  'Soul'  in  you  premred  nnH  r  n^"^*"'  be  ready.-. 
According  to  the  oowerTnH  f""-^'nged    for    flight  f 

vestedanlsurround^wrbeSr'."'"'  ^°"  ^-'- 
-%-^.our.stnoS---tvJ:/l^^^ 
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nnorf      u-  "«"*w't-e,     nis   sjiirit  and  hers  had  cone  wiHf 

was  low,  low  down  m  a  little  valley  of  worldly  nothing.       ^ 
oh,  how  small  and  insignificant  she  felt '    Av  i  ?7'"«»'-»"d 
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always  I"  ■•moivt  ,ou  and  remain  will,  you 

"A nten !" 

crowd,  saw  the  cAKor  l.ustt  ,,^  '  1      '*  """  "'"'  ''"^  "•»«i"B 

'■"'y  wor,hi,,,«r  ren'ai^ng  Z^t^"''  *,""  "•™''  »"<•  "■« 
daspod  acro^i  his  slid,  and  1  T  P'""''  *"••  '"•">>' 

W    The  old  man  Cm  J'.;  t^'  ""  •?'^^  '"»"■ 
face  was  rap.  and  serene.     Wald"n  tH'"!  '"•"■«")'-•'« 

-.  -deny. .  .„..  o,  „„,:^-  rutirhist:; d"!!! 

";^row  old  along  nith  me ! 
Thr  I  ^^'^'f"'  's  yet  to  he. 
^  'i;r,i-  t.-  -  -  «»»  ^ad.. 

-:^"C.:s.rrir;-.r...... 

and  reuT'"''  ""  ""-'  ""  "--'«'  ^'^'r  from  U.e  pn,pi. 
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CHAPTER   XIX 

OUTSIDE  in  the  churchyard,  there  was  a  general  little 
flutter  of  local   excitement.     Maryllia   lingered   there 
for  several  minutes,  pointing  out  the  various  Ijeauties  in  the 
architecture  of   the  church  to    her    guests,   not  th.'   these 
individuals  were  very  much   interested   in  such   matters,  for 
they  were  of  that  particular  social  type  which  considers  that 
the  highest  form  of  good  breeding  is  to  show  a  polite  nullity 
of  feeling  concerning  everything  and  everybody.     They  were 
eminently   'cultured.'   which   nowadays   means  pre-eminently 
dull.     Had  they  been  asked,  they  would  have  said  that  it  is 
dangerous  to  express  any  opinion  on  any  subject,-even  on 
the  architecture  of  a  church.     Because  the  architect  himself 
might  be  somewhere  near,-or  the  architect's  father,  or  his 
mother  or  his  great-grandam— one  never  knows !    And  by  a 
hasty  remark  in  the  wrong  place  and  at  the  wrong  moment 
one  might  make  an  unnecessary  enemy.     It  is  so  much  nicer 
-so  much  safer  to  say  nothing  at  all  I     Of  course  they  looked 
at  the  church,— it  would  have   been   uncivil  to  their  hostess 
not  to  look  at  it,  as  she  was  taking  the  trouble  to  call  their 
attention  to  its   various   points,  and  they  assumed   the  usual 
conventional   air  of   appreciative  admiration.     But   none  of 
them  understood  anything  about  it,-and  none  of  them  cared 
to   understand.     They  had    not    even    noticed    the    ancient 
sarcophagus  in  front  of  the  altar  except  as  'some  odd  kind 
of  sculptured  ornament.'     When  they  were  told  what  it  was 
they    smiled    vacuously,    and    said:     «How    curious f    But 
further  than  this  mild  and  non-aggressive  exclamation  they  did 
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ZZr.TZ7,^°°'  """  '"""■>''  P'OPI^  lingered  also. 
TO  stare  at.  and  comment  upon,  the  notorious  'beauty-  UdJ 

f^J>me'  :^r  fn'T'  "^"^  "r^  """  '-'^^-3 
-M,s.  Mandeville  iWham.  .natsha^Lg  hT;  fi.e  t,:rt,"":r; 

.„Z  ^  "•  '"^    considerably  put    out   bv   ih^ 

superclTous  ga^o  and  smile  of  the  pcrfectlv  costZJ   J 
Blt^hp  Ccurtenay.-Julian  Adderiey^g  ^rrtpo":: 
.0  the  i>eckon,ng  finger  of  Cicely  Bourne.  4  kinSlvTe  cd 

.hen  »d ':; .^t"?"*  u  °"=  "'  ""  """  '••''^  '"1 -K  -^ 
■nen  and  there  to   luncheon,  an   invitation  he  accepted  with 

htZto'i^lf  hUeV"''"  r""""  P«'^-"^»'.h  .he' 

.hem'and  7i^  u^  nTX' ^^t  I^IT"  "^^^'="  •-"'"<' 
c<>.^»  L  *'  y    ^"^'  ^"^  morning's  service  anH 

p^jed  to  have-::;  xiT  .^t  cz[r:~^^:^ 

X7Z£.  ""f'^^'T  should  have  the  .impt.rn™; 
D.u«  nTh.  "^."'°'i"»«'  bv  Mrs.  Bludhp  Courte™y)-to 
"x'of  at™^i.y'^""'  ^"'■"  --'  ■"  '-'  --r^  ".e 
cati^lts j'"H;i'  own  interest,  too."_«,id  I*iy  Beaulyon, 

a«enled  to  this  proposition  with  a   'Where  indeed    •     He 

de°p:id''fo:s;^,; ''"-'  "-""^  •--  » ••»"•  «^r 
.re"ut"^  a?:;:™"  "^-^  "^  -""^'^  •"-"  "• "« '«« 

"  Really ! "  he  drawled  dubiously-"  You  surprise  me !  • 
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"It  tf  funny,  isn't  it?"  pursued  Cicely-" So  unlike  the 
Apostles ! " 

Maryllia  smiled.     Udy  Beaulyon  laughed  outright 
"  Are  you  trying  to  be  satirical,  you  droll  child  ?  "  she  enquired 
languidly. 

"Oh  no,  I'm  not  trying, "-replied  Cicely,  with  a  quick  flash 
of  her  dark  eyes— "It  comes  quite  easy!  You  were  Ulking 
about  clergymen  offending  their  patrons.  Now  Mr.  Walden 
hasn't  got  any  patron  to  offend.     He's  his  own  patron." 

"Has  he  purchased  the  advowson,  then?"  enquired  Mr 
Courtenay— "Or,  to  put  it  more  conventionally,  has  he 
obtained  it  through  a  friend  at  court?" 

"I  dont  know  anything  about  the  how  or  the  why  or  the 
when,"-said  Cicely— "But  I  know  he  owns  the  living  and 
the  church.  So  of  course  if  he  chooses  to  show  people  what 
he  thmks  of  them  when  they  come  in  to  service  late,  he  can 
do  It.  If  they  don't  like  it,  he  doesn't  care.  He  doesn't  ask 
anybody  for  anything,— he  doesn't  even  send  round  a  coUec- 
tion  plate." 

"  No-/noticed  that !— awfully  jolly !  "-said  a  good-natured 
lookmg  man  who  had  been  walking  Inside  Julian  Adderley, 
—a  certain  Lord  Charlemont  whose  one  joy  in  life  was 
motoring-" Awfully  game!  Ought  to  make  him  quite 
famous  I " 

"It  ought,— it  ought  indeed!"  agreed  Adderley— "I  do 
not  suppose  there  is  another  clergyman  in  England  who 
obliterates  the  plate  from  the  worship  of  the  Almighty !  It  is 
so  remote — ^so  very  remote ! " 

"I  think  he's  a  funny  sort  of  parson  altogether,"— said 
Cicely  meditatively—"  He  doesn't  bf^,  borrow  or  steal,— he 
isn't  a  toady,  he  isn't  a  hypocrite,  and  he  speaks  his  mind. 
Queer,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Very ! "  laughed  Lord  Charlemont—"  I  don't  know  another 
like  him,  give  you  my  word  ! " 

"Well,  he  can't  preach,"— said  Lady  Beaulyon,  decisively— 
*•  I  never  heard  quite  such  a  stupid  sermon." 

All  the  members  of  the  house-party  glanced  «t  one  another 
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iTdiL^dV;tL:^^'^  ^^"^'^"^  ^"^-«^  App*-t,y 

"Didn't  you  like  it,  Eva?"  asked  Maryllia. 
My  dear  child  1    Who  could  like  \t^  L  u  . 
stuff!    And  all    that  nonJn,^     ^l         Such  transcendental 

scientific  days  too  I »  "'   '^'  ^°"''    '"   ^^^^ 

"Ah   science,   science!"  sighed  \fr    Bi..^r      .- 
dropping  his  monocle   with    f  sham   Hi  t^    Courtenay. 

waistcoat  button-"  Where  will  it  enT?"  '"""''  ^'''  *°P 

heaven  nowadays  arl^^^.^e^^^  f'^^,^'"^  -ved  for 

Charlemont,  with  a  knowingL^^^'  Beaulyon?"  queried  Lord 

^^  Udy^Beaulyon's  small,  «ther  hard  mouth  tightened  into  a 

^^^'s:^^''t:is^Z"Z:1.^  -^^^-^^--^^  you  mean 
and  not  always  d/sc^L'      But    hey  r^e'lr '  "^'"'^• 

prh^h-t^jrw^-^  ^^^:^^r^ 

dreadful!'  But^htt:LT  J^oTl^H   T;    ''"^'^ 
sake-just  as  an  examnl*.  .n  «    .^  ''^"'^^^  '^^f  ^0"n's 

done,  L,    you    thi^k    it'7  ^^to'T^V  "^'"^   ^^» 
possible?"  »"«    "s    best   to  foiget  it  as  soon  as 

She   raised   her   babv  evM   ««~.-r    1 
question.  ^  ^'^   appeahngly  as    she    put   the 

Everybody   laughed,   or    rather    sniatered.      H^i    u 
laughter  is  not  considered  'good  S  h„      j^^'    ^°"'** 
of  society.     A  gentle  imin,Hvl     r    J       ^^  ''^'^'"  sections 
the  most  seemly  ravfo'TL      '^"  "anny-goat's  bleat  is 

expression  of  mfrtrMar^Ui^"!^^^^^^        ^°  «^^^  ^^"^  ^°  ^^« 
The  conversation  of  her  ^!l t     "^  P'"  *"^  Preoccupied 

She  had  been  ql  w' U  ^u^tore^';^  .^ ''° ^  '"  '""'°" 
^^       H  u  accustomed  to  hear  people  talk  lightly 
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and  callously  of  religion  and  all  religious  subject*    Yet  here 
m  the  quiet  country,  things  were  different.  Sn^how     JS 

in  o'e'stff  or"  ""  '  'rr  ^^^'^  "^  ''^^  -d  »»-i"^'on 
n  one  s  self  for  one's  own  lack  of  faith.    Though,  at  the  same 

jme  U  has  to  be  reluctantly  conceded  that  in  io  q^n 

he  world  IS  rehgious  hyf>ocrisy  and  sham  so  openly  maiS^ 

where    notttT""?'  ^'  "^^^^"^  '»  ^  ^^^^^ 
where,  notwithstandmg  the  fact   that   all   the  Sunday.^ 

But  St.  Rest  was  not  a  town.     It  was  a  tinv  villaae  «n-rf 
utterly  free  from  the  petty  pretensions  of  Lnl^f^VS^ 
R.versford    which  considered  itself  almost  '  metTop^uS^^o ' 
account  of  its  modem  red-brick  and  stucco  viKrwhich 
Its  tradespeople  'retired'  as  soon  as  thew  h-^  ^Ja  . 

money  ,o  be  .b,c  .o  p„.e„d  .h^^hry  t^^^"^  3^ 
«  counter  in  their  Uves.      St    Rest    nn  ,h.  ° 

sitnple  in  i„  us.e,,_„  .itnple  ^to  be  Jm«rZ,"" 

John  Wdden  had.  50  far.  Icept  faiUtful  .„d  pure.  iTSnl 
»ph«e  wa,  U«refore  utterly  «  v.ri««.  with  the  cheap  ath^m 
of  the  modem  world,  and  it  »u>  thU  discordancy  -h£h  «™rT 
«.  rfuirpl,  on  MarylhV.  emotional  nature  «.S  ga«  her  .it 
>  senac  of  unaccuatomed  pain.  ^  "* 

At  the  Manor  there  wei«  a  few  other  viaitoi,  .h»  k.j      . 
..tended  church.-none  of  th-n,  import^rexcrp,  ,^1^ 

^^^.rfan^^-;^—:^^^^ 
j;i;;fc^-.rre-rTL~ 

bmh  and  connection,  but.  being  cast  adrift  «  ZlkfjT. 
shore,  of  T,n,e,.-the  one  a«  a  .idow,  the  oth"  T'loZ^^ 
-had  sworn  eternal  friendahip  on  the  altars  of  .heir  S 
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disfllusloned  and  immolated  affections.     In  the  present  dav 

clmL     K  H   k!    "^  °'  °'^  spinsterhood;  and  the  'Sisters 

w«e  and  watty'  of  London   restaurants  and   late  suppers 

t^/^e^  toot  "^'^  ^°^'^  "^^^  *'^'^  ^^-'  "-^ -" 
"wy  were  happily  unconscious   of   the   unfeeling    sobriquet 

Wicketts   had  once  been  a  reigning  ♦  beauty,'  and  she  Hvad 

and  abetted  her  in  this  harmless  self-de^ption.  LadTwicketts 
had  been  painted  by  all  the  famous  artists  of  her  era.  f^m  the 
^e  of  her  seventeeth  birthday  to  her  thirtieth  She  had 
b^n  repr^ented  as  a  'Shepherdess.'  a  '  Madonna.'  a  •  GW 
and\^n''''K'  \'^'f'''  '  Greyhound.' a  'Nymph  Sleeping/ 

Wcketts,    m   every    exhibition   of  pictures   that   had    been 

held  during  her   youth    and    prime.      Miss    Fosby    can^eS 

pnnts   and    photographs   of  these    works  of  art  every^ere 

about  with  her.     She  would  surprise  people  by  castS^tlktg 

dutiful?'"  °"'  °'  '"  ^^'""^  "^^  "^^«  softly-" Is'n't  that 

And  then,  if  the  beholders  fell  into  the  trap  and  uttered 

excamat.ons    of    rapture    at    the    '  Shepherdess  or  1^ 

Madonna,'  or  whatever  allegorical  subject  it  happened  to 

be,  she  would  smile  triumphantly  and  say-'  Udy  Wicketts ' ' 

-to  all  appearance  enjoying  the  violent  shock  of  incredulous 

^•|^  possible!"    a..,    would    murmur -"Lad,    Wick. 
"Ve8,-Lady  Wicketts  when  she  was  young/'-Miss  Fosbv 
.r„.tlhr''"^7""''  ""   ""  b..Lift.f 'when  "hit 

sv^tLrrreZsurxr^ 
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.he«  w„  bu.^.  ,0^'t  "^  ■^^  ~"«"«l    To  her 

".o«  openly  ,h«,  m„„  'of  he,^"",!^,  ^"  *'  l*"' 
Without  spectacles —an  -««  ,    ,        ^  oeheld  her  now 

round  fl.S^'^n™:"''j,'".«"»».  -i*  .  Urge 

•uch  deep  ,„„ow,'  .h..  olt  WJ^^ S'^T  "ll 
expected  it  to  grow  "*  "^^"  ""d 

PO-iHon  of  he,  M«d.*td*M>X^:^»rr*  T 

The  Poor'„:iT:^,f°^r„e::::,r«:r'"' "  "'"^• 

"•  quite  «  le»  «  her  mZ,lT\^u.T'  "1"" 
lo«d  b,  «,yone  in  11  her  life  Z     i^^  ^  T"  **" 

l»<i  loved     And  ,he  nec^i^ Vta^I 'tS'' f '^"^'j' 
remained  a  part  of  her  n>t.i»  Lk.    •      •*    ^  «PP«renUy 

a  .beer  im^bU  .y  for  her  L  tr™' ,"  "'"''''  ■""  "«=" 
fetish  a,  L.^  wS  J  L  k    "". '"™  """"O  "  "range  a 

not,  in  m^k^Z^^^^T-  J**"  Wicket.,  did 

resort^  when  .he  had  tr.^JnZtiS^T""'  ^""""'"^ 
had  found  somethine  amuri™  "^  ■  T  ^  •""'.-*'d  .he 
especially  in  MiT^o.^.-^  "^  l^^?."""  ".  *""  """^ 
and  when  in  consulution  wUh  aJlT^  J,'^  ""'""T 
vanou,  people  ,he  knew,  should  bTlS  1^,'  T^J  "" 
«.d  who  should  not,  she  had  i«l,«.S^  ,^i^  '°  *'  *•"<" 
younger,  n.ore  flippant  andtTiT^^^S;  11  r  Lit 


GODS  GOOD  MAN  j„ 

carping  of  c,  tid.m.  g„.„UIy  i,a,>,  .„d  .uffS  f^^'  "  •"f 
thought!  chiefly  on  racing,  g«ni„g,  and  Other  Men's  Wives 

ASderieV.  i^  ^K°"""'  """""""•     A""*  -"en  ]£ 

l^chwI'-hhThi.       "  ',"  *■"'"'''•  ^"""^  hi"""  «»'«i  «t 
m^«  or  II  •'",'>?'""'■"«'  of  PenK-ns.  all  of  whom  were 

™  TOrth  livl  h      ^?    ''  ^""""«'  "''  "'■""'"ed.     Life 

exquisite  fe..:to,^VS>r„lyonTnd'^.''r'"'""™  •"•  *' 
admiringly  how  ^on^^Zf^ZuZ:^' :,Z'>^.Z 
«lf-con,pl«»„cy  had  eradicated  every  wrinkk  fra^rem 

;'otT:rrrw°'  *"^  ^""^  '^---^  ^"-  -^ 

wumen  were,  in  a  way,  notorious  as  'leaders'  nf  tUs.;.  ^ 
|P«na,  coterie,  of  soc«l  scandalmonger,  and  pontltZI" 
Lady  Beaulyon  wa.  known  be«  among  Jew  financim    M^' 
Courtenay  among  American  'Kings'  of  oil  a^d  steel      ^1 
was  m  her  own  line  a  >w.r/-each  could   r,i™etiv^c^ 

.!r!T    ,  '   '•'  """  "^''y  """"i  >l«"t,  but  which  never 
came  ,0  ftumon.-««h  had  a  litde  bevy  of  young  joum^Z 

and  K  !^d  h™  fh'"ff T*".'  """'"'"8  ""="  "«.  "i'dom 
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among  society  dove-cot.-"  A„rf  * ''°'''  "'8l>t  poMiMy  cauK 
much  m„„  ^^  ^ll  •  Don  jl:'  r^  *'  ""*  ""  "^  ■» 

the  party  ™  painted  an^^^^e^"^  ""'J""^  ""»*"  »' 
young  prot<!gfe  Cicely     tK-  "•"  ""y"'"'  "^  •>" 

««  no,  .  light  apa^mem  t  T^Tr*  "^  '^'>'«"''  "•""' 
ceiling  ceaL  Xtr^^e  ^a^T'"''  ""'  ""  "ft««<l 
the  windows  were  la„e  ^rf  .  J  """"ancc-and  thoagh 
comic,  their  to^m^^L^ef  ief/'  T*  'T  *'  «°<"  ">  '^^ 
that  the  brightr^ns^n^oT  fit  '7  "'''■'"'"«'  «'"»•  «> 
'he  deeply-eSc^U  htfo^le  Ind  •  1."  "T"  ""'""«'■ 
•quares,  panted  with  the  arms  T.htv    ^^'  ""*  ""*"•>" 

Charlemont.  who  vaguely  murmur^-'Xiy^L-  - 

quite  wjthout  any  idea  of  wh«»  ,uT  ^  daresay !' 

Maryllia's  pretty  hakToowL^S^"^^^^^^  ^''''•"^  *^"»- 
off  her  hat  in  the  haTorh.  ^'  '^\  ^*^'"«  "^^^'^  ^en 
troubling  to  go  u'^otr^r^o^l?^^^^^^^^^^^  ^'^-^ 

as  all  the  other  ladies  who  hZ  7  »  1  ,  ^  ^"  appearance 
h«l  do„e,-and  he  ey«  ,<^k  J"  'r*  T  """"^  ''»'°'« 
found  her  charming  wtolhJ, I,  H  rV"?'  "^  *<""'«/ 
upon  he,,-.,„^X^'^*',l  *"''%<''  '«'P«  ""d  Usdes««^ 

vivacity.     Her^^chTke*.!,-  ^'i  °'°"  "<""'  ?>»«>  «f 

was  tinted  ^SKre!  own  SoS''  ,"  "  "'  "^  *«  '""• 
most  a™„rably  ^^  t^T^^^^^'^LT^y'^^S^ 
her  femai.  friends  on  either  side  „,  h^"  jS  tt'':^^n 
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venet  in  hii  head,  and  he  recalled  the  lines  of  icventeenth. 
century  Richard  Cnuhaw:—  •cventecnth- 

"A  Face  that's  best 
By  iu  own  beauty  drest, 
And  can  alone  command  the  rest." 

And  he  caught  himself  wondering  why  — when^HM-  k-  ^ 
'n™„  »■      /  f^^  «nd  more  of  .  man  than  his  particular 

Sr^r  z^nz  i;  r„rrr  in-  ^:^-; 

;";L;ir.r^r-'--'-''^"'M:o.i'' 

He  could  not,  however,  dwell  upon  this  rather  serious  oro- 
position  at  luncheon,  hi.  thoughtV  being  distmc  erby  tS 
conversation,  if  conversation  it  could  be  Lied  Xt  was  bu!l 
>ng  on  either  side  of  the  table,  amidst  the  catnt  72^^^ 
and  the  popping  of  champagne  corks.  It  was  neither  brill^t 
witty  nor  .mpersonal,-brilliant.  witty  and  imp^r^nal  ^H 

rather  listen  to  the  conversation  of  lunatics  in  the  common 

cL  tofh       ^'*'""8~0"»"-»«i<i  a  late  distinguished  pohd^ 
can  to  the  present  writer-" For  the  lunatics  always  havV  he 

mTr"^  ^'Jl  '"^  """'^'^'^-^  •"  »heir  troubled'^rafns!  bu! 
modem  soaety  has  neither  bmins  nor  ideas."  FraTenta^ 
sentences,  often  slangy,  and  occasionally  ungrammatiad^mpH 
most  m  favour  with  the  Manor  '  hous^parl^'l^dtrTtTme 
sphnten,  of  language  flew  about  like  the  chips  from  d^  tiXr 
under  a  woodman's  axe.  without  shape,  or  use,  or  meaning 
It  was  a  mere  confused  and  senseless  jabber~a  j^bberTn  wh.ch 

fac?;^^  thetth"er°  a^l,  ''' l^'  ^^^  ''"^^^'^  l-king'fZo 
ace  to  the  other  at  table  with  a  critical  interest     These  were 

some  of  thenrhad  visited  her  aunt  constantly,  and  had  invi  ed 
her  out  to  dinners  and  luncheons,  'at  homS.'  balls IdTc^ 
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^me^  and  all  were  considered  to  be  'venr  seleel-  in  ... 
form  that  is  commended  by  an  ud  .^. ,-■•,"•  '"'' 

here,  in  the  stately  old  L7a  "^'"f^"  cmlisation.  Down 
.hey'looited;r^t^^X'^^;"'"»<'»^^  «"-• 

Clowns,  colambines  Md  hLl.  •"  '^; !""  """^  ">™  ««"««• 
could  not  Crm^^'oreT'or*^  ""  'll"'  '■^'"P'". 
popular  persons  in  Ae  hXric  11^??  *"  '"^  '°™''^ 
Beaulyon  was  perhaiw  the  ™~,  ,   ..?"  ""««"«•     Lady 

whole  companrX^lhrh^H  T"'"'!.''  i'^'^M™"  of  the 
with  quite  an  eLvSfd,?.'"  "^""''"^  ^™  ^'""'J'on 
charm  and  ^^-3.1,7"^™  r°°"'  "f  "er  physical 
entirely  discSthe  sfori,^  ,.  .°  '"'■"'. ''"  ^"'*°™'l>'  »="  » 
her  unLfuU«L«  S  sh'.  ""^  '"'  """'  *'  """>'«'  "f 
denied,_bu.  ZZ  e^c^^rieH  ZT  "^  ""'<'  "<"  "' 

Marylliawouldneyerhaye  bS^S  'nowT  '^'""^  '"""*' 

seemed  throm,  upon  her    7h„.     '  '  ?°"'""'  » "=*  %>« 

in  her  beautZaTsh  of  ^^l.^-  If  '  ""?■*  "^  '"""''ing  l4e 

eyes.    Maryllia  lo4ti  atT  Iw  u  ™"'-'  '^''"««  »  "er 

half  sorryX  had  toyfteS  ^  tl.^  ![,  """  """  *'"'  ""^  "^ 

The  luncheon  wen    on  „'.*'  "''""°"''"  "^  =»  "mplete. 

cigarettes  were  se^^     AU  1""  '~"  "'"•  "''  "f"  '"<> 

ception  Of  MaryirCicet"  1'  TmIssTX  "^hf-  ''" 

1^-  rhi^-:;;  t'tn'^t"  "r^--^  ^'™s 

on  befote,  scor«  Trim^  Td  'e^  °  °"T'  '""*'"«  «"'"« 
felt  yaguely  ara.oyed  Tr*^  of  dU  '"''  ""."  "^'  »■« 
She  could  not  teU.  a«ir^chL  h^r'^r''  ""*^'" 
now  and  again  JuUan  A^L^t^'^l^tlZ^  77 
own  cigar  with  one  hand  studied  hTf  "^'' *«.  ™ote  of  his 
its  expression.  She  swke  totrt  "f  T^  "'«■  '"  «"'«>°' 
Charfemont  who  wirtrlia  Sl"^'  ^'"^  "  ^"^ 

Miss^C::;°Arjw«»»« '"  "^^  *"  '"■=  ^""^  "-^  pi^^. 

"  Oh  yes !— I  know  t—but— "  he  hpc;»a»^  e 
"But  your  aunt "  hesitated  for  a  moment ; 
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quietly--   She  has  been  very  kind  to  me  in  the  pajt,-lbut 
tlltv    I'sdrir    f  ^-     ^"''^''  ^'"^  setting  on  towards 

Charlemont  laughed. 

"You  look  more  like  eighteen   than   thiny,»_he  said- 
•' Why  give  yourself  away?" 

"Is  that  giving  myself  away?"  and  she  raised  her  eyebrow^ 

quizz.call>--«rm  not  thirty  yet-I'm  twenty-seven^-but  tha" 

old  enough  to  begin  to  take  things  seribusly.     I've  made  up 

my  mmd  to  hve  here  at  Abbot's  Manor  and  do  all  I  caHor  the 

'happy  ^  """^^  generally-I'm  sure  I  shall  be  perfectly 

"How  about  getting  married ?"  he  queried. 

Her  blue  eyes  darkened  with'a  shade  of  offence. 
The  old  story!"  she  said-"  Men  always  think  a  woman 
must  be  mamed  to  be  happy.    It  doesn't  at  all  follow.     I  know 
heaps  and  heaps  of  married  women,  and  they  are  in  anything 

.  w  'T^^'  vf  "•     ^  ^°"'^  "°'  ^»^^g^  ^'''^  °ne  of  them !  » 
Would  you  like  to  be  another  Miss  Fosby  ?  »  he  suggested 
m  a  mirthful  undertone.  «= '>uggesiea 

She  smiled. 

wickTtt7° '  ^"' '  "°"'^ "''''  ^  "^'^  ^°^^y  *^^"  i-dy 

Here  she  rose,  giving  the  signal  for  general  adjournment  to 
the  drawing-room.  The  windows  of  this  apartment  were  set 
open,  and  a  charming  garden  vista  of  lawn  and  terrace  and 
rose-walk  opened  out  before  the  eyes 

"Now  for  Bridge!"  said  Lady  ' Beaulyon-" I'm  simply 
dying  for  a  game ! "  ^' 

"So  am  I!"  declared  Mrs.  Bludlip  Courtenay-" Lord 
Charlemont,  you'll  play?" 

"Charmed,  I'm  sure!"  was  the  ready  response.  "Where 
shall  we  put  the  card  tables?  Near  the  window?  Such  an 
enjoyable  prospect!" 


?s»T^pws 


362 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


s 


''J^^^r:il^X^'',:ji^om  thin,  sor 

of  general  delight  and  acLptlnce  ^"f  ^^''j  *J«  ^'^Pressions 
party.  acceptance  chorussed  by  the  whole 

"  You'll  join,  UdyWicketts?" 

encircled  them  »s  shl  L!f„.  T  '^J"'"""  °f  Aesh  which 
been  m^gne^T  tol^TZ  '^"^  '"^  ^°''"''  "•>■>  "ad 
n.e„.;_a^d  t  fmS,™  *e^"r'a'"±'T  ™r '"" 
together  in  the  wide  embrasure  rf  ZT  /  ^  gathering 
animated  discussion  as  to  t^h^  f  m  T"*"'  "°°'''  ^  an 
shouidnot.    MaXCchL'rX^t.«;*Th':^  "'■• 

and  with  an  '  Excuse  mp !' to      r*=™^"^'  she  let  Cicely  go, 
Shp  h,H        /-^cuse  me  I    to  Julian,  went  towards  her  eueSs 
ane  had  made  a  resolve  • \t  w«.iM  u^  guests. 

hIh  T^"^  "°'^'  ''^"  thought-"!  shall  never  b^  brave  .» 
Her  heart  beat  uncomfortably,  and  she  could  feel  the  WonH 
throbbing  nervously  in  her  veins  as  she  hJn/  k  ^^^  °^^°^ 
the  attitude  she  wai  about  to  Lke  up, tga" J  Zt  '' 
or  censure.    Scraps  of  the  window  LvSLt"  ^nTn'S 

boot  Ml .  ^ZIT  ^°""''  ''''  Wednesday.-it  just  paid  my 

boot-bill !    said  one  young  woman,  laughing  carelessly         ^ 

"Luckier  than  me!"  retorted  a  man  next  to  her-" I  had 

h7u7h%'  A^dT '•'  ^^  *""^  °' ^  ^-^-^     i^'saUr^ht 
cnougn !      And  he  gnnned  suggestively. 

"Is  she  pretty?" 

"Ripping!" 

k"'   T.*/"*  ^^''^  "P  ^''^  ^""^"-ed  pounds   this  week" 
observed  Mrs.   Bludlip  Courtenay,  in  thfrnost  seriouTand 
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it  all    but   a    hundred    and 


I'd 


matter-of-fact 
Hhy." 

"  Good  for  you  ' " 

air":' vtr/jSl'-J-^^rr,  M.  Cc..e„a,,  „|,H  a„ 
«id  Lal^BLu,^'"  "'  ""'='-"'■''  P'='  ^"  *e  aftemoon.- 
•'r;S:;r,Han^'"    "'*''^*e  cards?- 

h«:;rsri„rr;a«?e:",r'^''^-'^'"»*e-«^^ 

•'  Not  on  Sunday,  please ! "  she  said. 

A  Stillness  fell  upon  them  ail     tu„ 
in  sheer  stupefaction     ill  K„  J    '  *''^''  "'""  '^'^  "«>« 

"NotonSunda;?    ^tfrT^l" ."T"^ ''}^''><->>y- 
Nota-toon  Sunday?"  '^°"  '^'""«  ^("ut.  Maryllia? 

■'lT„«1S;'l;r'"'  ''"'^'«^'  '"  ""  ^'-  »ft  voice- 

heels-the  womelti'^p;' s'^  ?  '^^^'^  ,"'"'"'  °"  ** 
Uughing.  ^'    '^''-     '^''J'  Beaulyon  buret  out 

Pray  do  not  think   me  discourteous "      «k 
sweetly;  "I  would  not  interfere  wkh"nn  "" ?       '^'^'  ^^^ 
way  if  I  could  possibly  heH     BuUnTh     ^  '"'"'"  '"  ^"^ 
must  do  so."  ^  '"  *^'^  mstance  I  really 

"Oh  certainly,  Miss  Vancourt!"    "We  wn..M      *    ...  . 
playing  if  you  do  not  wish  it ! "    These  ^H?    f  "°'  '^'"'^  °^ 
came  from  Lord  Charlemont,  and  o^irttTthr''""'^"^ 

B.d.,Sunday^^^^;rS^--^ 
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Maxyiha  flushed  a  pretty  rose-red 
in  my  aunt's  house  I  haH  »«  ,^« 
Courtenay."  she  said~'ln  ' t         l  ^  ""^  '""*  ^'^'^^<^'  Mrs. 

Here  her  face  rdaxed  L?  T-  u°"''  '  ^°  ^  ^^^^  •'" 
candid  blue  lyes  to  the  "fn  Lnd   '  T^^'  ^^  ^'^  ^^'^^  ^" 
you  won't  mind  amusW  voir      '  k'^°"'  ^^r-'Tm  sure 
cards,  just  for  one^"  wryour;!^'^  ^^'"^^^'"«  ^^^e  than 
it's  such  a  perfect  afti?    Th        '  '"*°  *^  ^arden,- 
leadsdownto'the  banrofTe  rivl     woT''  ^'"^^  ^^P^'^^ 
to  go  on  the  water?    There  are  Ito~"K.      '°'"'  °^ 5^°"  "''^ 
would.    And  do  forgive  me  for  stnn         '"  '"^^^  '^''^  '"^V^^ 
-you  can  play  Bridge  e^rvH     ^^u^  ^^^'^  '"^""^«<J  g^me ! 
spare  the  Sunday  r^        '^  ^^  '"  *^  ^^^^^  ^  you  like,  but 

turl^'ir^i  i^dl^rn^^^^  r  ^-  Beaulyon 

out   on    the    lawn      Sh.  r  „  ^°'^  P*">'  ^"^  stepped 

bleats  of  mocking  lauehter  ,.  /k  ""*"  smothered 

would  no.  be  desSe^T"?^  '"™.'"'  "P°"  ''»'  h«'  f«her, 

comen.  dwelt  in  ha  evL  I,T  f"  *"■  ■"•'•    *  serene 
and  scatter  ttemselTes 'i^  »" ,  J' ™'f  "^  '■«8"«''  <«=?»«= 

.he  garden  and  ground^J^^S le  ^TthTl,"""' *"  °''' 
kindest  Uiings  when  anv  of  ,J      ^aid  the  pleasantest  and 

telling  .hen,1us.;"retUn*h"  Zt""  T  '"'"  '"^• 
to  pick  the  choicest  frui.  .  J  a '^  "°°'''' »"<' "here 

watched  her  with  a    en™  of^L  T"' ,  ^'^  Charlemon. 
"By  Jove,.,  he  thouX'rd  rXrh    '  !""  "'""*' 

-  .he  little  wo^an.  got' -.---Jr^:""'  ^'JZ  hi 


111 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


365 


He 
One 


flushed  iliX'  "  "  """'  ""'"'"  ^"^  -"«>  8»"y. 

-e  b'TiS";'  r„,d'X'  "'■'?  ^  '■""»-" ^^-^  '-"-M 
hare  him  !>•  "'*"  """''^  "»«:h  of  him  while  I 

Charlemont  did  not  ansn-er     a.  ,: 
■"way  by  himself  to  meditate  ^  °^"  ^"''  """"'^'l 

room^otte  gXlai^  T" '"^"^  ">'  <'-i"«- 
handlierchief.  '   ^"'"8  '>'="'=lf  vigorousiy  with  her 

n>en  have  taken  a  b^^i  ^'  rTj'""  """  •"<"  "'  t^' 

herself /m..  Sludl  p Totfr.eS'i'Jj  '"'""^'  ™"'"«'  "'^P'-e 
■  massage -aiid  various  other  dZ  V""  °""™S''  'f«"'  i" 
Time  from  her  carrfulir^d^e:;:,'"  '*°"e  ">e  prints  of 
going  to  ask  Cicely  to  ptaf^soml  "T  ^'"  '  -««  M' 
minutes  and  hear  her  ?  »  «"""hing.    Won't  you  wait  five 

'"'^^^'T^L^'J'^^,  -t  '"'O  a  Chair.    Netting 

minutes,-  she  resigned  he^f'ii^H  ?  "  ""  ""'>■  '"  '«'' 
sign  from  Maryllia  went  m  ,i  '"."^"'"J'-  And  Cicely,  at  a 
Wild  snatchesVprh  1*'^„^;™ -tr^^<'  "ivi.^.- 
«id  romances,  making  the  instnim!!;^  foU^-songs,  noctumes 
of  love  and  laughter  of  J  ^  'f*^  »  thousand  things 

rushofmelody TpdvatlisI7of"^h  '"'!;•-'"'  *»  S'^ou 

and  '■""ShttLm'^eaMhe  open  'tal™;'!''^  ^  "-^K^d™ 
oeased,  there  was  a  li  tie  o^h     u     /°  ■""»•    When  she 

BludlipCour.enayrose,!;i;„Sly      ''  "' """'^"^^  ='"<'  M-^. 


A 
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not  quite  surc—voii  wouH  c,„.      i     ,     '"'  P™"!'^  but  I'm 
"orkVor  this  p  Jr   hUd      Id    ,      '    "'  "'■  ""''>'  """  ^'^"■ 

one  „„,M  ,^,  .0  u'^he  S^  :Lt  1''"^' '    ^  -- 

•hing  so  well     77?,-=      ^       '  •  **'*«"i™  does  every 
And  do  you  tof  play  rau"  ie  ?  ■■  '"""8^  "^  <'''  '^«'^'- 

s.a«x^t:r  hri,t':^ir  ^?*^  "''°-="'^-''  '<-  ^ 

••No,  I.  ™dam,    I  a.  ;™^°I''^t•!!:■"^'f  - 
rhymes  and  verses »  writer,--one  who  makes 

wh!:ra.n?rS  H^s^^SeS?/  ""\'  '-''  O" 
"Oh  dear  I     n««v  ^       ^'"S^  sparkled  gorgeously. 

write  it !     I  can',  think  why  C df   Do  r,'"  '""^  J""" 

you  doing  i,  for  so^ebodylruse  you  3''       "'-""^ 

;;:  like  i,  „orel7tZ;eSrZl:i:rrH- ^^^^ 

<UsplSUH^^How^raZ.rr'"■;  .-  or 
Marylli.    ..Au  revoir.  „y  J^^t'  .he";::^:;^,  Xo'" 


^'=^'-^ 


.Ji    \  r§:^ 
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won't  allow  any  BriHa*.  i'«. 

perfectly  happy  one  »"  ^^^''^''''^y,-"  And,  no  doubt,  a 

these  remarks,  patted  her  own  i"        u    ^'^^^'y*  ^'  '^^  '"ade 

"Look  at  m  poor^L  ::rh:ir'Mi''"'^^"'•"«'^'• 

puckered  with  tears  and  sldthTL  i"''  '''  ^"  ""^^  «nd 
And  I'm  fourteen,  and  she Wo^ 7' Oh":f'''  ''^"'^  ^  ^'"•^'^  ' 
so  much  over  al  the  sor'ow  Inj  K  '^'"'  ^^^>'  ^'^  ^  ^^y 
young!"  ""*  *"^  ^«^"»y  of  life  when  I  was 

^^^^•VJtu^^^^^^  Pianista-pianola,"  said 

tion^^ined  theL  of^'glT^^^^  tltla^den'^"^"^^'^  ^"^«- 

t  Jet^a^a7^hitS;r^^  ^or  dinner. 

'  Come  in  ! '  Eva  Beaulyon  emeTed  '"  "'^"^^  *^  ^^' 

"May  I  speak  to  you  alone  for  a  minute ? »  «h«     m 

goZ' '>At,' ■;  1" ™  I"  ""^  «"'"i^  When  U.e  gir,  had 
hard  and  tired  '^  ""    '""chmg  up'  looked 

afternoon.    Do  you  r^lv  m.      T"      '"^""^  '^O' oddly  this 
Sundays,  or  wa.  To^^^^^J^'  ""'  ""i'"  «°  Bridge  on 

«-  i.    There.  ^  .uchtldX^rlJir,  ^ 
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X  on  "C^r '  '^"'^  ''^^'  ^^  -n  dccent^eo  keep  le 

«iuX7:t^^^^^^^  Has  to,d  ,ou  th.,»- 

Maryllia's  eye,  „,«  hers  witi,  a  smile 
The  parson  of  the  narish  hnc 

me  on  my  actions. "-she  "I W     '  Tk  ''?i"'"^  *°  *'«ate  to 
hejiid.-  '^'^~- ''  should  deeply  resent  it  if 

this  Sing.  ''^z:'::jtc:z!::i  r '"  ^^^  ^^^-^ 

was  preaching  a/  us  and>r  you  Jn  Z    If .?  '^'  ^^'^-     "«  " 

,    A  slight  flush   swept    over   M^rT^''"- 

laughed.  P'    °''^'  Waryllu's  cheeks. -then  she 

"My  dear  Eva!    I  never  »k«    u 
The  parson  has  nothing  wha  ever  to  do'°\"'^'  '"^^'^^^-^ ' 
he  first  Sunday  I  havf  ever  ^In  ,o  h"    k'"''--^^>''  ^^is  is 
I  never  go  to  church."  "  ^°  ^'^  church.-you  know 

•""Wh'af  ra^fy^:^^^^^^^^^        »r  ^ly.  unconvinced. 
"Simply  because  IZnTl'V"  ^'^  ^^^^^ 
"" Why  nlfp^"'"'^  emphTti^^;^  ""'"^  ^--"^h,  and  I 

"First,  because  I  don't  Inv^  k: 

slandered  me  by  telling  peol  th^r'^"'^'  ^"""'^  '^^  ^^« 

title,  to  excuse  himself  for  runniL^^l    a*""  '"""'"«  ^^^  his 

and  lastly,  but  by  no  mean^^lea  tfvH    ^""'  ^'"">^'^  "^"«ons; 

'•All  men  are;"  sairEvrBl^'"'!  ^^ '^"-""'^lean.''  ' 

objecting  to  that!"  ^^"'y^""  drily-^it^g  no  use 

Maryllia  made  no  remark     <jk. 
dressing-table,  singing  .oftly  to  herlrwh-r'^  ^'""'^  "^^^ 

here..'-S%ruVBXn^r  '"^  «-^'  ^^ 
mistake,-no  one  born  nf  h'.     ^^  *  Pause-«it's    a 

/  u  never  do  anything  out 
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«>«  it  will  invent  .  AouZh  '  "'  »"l«r.ority  to  i«df 

on  your  mn^J^^^'rJ^r^^'^^TT  "'."""^  ""-•"■  »" 
and  never  b.  .ble  to  d'isp,  "e  tht"; '"""  "'"'  "-'^  "'"^ 

s:icr":i^rvttlf?^r^^^^^^^ 

credit  for  virtue  or  honestJinrs^oriSV  ,«'"  '""  "" 
grow  ugly  and  deformed     tk  ?    '  *'")'"'^  "nless  you 

"ay  be'  U  tdley  J^X  st  f  ""'  """■■'  "^ 
to  be  otherwise.-  ^'"  ■""  ""  temptation 

qui"5y'"  ""'  "'^  >"""  "^-^^  °f  ■»0"lity,  EvV,aid  Manilla, 

"1  tiy  ,0  forsetitnTm^K       '''''"'"  ■"""""'at?" 
eyes  we^  full  ofTsweet  „i^M    "^  P<'^»'le."-and  Maryllia's 
here-in  my  father's  Cr'°"  "  ""  ^•»''«-"  Especially 

pa&ntl-vJut'a'tlfr'r   "'"■  "  ""■*   »f  - 
can  'live  good.'  o    t^  t  Tvf  V""  "'"'">'  *'■*'    l^"" 
all  alone  ^U,  Ihe  do^r^ms  anTrhl  t'  f  "''  <''"™  "'- 
be  sick  of  i,  in  six  mom™  X  ^  b"«'<i™m».    But  you'll 
will  come  near  you  -The.  hA,    •      """  ""  '    "«  a  "an 
-and  searce  a  woman  wm  1      "T"'  "''"""  "«adays, 
ones  I    You  wfu  WlTTouT^f         ,,"*"'  ^''  "W  and  ugi; 
Life's  too  shon  o teThe  r  '>;  "^"'■"  *^  *»  "f"" 
ideal  or  a  theory?"  '""  "'"  °'  "  ^<"  ""e  sake  of  an 

fromTer'tS-uble'':^/'''  f ""!,   "^'^•«'  '""■«>  away 

was  grave  and  el™  f '  i^  .        °""?  ""^  '"="<'•    "er  faei 

very  steadfast  and  S       ^  "'"=^'''"-  »"  ""  '/e,  were 

"I  don't  wan.  what  vou  call  .fun-  Eva,''_she  „id-.., 
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Doyouunderutand?  You  Jm  \°"l^  «°^  ''"'"«  '"  ''"fe- 
'o  esca...  a  lovcles.  marriage  _-T  1' '  ''''  ^  *""^-'»  *- 
P"H.t.vc  hell  to  me  for  which'ndthcr  wealT  '^"'  *'"""'  ^'  » 
ato.,e.  As  for  MivinK  KOod  'I'm  n  Tf  ""^^  P""'^'""  ''oi'W 
want  to  understand  myLlf  '  d  finT  '^'"^  '^''  "^^y-  '  ^''^r 
and  limitations.  AndTl  „eL  1  °"-  7°""  P°«»'»''''tie, 
>f  no  one  ever  cares  for  JT  nu"'"  "'^  '"^^^  '  ^''^^t,-^ 

white  shouldera.*'        *"*^'*^  '^^^  B«auIyon,  shrugging  her 

rather  ri,U.  "■nglebi««S^.„,Z,''"'irM'''~'' '*">*''''•   ''<' 
"»  go  down  to  dinner.  EvIT    0„  "n  "''«'"«» '  1    Lee 

•SouU',ndn,od.n,«,^eH,ia  weLr""""'  •*""'■""«  '» 

""■  **  ""W  agree  to  differ  I" 


t^i~ 


CHAPTER   XX 

FOR  the  next  fortnight  St.  Rest  was  a  scene  of  constinf 
,     and   unwonted   excitement.      There   was  7  ,'n? 
com.ng  and  going  to  and  from  Abbot's  Mir^omeoTh 
guest,  went  away  to   be  replaced  by  others    and  sTm      T 
had  intended  to  spend   only  a  weekend   n^H   m      ^  ""^^ 

Indth.  T'  M  ^°'  '^'  8*=""^'  pleasantness  of  the  hou^ 
thoifn! L'Z^'"^^^^^  -^  ^--tiful  surrounding  of  t^. 
Whole    neighbourhood.     Lord  Charlemont  and   Mr    liiudli,^ 

Sh  S  '  tem'jr  K-  '''''  "^^-^  "I>to^ate  moto^  ^r^ 
^  K  *''^,'"'-*e'^ble  objects  to  the  villagers  whenever  thev 
dashed   hke  escaped  waggons  off  express  trains,  through  the 

a  fog  at  sea.  Mrs.  Frost  was  ever  on  the  alert  lest  anv  or 
her  smaller  children   should  get  in   the  way  o     hese  h U 

garden  gate  except  on  Sundays. 

tJT^'^^A^.  ''.'^*  ^  ""''  ^"'"'  ^"'  ^h«^^f"J  to  die  whenever 
the  Lord  A'rxughty  sends  for  me; "-he  would  say-!' But  j 
amt  got  no  f^cy  for  bein'  gashed  and  jambled." 

h,H    wt  f '"''^^^•'  ''^  ^'^  °'^"  expression,-one  that 

had    both    novelty    and    suggestiveness.      Unfor  unatelv     i 

^Z'V^l  •  ""^   ^'   ^°S   ^^'-g-g  to  one  of  the 
village  schoolboys,  no  other  than  Bob  Keeley   the  admif^ 

sweeU^eart  of  Knty  Spruce,  had  been  run  ovt^  Mr  C^ 
Courtenay.  as  that  gentleman,^  driving  his  car 'himself,  and 
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with  Lord  Charlemontl^Sd  •»??  ""''  "  ''^'f'  <>"  *  be. 
only  description  ,o  Tpply^o  thf  ^'^  """^  ''""■"«' "  "«  <i^ 
'«y  dead  in  ,ha  dust  Bob  K^j™"?*"'  '«"'  «"™al  as  i, 
™ch,  in  fact,  over  what  he  cS-"'?/"  '^^'^-'^ried  so 
«;at  his  mother   sen.  for  -Paw  ?''    '  ^'ed  murder' 

r  ™'  ""^  '^  --  -«-:r.ne'd  .rru^ohS- 

W  sick,  same  as  Z,    "T^iZ  T'    """'^  ''>'"' 
•^ned  ',m  in  'er  apron  when  '.  1.  !"  '  P''P-Kitty 

me-yes  'e  did!-a„"e  slenTin  7'°'  °''''-''e  loved 

hfel-an'he  'adn'.  a  fauLt-i™  7,"''''"  "''^  "^U  of  'is 

'e's  gone-an'^an'-S  ir    I '"""  ""' '™« '-»'  now 
t  do  1-1  &,,  .e„  JJ"^  ^^ J-hty  up  a,  ,he  Manor-y^ 

■ome,  mydoggio  'ad  be^n  liv^  1     "?"'  '«'"''  "ever  come 
Walden  pSed  the  1^,i  "  T'  '"  ""^  >"  >'  W"  'appy  I  » 

hypocrisy  to  preach  re-imaHon  t  B  k  T"  ""^  "^n  "ere 
John  knew  perfectly  wSLha.  if  .•:  ""^  ""^  *«  «"erend 
had^^been  thus  <^„  .^,t  ^'U^^^  h^ 'hrS 

xort-f  i:?',r;  ^rjVd  '-v'"--^--'"' 

«n,an,  won't  you?  Youca?,  ^  •  ^".  "^^  »«  "X  and  be 
bade  to  life  a^ain.-^d  ;.?„?"'? ''"?  <""'  """  "eature 
-h  all  this  grief 'for  wha  cTno.  J"f  ."T*  '•""  ""her 
poor  Ki..y_,^  .h,,^  the  quamV  h  l"^;  '^'^"  *'«'» 
and  full  of  bad  feeli„g.ly  fo'"'^.'-"'!' '"?  '•^«  «  «ore 
dog,  Bob!    She's  givin.  heri?.J       "'''  "^  ''°''  and  your 

o"  his  knees  ^^'^i'.^>^'^::z\^:-^-'i^'^u 
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SlS'S  "^  ■""*'"  ""O  '"'o  "»  e^es  wiU,  a  ,ong  and 

h«  cap,  and  ran  out    WaldeJ  .t^.^*^^  °"''  ""S*"  "P 

-because  to  the  vouL  Tn"!!/        ,    '~P^'^^^' ^^^"  ""ore, 

«» Old  |.  h.  bec^r^^wi;'- tr^--  -«-o 

thanked  him  pSv  fo7  ^  ?v '"  """"  ""'•  ""^  «l>° 

consdous  that  Derhanrhi,  T  ,  •  '^"^  uncomfortably 

teen  better  for  the  Zr^n??^""""  '^'  "  ""'sht  have 
inhabi^ts  Of  St.  RirTfle'SfdTr  r '  ^'  *'  "-P'' 

ovST'[itr':e,'^.r^c  r  0^""^^  "'^  -<« 

r^,^    "c*-"nea    it.       Lord    Charlemont    and   Mr     RI..H1;,. 
Courtenay  discovered  him  to  be  a  'came  oM   k     ,      ?  ^ 

did,  an  antiqlri,^n  rS  t  SrT"  r"'"'  '^'"''""«  "^  *= 
whom  her  faiher  TeL'Sl   l"  i  "*''"''  J""""  "'^<'«". 

-  -.en.  manyltrroth^t^es':.  r:o?C:l'd-a: 
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therefore  not  unwilling  to  listen  tn  »k    i 
disillusions  which  Udy  Wickln  ,'°"«  "^"^»  «f  «f^''» 

and  which  Miss  Fosby  whh  ""•"'"*^^  ^°^  ^'^^  »>«"efit. 
photographs  and  prLts  of  the  S""'' . '''"^"^"  »«  ^^e 
Lilies'  tearfully  confirm^  L  ^h  "'  '' '^'  '"^'"^^'^'^ 
flashed   between   Abbot',  M»  .  motor-cars  continually 

I-dyBeaulyonap„f^S^^^^^^^  ^^'^""^^^  ««"'  -^ 
she  stayed  on  longer  than  she  tn  T/ '  *°  """"-^  '^^^  ^h^t 
Mrs.  Bludlip  Counenay  itv  hJ  .f '  '"*^'"'^'-  ««  ^'^ 
longing  their  visit,-reasons  Z  "  '''•''"'"'  ^°^  P^o- 

air.  or  admiration  of  pX  sreneVXh'T.^^  °^  ^^'^ 
an  active  correspondence  wi^  J"  ,?  .  °^  ^''^'"  '^^Pt  "P 
Vancourt.  a  lady'whol"  tS  '^e^det'^r^  Z"'.  ^'^^ 
her  general  usefulness  in  the  mattll  nf  '"^'  °^'"«  *° 

Fred  having  a  fixed  plan  in  her  mind  '"°"'^-  ^"^  ^"• 
and  good  establishment  o  her  niTce  th'°"''"''"^  '^'  ^^''"^^^ 
to  assist  her  in  the  furtherance  of 'h'^'"''"  "°*  ""^'"'"« 
whatever  trouble  they  [00^0^  h. "  r'^''^""'^'"^  ^^al 
•under  the  rose.'  "'"^  ^^  substantially  rewarded 

■n  their  own  way,  Maryllia  rfZ"^  !"""'"'«'  ?'«')-  -"ch 
•rues,  fo™  of  ho^pitalf,""  She  tSt""*  *"  "  "^  '"« 
-".ewha.  re.,n,i„^  ,if^  among  , he™  ^I^"™! '™«  » 
realise  more  than  ever  the  rfiff.r,        t  "''*  ^»"  "> 

'acqtaintanceV  and  Ae  hott?"  ^""'"  '''™"*'  "d 
proximity  of  the  latter  withTr^^  """  ^g'-^^d  by  the 
She  was  learning  the'Sso  'h,  InST't^^  °'  '"^  '"""'^• 
by  everyone  who  seeks  for  n„r„  ^  •  '°° 'O""  mastered 
'The  Kingdom  of  God  L  .f^  ''^"'"'  '"  '^•'  ""M- 
not  con.en,.-yet  she  knew  ''°"-     '"  ^''^^  ^^  was 

contented    ^./w'a*'so'rh~.:l^,;:  ;t''to'°hn '"''^^" 
I  do  not  know  what  I  want  •»    hTJ  herself-"  Yet 

the  inroad  of  her  society  frLd,  1  ^'T"'"''  ^''"^  <^"""g 
housekeeping  consulta  1'^^  V^  s"r>  "'  ^'f  '^^  ^''^ 
and  have  a  chat  with  CicelT  •„  tu'.  ^'■"'^'  ''^^  ^^"'^  g^ 

^'^ely  ,n  that  young  person',  small 
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sludy,  which  was  set  apart  for  her  nf«  .„  t     u  ^ 

at  the  top  of  the  houU  .nj    Z'  u  ''"  '^'''""m  nearly 

of  the  mL,  'rk  ,™d''  °"^,  """h^m-handed  a  wide  view 

•Hvery  river  wind  „g  thLl  'I'dT  "'•''•  '''"•  «'"•  "« 
rising  fr„„  the  suLXf  ml  ,t:  ITJ  "■"  ^""'^ 
heaven.  An  •  she  also  found  relief  from  ,h/r  "?'"""«  '" 
entertaining  by  rising  earlv  il  Vk  ■   ""  "'"'"  "^  instant 

favourite  ■  Sleo,^  ^^  '^l'^  tT'"'"^'  """  "*"«  ""  "^ 
"gent,  F^nk  sL^ay  "and  htS  rand"";?™  ""  "^" 
various  persons  in  her  emDlov<ir„H/  ?"""*!  "'"'  ""= 
into  the  village   and  ZlZ  "^  ""'  '"'"<^''"  «"  ""•^h 

ventured  to  obLveil  P"""  ""■=  """"'"8  her  agent 

'^^nZlluIyTu^Zoo'::  "12  -y'"<^  'h".  he  has  no. 
down.  He  se^ns  to  ^irrouCeTy"!:""  """  "^'""  "- 
'n^^^lT^'^^^  T^'^-  -ped  over  her 
she  knew  not  whyfto  her  eye,  "  '"""  ""'  ''''"■"''• 

as  soTiTrytii'Tr:''""  ""V '''"  -'"•  •■"  -™ 
2;  *™-pa«/nr  reknorcL~.:t4i-'  -;,'""'-5 

little  woman,  whose  introductiorLnrt  ™'"'  "  ''"Kht 

dairy  on  the  Abbot's  Sr  ^ate  iT^'T  "'  '  '""^'^ 
"It  really  makes  all  the  ^eXhlm.vfn''        "'''='• ''''^^- 

fo.  :rti  :^:r:or  ^^^'t-,,-,:  - -;n« 

laughed— "But  I  dnn'f  fi»'«i,  T'  "'=' ce  i        And   Mary  la 

MrSvalden  does  ever^thi^V  "^  ^^^^^  «*  -»  -  the  vi„U 

it-  ihtterr^^^^^^^^^^^  ^  -e  .„,-n.-..er' 

about  lately."  '  ^'  ''"^  "°'  ^^^"  ^l^^te  so  much 

"^thZT^f  Maryllla-"!  expect  he's  very  busy!" 
I  think  he  has  only  one  wish  in  the  world . »  I L  *^ 
Stanways,  smiling.  '^'"  '     ^'**  Mrs. 


K 


376 


I 


J 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


gloIsiri:::^Vho^;:^^^^^^^  ^^^^^a.  ^  stroking  <C.eopatraV 

bits  MM  to  him,  and  I  belieiH.  „  'l™'"  """"S  'o™ 
it  together.  le  hi,  great  ^bbv  T"  """J''  "o™  P'=""8 
that  is  „o.  properly  auSi^,'^'^-  hI's  Ti^^rT  '  "■°"'' 
-but  then  all  old  bachelors  are !»  *"*"%  particular, 

o-r" Thf  ™tlr,  tt^*™ -"O-o---^  cantered 
^I^^-berbarro,  missing  L!^ .^--^  -  oH„^>^X 

.oL'^V-'l7c:^7^fr--""''-e,-.-shesaid 
-e""  She  checked  her  ^L  ^'' "'""'°'"'' "J"*" 
would  miss  me.-r*,  would  .^  for  ^7   1"==^'    ^^'f-     -^^ 

oWact  terms,  there  is  no  o«  dse  .h„  '  'J  ^'^"  ™""- 
Cicelvl"  °  "^°  "bo  cares  for  me.    Only 

■F^e  i«t^."r  t  srrtr  "■"  "■-  ™  ^-^^-^  ^ 

summer  leafage.     Moved  by  a  sudZ""  '"r'"''  "'  "P"'"' 
up  the  knoll,  and  drew  rl^c  ,v  J!"      ''"^''  *°  8'"°'«d 
given  Oliver  Leach  his  dismS  and  jh    '^J  "^"^  *«  >»<" 
John  Walden.    The  vMn^t^^!""  "^  '"<'  S"'  ">" 
which  ben.  and  swa^  ^C her  t'^h""!"*.  ''^  '>°'-«''^ 
'«««id:  'Thanks. o you.  we  Ii«|.ar7«  *^  «'""*  <"<» 
tw.g.-and  fte  persistent  mumur  of  J    I ""''  '"""  '"'i  "• 
the  wild  thyme  which  spr^Sf  fa  ^7  ^  ""*'"«  ""« 
among  the  moss  and  gLs.  s^    "ej  HleT'/^P'!'"'*- 
human  crowd.  ^°  "*^  ^^e  far-off  hum  of  a 

"I  did  something  useful  vhon  t  .„.   j 

p.-dn?:issrsro:cjed^'fc^r^:^ '- « p^^- 

again.  /  guiaea    Cleopatra '  down  the  knoll 

■•  !.■=  all  so  lonely , »  she  murmu^d--.!  felt  just  a  httle  duU 
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-but  it's  ever  so 


before  Eva  Beaulyon  and  the  others  came 
mu^h  duUer  with  the.  than  without  thrr 

•         re,ue:t  "rMr;TBSX^^^^ 

S^e^Jc^^^r^^^rf'^^^ 
pompous  as  usua     met  them  a??h  ^T'''    '^^'^^^^  *"d 
splendency  of  new'g";summ™ert  el  anTV"  '"  *^  '^■ 
waistcoat,  his  clean  shaven  f^Zr7   u  Promment  white 

and  his  white  hair  ^Z^^:^'''!^^^  ^-^  soap, 
element,  as  he  handed  out  tJL  .-A  r  ^''^  'l""^  '"  ^is 
the  motor-car,  and  expri"  ed  L  oH  -^^^  ^^^"'^^^  ^^^^ 
no  unmeasured  terms  -hTfel^  hi'  l^T  '°'"  ^''  ^^^'  '" 
Badsworth,  of  Badsworth  hIi  T^^  '°  ^  '^"'°''  ^  actual 
familiarly  in  the  should   ."^^  ^^^  Charlemont 

As  he  greeted  ManJlHesmSllTK     ^J"  '^^  ^^"  b^^'" 
•"  I  think  I  havTrfrtnd  i         her  knowingly. 

ladyl-hesaid.  witVaX  L-^hu'Sll^^^^^^^^  "^^  ^^" 
«  most  anxious  to    see    voul"     aT  Someone  who 

A  swift  gtoce  fro™  St     1?"^  T'''  •""*». 
situation-how  Mrs.  Bludlfn  ^^^      ^  '^"'"'^  ''"  *« 

recognised  that  a  trap  had  bintTn  f     t"  *  "'»°>«".-she 

warily,  and  realising  the  r«itir,s  ""^  '°  '^  "t"  ™- 

"How  do  you  L<".^    °^  *'  ™''  '0  "  "  """^e- 

without  giving  her  handt"!  Ih'oZT'^J  ""^"'"^  her  head 
afternoon ! »  *  '"""SW  I  should  meet  you  this 

eu^e^foHho:;";:!:^,"™""'  Ro-outh-.-Some  n,agn«ic 

this  w^ToLt'tr^'f^^sort  7  *"""'''  ^''-">"«  widted 

"«  sort  of  sensatoon,  you  know  1 "  «rf 
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ground  fhot:^    l^kf^rr/;  "^^  ^**"^'"«  -  »he  back, 
nised,  she  added—oTnd"  J^^^  «he  instantly  rec^. 

you  bring  U^Roxn,o^thht:rdi^^^^^^^^^^  ^^ 

Marius  Longford  'of  thl T  ***  bring  you?" 

surprise,  and  Kd  a  ^ttl      '^'  T^  ^^•'^•'  ^«  taken  by 
pussy  whisker.  ^'"'^  ""comfortable.     He  stroked  one 

to  bring  any  friend,— and  s"^,?*^  '"°"«^  ^°  '"^"e  me 

unlljro'us'ge^ure^'S^^^^^  ^    ^^^^  ^'^^  - 

she  passed  with  the  oTher  "  n^    '  °'  '^''^"'"'  ^^  both,  as 

drawing-room; '^The  Jou  "         '"'°  '^^  ^^^^'^^^^  Hall 

of  year ! "  ^^^  '°""^^  '«  so  delightful  at  this  time 

motstaSeTo'^hrd'^asm[fe  ^T^"''!  f^'^^^  ^°^"  bis  fair 

a  ^ood-looking  ma:.Ta^f 'ard'wrbl'""°^^'  '^^-     «^  ^^ 
clean-cut  face,  and  sandy  hL  br  ,.k  i   ^''^  *  ""'^^^  P^Ie. 
and  respectability  were  expr^L  "n  ,1    """^  ^'"ooth  ;-form 
figure  and  the  fastidious  Set  an^        '''  °"^''"^  °^  h« 
Entering  the  room  where  Ss    Tabfthf  T"^  °'  '^^  "^°'^«'- 
presiding  over  the  ten  ^ray  w  h  Itn^     ^^P'"  "^^  ''°^^'«"Jy 
propriety,  he  soon   n  J^  l^;"" t™Tf ''^  "' ^«^- 
centre  of  a  group  of  ladies  to  whnli      "'^^"^  ^^  ^g^^^able 
butter  and  other  light  ^Llfrn^        -"^ 
looking  as  though  his  Kfed.n?^^''   ""'^  Punctilious  care 
of  these  duties. '  (tc  t  ^   .T  *^  '"*^^  ^^^ - 
decided  that  she  appeared  JZ.:;  /r^^  "'  ^^^"^^  ^^d 
bad  seen  her  in  town.    Shrwi  cha"t2''"-^  '''"  "^^"  '^^ 
county    people,    and    Lord    iZlT^  "^'^  ^^'"^  ^^  the 
-oments  in  vain  for  an  oppLlT'o  T^'    '"    ^^^^^^ 

"Strawberril?" r        '  ^'  ^^  approached. 
Smiling  a  little,  he  looked  at  her. 
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Won't 


J I  wish  you  would  give  me  a  word.  Miss  Vancourt  I 

islttTX?'''^  "J^e  .'.-she  replied,  indifferently-..  How 

"I  am  glad  you  ask  after  hprf»    k^      -j    • 
"She  is  well.-but  she  m™  vTry'^ " Tr'"''7 
and  added  in  a  lower  tone-"  So  do  I ! »  P''"'^^' 

She  was  silent. 

do™  here.    Bu°  I  co^Zt  T  ■  ?1 '"'"  "''  """"■  ">«=»'» 

Monon  Pippin  a.  Abbofs  ^Ltt,-  d  iTo"  Z  ."'k  ''' 
me  down  on  a  visit  to  Badsworth  H,ji  ,^  i  '"  '"""S 
Vcu  a,e  iooking  <,„i,e  .ov:^^^:' »~°"'^  '"  "^  "'"  ^''" ' 

"But  you  bL  .bMaw'i^^ilrba,:^:     vt'u  """h"""^- 
■ne  to  your  house  unless  you  Mice  ™  ^'"'*'-'"'"  "'«»  "<"  a* 

".ore  or  less  Seir^d  b1"LT  "^'''"  '^™>» 
where  a  great  n.a„,  peo^e  .^va  ™^-'^"^^.  ^1^^"'% 
Riversford  and  the  coiinM,  <r«„^    ii  '    °  ^"^  *°^n  o^ 

knowing  each  other  or  Ihfn?^.:  '""'  ''^''^'''  '"^'^hout 
the  wiff  of  the  leading  dt?       1"°''  ""'^  other.-where 

glowered  sco^n  a  d  t^nternTo"  '°'  ^"'"P^^' 

the  wife  of  the  brewer  in  f hi  Mordaunt  Appleby, 

of  high  and  uni.;::  hrbie  !fa"r     r  t"^  ''^'^ 

Poreham,  whose  mother  was  a  R^h.  f  Mandeville 

unseeingly  at   every  oZ  llil^^' £:'tJ:^^^  -^ 
creatures  beneath  their  notice  ^   ^^^"^^  ^ 

''^'^:o:'^:^  rr-'  --^H  ^eeling.- 

if  I  were  paid  a  roZX\o\:TiTp^:  Zt''''^'' 
permuted  me  to  associate  with  tradespeopr  th^  ^  "''"' 
lad.es  or  gentlemen  in  Riversford.-rS!d  J'ZZ  Z 
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Hall  .IM«,  Ga,devirr^,^r^?t!f  ""'^ .•*«  B»*wo,S 
head  turned  away  ftom  ,he  ««^V?f  """""  '™«.-l>er  fair 
her.  a,  i,  seemed;  in  .„  Z^^JTT  "'"' '""'  '"""^ 
or  two  would-be  wise  penion"^/^''"™'"'  "PP^'L-and  one 

-"That's  the  n,a„  .S^Z^e^'t'  "' '^t* '"^  "•■"P''"^ 
his  name ?  »    «  r ^  .  ^"S^ged  to."     "  Qh,  really  t-JLon,! 

toune  ..  '.Good'"^^r,<""5^-;ili  be  D„  Jof  OrS 
»noned  M«.  Mordaunf  Ao°Lh'  ^o' »"»»«  a  Duchess!" 
■»-«'  be  going  n.adl»  Xi't't,"  ""  ^"<i-"The  me„ 
she  not  unfortunately  married    'k       '"""''  ™P'''^<'  ">«  had 

soured  the  Ora,isto„'nrS  L^ZV^'"'^'"  '""^  ""■'' 
Unaware  of  the  so^in  „^  ^°^onet  herself. 

There  she  was  «  r:^^:'^^"^'  ""'  »''^''«  't^^^d 
•he  glowing  flo^er-Ms^S^S*"^*'^  eyes  fi.ed  on 
m^se.  of  petunias,  and  fla  "^1^",^!^' ""''^■-*» «<"8»us 
»fflon  «,d  brown  tints  of  ThiA  ew/?""',"""'-*'  rich 
purple  and  crimson  of  pendutou,  i^ If^  calceolarias._the 
tabled  on.  upon  the  oSta  ri^'r"  ,'""''=  '>'<«s<"« 
"d  all  «  once  her  thought   LvX,     '?'°"*"  ""<^-- 
peen  seclusion  of  John  WaldeS       T''""°'"'>' '»  "he  cool 
the  spnt,  of  white  like  he  hS    ^'C'    *''*  ""embered 
could  almost  inhale  ^n  ,ts  deKclf""  ^"'  ""  '^cied  sS 
flowering-time  was  oTnowlandThe'^""'\    »"'  *»'««<= 
own  way,-,:,e  had  given  I  ri"   fa  '  t'''  '^  "  »»  *"> 
and-    Here  she  started  almosTn-r!^  ? "*'  '''"■  *«  "lacL 
voice  agaih  feU  on  her  ea^  ""'''' "  ^'^  Ro»n>outh5 

■' V^^mtd"":  VX7Z  "  ^''"."'»«0".»  he  «id- 
el« !    Possibly  I  haH^rfvalT*  ''""'"""S-o'  »mebody_ 
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e  Jrt^r„e:!!^?rj^^^^^^^  ••"  very  low  but 

on  Aunt  Emily's  encourSem  Jf  v  P'''"'""  '"^  ""^^^ 

which  you  know  are  uSmI     v'  *"'"*'°"'  *^  "'^' 

that  I  left  London  to  escane  TJk  J  "'  ^"^"^'^y  ^^^'« 

her  to  so  co.pro.is:  ^eTth^  "e'rof  s'c^Jert'^  'V^' 
shou  d  be  left  to  m*.  .<>»<>  ~     .  .  *oc'ety,  that  no  cho  ce 

followed  -e\::e.TndTlcnrXyrY^^^^^^  ^^^  ^°"  ^^- 
and  find  out  what  I  do  withlysdf  to"  '  '''"''  *°  '"^ 
and  occupations   and  taJlLT         ° '^^  "P°"  "^  actions 

You  are  jSrfe^SJ  w^t^  ^o^l^;po?th'  *°  ^""  "'"••^• 
You  can  visit  me  at  mv  own  L  ^      *"'  congenial  task  I 

over  the  placeTf  youllZ  ^^^'^'T^^"  <^''  P'^y  detective  all 
opportunity  Shan  bTgi^Tn'yrf  "  '"^^  ^'^"'^^  ^^'^-     ^very 

He  bowed.     " Thank  von  t »     a«j    .    i- 
as  was  his  co„s..„.  t^^ui  Jm  S'"«  .'''  """'"^ 
very  cruel  to  n«,Mao.UUl    Why  canTri       ^?"  "'''ally 
flde„ce_I  will  no,  say^  aSo„  ,    M   T  """, '"""  "°- 

nothing  in  y„„  ,„  .„,«  ^j  nothSg  toTalue  jT'Vfr  " 
th.8  so  often  that  I  wonder  you  want  to  ^.m'  '  '"'''  ^'"' 
though  I  give  you  permissio^to™  1  "'"J""  "  '«^" '  '*■«' 
—just  to  save  you  the  trn,.w.  ?:  ,r  "  "'' '"'"  home, 
•eccentric-  nierw^t^'pLl^'^'ad"":  ^""'^  *"  "« 

IS-:: --  -  Hght  r^^o^tT  z  '^rc 

she  had  left  him   sun-eviL^r    ^    ^'     ^^  ''^^^^  ^^"e 
absolute  compla«nr    Mr  S^r-^'l' "i"  ^'■°"*  °^  ^'"^  ^'^^ 
"Well?"  said  the  Lt^ft^.%'    °"^^'^  j°'"^^  ^'"'• 
"Well!    ?he   rthfil  ^^''^^  f^  ^^"«  tentatively. 

-conceited  HtLpus^ButTT''^'  '^^'"^^^t  "  ^^'^^ 
one  consolation!''^ He  Jld      hT?'  ""^"'^  "^^^^^^'^ 

^r^L";ft£^«^ -^.- «c^<^ 

-Hon  0.  the  d^t^Xr^K"  tfdtte^^ 


382 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


!r  I: 


Badsworth  Hall  ?    Doesn't  K       •  j  ^ 

or  something  of  that  kind?"    ^        '^""^  ^°  '"«''«  ^h,  bread, 

Longford   explained,    with    civil    nK.      • 
Morton  Pippitt  had  certainly  once   °J''^T"»"««»   ^hat   Sir 
he  had  'retired-  from  such  activ^  !    ^    ""^  ^°""''  ^ut  that 
the  largest  share  in  the  iT^li^r^;,^''-?  '^'--« 
Badsworth  Hall  as  it  stood      ,"''"•   .  ^  hat  he  had  bought 
«il.  for  what  was  to  him  rm:;^;"'  •"/?  '"">""-  *-! 
««summg  to  himself  by  lawful  oLhf'  T"^  '*'*'  ^^  ^^  "ow 
deceased  Badsworth  famUy       ^^^'^'  '^'  ^'^^^  ^^  the  whole 

•^sl'rrtL'^^^^^^^^^^  ^n  contemp. 

•'Some  grinder  of  J:Utl,trr  ""^ '"  '^  «'d- 
Perhaps  point  out  the  pictu^of  tt  ^"  "/  ^"''^^^^  '*'  ^"^ 
being  that  of  a  former  ilot-boy -"  °""^"'  °^  ^'^^  »^0"se  as 

-i-e-^^'A^rsupp^L^^^^^^^^^^^  Wo«^.  with  a  chill 

to^     But  you,  wiryour  p^^Sn  and"  '"Jr^™  ^"'^^ves 
able  to  prevent  any  such  ~,if;tf°:^  'o^^^'  should  be 

Longford  walking  b^^Jdeatr^^C  st" •''J"^^  '^^  «-<^-. 
at  present  know,  who,  if  she  obevf  h?  ",'^'  °"'^  ^°"an  I 
a  fortune  of  several  million,  Zd  "stT'  ^''^^  ""'  ^^^^ 
devil  x>fc,«/^  be  mastered  and  ^;«x/t^  because  such  a  little 
to  master  her.     That's  allT"  ^  '"'''"^'  ^  ^ve  resolved 

•  "And,  to  your  mind,  sufficient"    ..a  t 
>t  is  a  question  of  the  m^llionc    u- n     *"^  Longford—" But  if 
herselt"  ™'"'°»«  <*'«%.  there  is  always  the  aU 

Roxmouth  stared-then  laughed 

l^e  man  who  waf^'^htr'tetat  1?^'^^  ^^^^  -"«^  at 
handsome,  well-preserved,  not  moreThr  r""'"^^^  ^""^  is 

^'J^.;^  -  ^-  -~ -d  ^^^^^^^^^ 

"^^  -tl"  ^,„    ^,_^,    Koxn.uth-«^My    dear 
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I  hen  suddenly  he  laughed  aloud. 
ford-"'TlIl';  ZT"  "'"',  ''"'"'"  •"8g«.t«d,"_,epliad  Long. 

ine  subjec      bu    Longford  was  satisfied  that  he  had  sown 

sorou?'  "h        "'«'^^'-^''"«  -"<!  circumstances  permUting" 
sprout  and  grow  ,nto  a  tangible  weed  or  flower  ^' 

Marylha  meantime  had  mad     good  her  escane   from   ♦», 
^ene  of  ^r  Morton  Pippitt's  •  aernc^nt  -  Sy      L,  ! 

whTchU  hef    ^/k""'    "^'    '"^^  consumm'ate   gtr 
T.A  .     u   ^'  "**"'*'  ^^"'^e^'  «he  consented  to  be  in 
duced  to  the  'county '  generally,  smiling  sweetly  upon  al    ar 

ew\l  Tmo  ^;'^  '''"'^^'"*^  PorehamVrrthli    h: 
hl/^    ,        r""*'""^  ^^^''^^'^^  of  delight,  and  caused 
them  to  declare  afterwards  to  their  mother  that  MisTvancourt 
was  the  sweetes,  dearest,  darlingest  creature Th  y  ^"'::e 

Tc  ted  hvM        "^"^  ^''^""^  ^^"^  S''  ^-^on  PippuTover 
excited  by  the  presence  of  the  various  'tiH^H'  r^  • 

hishou.  g„ff..ed  and  blus-eredTIr  fa«  ov^'T^Sa: 

Z"„7   ''?^''  ""'"'"'  '"  ■'"  '"  ">e  ""exceed  apS 

and  «,,hout  a  word  in  confinnalion  o,  denial  <rfh,s  ^1^ 

room  to  the  hall  and  thence  to  the  carriaee  drive  whe„  .h. 

tenderly  „to  the  mechankn,  of  his  motor-car,  unscr^wine  twf 
P-n.g  ,„,o  that,  and  generally  hanging  round  the  vehTdf  S 
a  fatuous  lover's  enthusiasm. 


f 


384 


I' 


^f 


1 : 

1       & 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


UK  journey  in  no  time  .'"'"'"'"""'  ■»  "»  vilUge-you  «„  do 
"Anyone  coming  with  "o"""    *   "'"«   "«"""-■"    '<>  <I«I»«. 

^-^  Put m.  JZZZ2 z:^^ *' •*- 

In  a  moment  more  the  car  fla.K  j  T'  ^  ' 
of  Badsworth  Hall  pre2^"^d^lt  °""  '''  ^"^-^  *"^  «"» 
j;g  along  the  count^  roa^at  mlrrC^n^L^  "^  ^""'• 
Marylha  hated  being  in  a  mo^or  '  ""'^'^"'  'P«ed.  As  a  rule 
''as  glad  of  the  .wHt  rush"h  ouT.^*  °"  ^^"  '^^''"^  »he 
torn  madly  down  a  pre^bicl  Ih/  .!."''  ^'"^  *'^«  ^*^»^'^'« 
•o  eager  was  she  to  g^^^y^^Tt  '?''''^  ^""'^  ^«^' 
Roxmouth.     She  Z  ^^  '^^  *^**'^"'  ^''^'"'^y  of  Lord 

Courtenay.  whoseM^d  s"e'7ecS:~^dTthr'  ^   "'"^"^ 
•o  earnestly  begRed  her  to  an  .«Ti  '^  '"*"«'"  ^"  having 

«:heme.-Ld  with  aT  her  7-/°^  !"  "^^  ''"''''  *°  ^'^^ 
Longford  who  she  at  ont  saw  I  I  ^"""'^'^  ^''  Darius 
Thefuriouirate  at^ULrSrhT^  Roxmouth's  paid  tool. 
•  positive  Joy  to  her-and  The^^ZS  t'^^K  '"  ^'  ^'^ 
steering  gear  to  speak,  she  eave  hJ^ir  ^^^'^  '''^^  ^» 

indignation  that  burnid  in  her  soJ  v,"^*°  '^^  smouldering 
carried  through  space  as  -  o  '"'"'^^  '^*  ''^''  »<>  ^o  speak. 

"  Why  can  thtTnn.  i        *  P^"''"«  whirlwind.  *^' 

ately^^.S:j^yrt;7^,^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
my  own  lands I-and  sdv  „nnn  ""^  °^"  home!- 

«  a  positive  PerseculranrorrthLTar-"^  '  '°'    '^ 
design    on    Aunt    Emily's    nTrt  M  ^^~~" '' *  ^''^'^ed 

Roxmouth.     She  wante  L  J.  ,  «>™P'-oniise    me    with 

the  country  just  aHhe  s.  k^^^^'  ^^'''"^  ^°^«  here  in 
-ke  eve:^o!,eVi^ktare  'g:X^^^  '"  '°^'  -<^  to 
engaged  to  him.     It  is  cL  f  T^  t'  °'  ^^'^^  *«  he 

away  from  here  just  as  iZlj^   ?^'^  ^  '^^  ^  d^^en 
just  as  I  have  been  dnven  from  London,-is 
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" Good !  ••  said   Mai^  li/  n^-  "*"  ^'^'"y ' 

"You  said  the  church?" 
"Yes,  please  I" 

Another  minute,  and  she     .d  ahghted. 
inanks  so  much!"  >h«  ...:^        -i- 
guarded  eye,.     "Wi,    yJ^.^^CkZ'X  '"S  ""  «<^"'''- 

^pcd  away.  „hiz^i„g  Lp  Te™  ^j't,  j^r^"'"*  "is  car,  he 

s;;i;ry'tr  .r.'jf  ,^  - '  *"  ^^  -  -- 
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po«al.  seemed  .L^  wjk^'  T  °"  ''"^  ="=  <"  '"« 
briUian.  sunshine.  Ip  ^^b/  T ,::!X°T  "™k'"'' 
evening,  struck  them  aslant  as  w^^h  ,  1     ■  W^^ching 

She  lifted  the  latch  of  the  ch  \  T'"""" '^"'" ''^"™- 
slowly  with  ben.  head  bCwefn  t'  ^"^."T""'  *"'"»« 
where,  under  every  softl^L?  '-u  'T  "'  ','""  ""'""'^ 
Sleeping,  she  entered  the  saSrdViWi  ,g  '  IZsl^TT 
Ihere  was  a  scent  of  myrtle  and  lilie^  in  the  a^,^''' 
from  two  dustere  of  blossom,  ^hiZ  '~"  '^'"^ 

of  the  gold  cross  on  he  ™ar  loT  '"/,'  "*"  ='"= 
reverence,  Matyllia  went  up  ,0  the  Col  ^""-  =""  ™'> 
looked  long  and  earnestly  a^  the  white  aTrr'""  ™\  ""<' 
which,  in  its  unknown  origin  Jh  !  '"  ^"^oP^^us 
unsolved  myste,y  o^St  S  '^''  '■""""'>■  «=  .he  one 
-.e  upon  her  Ld  she  sa^klnvot nX  oX",:^^  "" 
praylV""'"  "''  "™'"-^'''  *ought-"  VvL '^ uld  I 

rest  •'  htrhLrdllamourrdr'"^  ^"'  """  ""P-'-^ 
■ongue    refused    .0    gt_!h !     h     ""  "T"^''  '""<^''  "^ 

.en^bK-andsuddc.yl'rutrofSrblint'lt^^^^ 

brea^.Vo.:;rso:,eoV'::^id  «"^  '-"'■^-^  -^^  "- 

I   would  endure  any  sufferLr'anv.  ""  """''.  "^""^  '"' 
priceless  gift  of  life,-love.»^'  ^      ""'  '"  "*»    ""»  ""e 

■^Farh"  7"^"^  '"''  '•™'"  '"»"  h"  lips- 
out  hThi^iis^r;::  "p-r-  '-""«-■'  --""-« 

Only  silence  answered  he"  ,n7he  7  T"^ '""^'^ ' " 
altar  flowers.  She  rose  T^H  .  J  '"''  P<''f™«  "f  *« 
control  herself.-!a  p:.r"|e  SI  !  "■''■"»'  •■^'"8  -o 
garden-party  fr^ck,  a  1^.  .  hte'chlnT-  ".'"  ''""'^• 
her  rounded  chin  with  a  l,nnr  *'7">'  "ed  on  under 
tiny  cobweb  of  a  k  e'^S  in  T  k"".'  "''^"'  """  " 
dried  her  we.  eyes.  "  '"'"''  ""I"  *'=''  she 
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"Oh  dear!"  she  sighed— "  It's   «« 
shows  what  a  weak  littfe   diot  I  a  J    T  ^'7' r''  °"'^ 
-I  can't  expect  anything  eke     Tshall  .1  ^"^  ^k  °    '°"^^' 
Roxmouth  and  Aunt  Emilv  u^li  1  ?^'  ^^  '°"^'y- 

they  will  tell  .hoTmTm  keep  off  e?"  "'  ''t  '^'^^  "^^ 
mean  and  slanderous  fortulhuL/  to  'h^  "''r  ^"*  ^'^^  °"^ 
nature.    And  as  I  won?  m!   *'""*^'^',  V^om  hes  are  second 

•he  shadow  of  ils  porVil  imf  Z  1  "'  "'^  '""P'^'^  f""" 
face  .0  face  ,rith  Tohn  w  h  '""i""''  °P'"  "''•  ^"-^  ""'o 
sudden  si^,  o    her-^he?        „   ""  '""'"^   ''»'=''  "'  ">' 

He  smiled. 

^'^' Quite.     And  you?     You  look " 

As  if  I  had  been  crvin<T    T  cimnocoa**      u 
"So  I  have.     Women  often  cr;-'       ^^  ~~'^^  '"^^^*^^- 

"They  do,— but " 

.0  answer,    Are  you  goinf in.o rch^h r..'"^"°"  ■««-" 

Joh„-!atfrar„tl  LTes.:7whTl'  "'"'"•■'-'^''"='' 
that's  alL"  '  ""^''  '  """'  '<>  ^fer  to,— 

"Fetch  it."  said  Maryllia-"  VH  wait  for  you  here  - 

she":a!tror  tx  rt'  '■-7: V^.  -^  .^a. 

reahsing  .hat  she  wanted  a  minute  or  two  7      °"  'I  """^^ 


■  ilBf^s  «» 
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looks    Xibly  Lrell  eL  "  '  """  '°°^  *^^"  ^  -      He 
and  yet  I  thTnk-i  !  S  k'       '°  T'  ""^  "°°^  ^"^  calm  !- 

She  smoothed  he  let  nto":  ^^1^  '''^''  *°  "^  ""^  •' " 

reproving  taps  to  her  evelM.  1 1  k      '"^^'^^  °"^  "  *^o  ^^^e 

wi  quit'e  self-^osts  r^^^^^^^^^  °^,,^  '^^'^-f,  and 

of  the  Iliad  under  his  arm  "^'  "^"^  *  ^^^  <^°Py 

.        ;;is  that  the  book  you  wanted?"  she  asked. 

yes,  --and  he  showed  it  to  her— "I  admit  ,>  h,^ 
busmess  to  be  left  in  the  church."  ^^  "° 

She  peeped  between  the  covers 

collegC-he  lied  '^f'"«'  -""'P'-'-men.s  I  karned  a. 

«ad£gHomarT„.heorigl„a,T  '""'  "'"'^  ^  '•'"'^^■'  >^ 
She  looked  meditative 

ne:erh:v;';b1^^^^^^^^^^  ^  -™-<^-"I  should 

would  ease  a  h4Lhe      How  h         'i  '"  '^^  ^^'S'"^^  Greek 
„eP.,  Heartache!    How  does  u  do  it ?    Will  you  teach 

lingered  abo.t  their  soft  radUn ee  ''"P"«  *"  «"' 

"S"  it  l?^  "'  '^"^^^  "f  ^°""  I  -""not  p  "*" 

smilelrhisT  "d'epfTf  .""r^^  '  *ink!»-and  the 
upturned  Le-"lT  ■«/'  '"oke"  down  a,  her  wistfully 

That  makes  all  the  dlreC  V'tTT  "I  ^'"'   ^°™« 
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She  looked  at  him  earnestly. 

♦*  Well !_by  what?" 

"I  imagine  you  know,  Miss  Vanconrt  1    Th^,^  •       1 
thing  that  can  ease  the  burden  of  Hff  "  ^'''^^  ''"^ 

is~love!"  ^'^^  ^^^  ^  ^^'"an,  and  that 

She  nodded  her  fair  head  sagaciously, 
so  it^nn"''-'    ^"'  '^'  ''  J"^^  ^^^^  I  shall  never  have- 

lesson?"  "  ^  *^°™^  for  my  first 

She  laughed  unforcedly  now,  as  she  looked  up  at  him 
The.v   .ere  walking  side  by  side  out  of  the  churchyard 

with  her  ''«  Yo  /°  ^""'r"^  ''''"  ''''''''"  ^^  ^^'d'  ^-"ghing 
with  her.  Your  London  fnends  claim  all  your  time  -much 
to  the  regret  of  our  little  village."  ' 

;'Ah!-but  they  won't   be  with   me  very  lone  now  '    «!,« 
r^omed-<.They',l  all  go  after  the  dinner^next leek!  cx'cep 
Ix)uis  Gigue.     Gigue  is  coming  for  a  day  or  two,  and  he  wS 
perhaps  stay  on  a  bit  to  give  lessons  to  Cicely.     But  he's  noTa 
society  man.    Oh  dear,  no!    Quite  the  contrary-he's  a  oerfect 

shetadlttrS."'  ''''"''  '^^^'^  ^"^  '^^^^^^^^^- 

"You  have  rather  spoilt  the  villagers,"  went  on  Walden  as 

he  opened  the  churchyard  gate  for  her  to  pass  out,  and  cTo'se^ 

eenrvou  look    ''""   '^l''     "^'^^'^^  ^''  accustom  do 
seemg  you  look  m  upon  them  at  all  hours,-and.  of  course 

they  m.ss  you.     Little  Ipsie  Frost  especially  frets  after  y^"'' 
,       11    go  and    see    her    very,   very   soon,"    said   MarvlHa. 
mpulsively;   "Dear  little  thing!    When  yiu  see  her  ne^ 
tell  her  I'm  coming,  won't  you  ?"  ^ 

"  I  will,"  he  rejoined,-then  paused,  looking  at  her  earnestlv 
"Your  friends  must  find  St.  Rest  a  vp^  r.Ufu. 
world-forgotten  sort  of   place  "    S  ^^^  o^- fashioned, 

„    .  „     \.  .  Piace,  — he    continued—"  And    von 

mus^  equally,  find  it  difficult  to  amuse  them  ?  "  ^  " 

We  1  perhaps  just  a  little,"  she  admitted "The  fact  is 

—but  teUitnot  m  Gath-I  was  happier  without  them !    They 
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She  coloured  a  lu.le    .hen  changed  ,he  subtt. 

H,Sf:heXt:^XT.h^:;r'"-- 

j„,gf°'  ">  "•^"   »«   -plied,  quie.,,-..^.   a,en  Vn,  no 
She  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

are  paid  for  their  complimenls'7^.     '  "°"°"  '»"S'ai"'«'»  "ho 

Maryllia  laughed. 

"Oh,  I  don't  linow  anything  about  thatl"  .1,.  •..  ,  . 
never  met  a  paragraphist  in  my  life  that  1 1  r     "^       ' 

«  beautiful-therf  I  no  de^yC  it     I'J  m"  °'-     ""'  ■=•> 

"K^L'ttx  Trr4'-'r„f^- "^''^ 

nX;^fTfre^°e^  .t^i^  4C.lrZ°"re^Ty 
a.SVm°Ig?ar;rgSS-"-''<'.-''Mary,,iaglanoi^ 

"In  to  Tou'Srf  "•  ''h  '^'"^"•"  *'  -■<'  ■"-"•fully- 

ill  irtci,  you  are  a  quiz,  and  von  chmiUK.'*  u  .      ^ 

clergyn^an  both  toge'the;.  Oh'  by  te^v  ,V'' '"-"'''"' ' 
stop  reading  the  service  when  ie  all  rlm^-  ,  ^^  ^'^  ^°" 
that  Sunday?"  """  "^^"^  '°  ^^e  to  church 

He  looked  full  at  her 
^^^Predsely  for  that    reason.     Because   you   all  came  fa 

MarylUa  peered  timorously  at  him    with  \^ 
on^one  side,  like  an  enquiring'b^d  "'  ^'""^  ^''^ 

"Do  you  think  it  was  polite?" 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  3^^, 

Walden  laughed. 

•'  I  was  not  studying  politeness  just  then,"-he  answered- 
I  was  exercising  my  own  authority  "  answered 

us  ashamed  of  ourselves."  ^  irymg  lo  make 

;;  They  were  right  "-he  said,  cheerfully-"  I  was  ' » 

Well,— you    succeeded,— in    a    wav      k„*    t 
angry!"  .     »"    a    way.      iJut    I    was    very 

He  smiled. 

;;  Were  you  really  ?     How  dreadful !     But  you  got  over  it  ?  " 

you  we^e~;;tht  ^' Vr    ''"''^-"  ^  ^°*  ""'''  ^'-     ^  -PI-- 
you  were  ngh  ,-and  of  course  we  were  wrong.     But  aren't 

you  a  very  arbitrary  person  ? "  ^  *""  ^ 

His  eyes  sparkled  mirthfully. 

rhZh^"^''^  ^  ""  •'      ^"'   ^   "^^^^  ^'^  ^"yone  to  attend 
church.-eveiyone  in   the  parish  is  free  to  do  as   he  Hkes 

t^l^^i^^'-^  '^  — '  ^  -p-  ^^-  tit: 

small  and  cheap,-/  don't,   for    instance.     Now  good  bye  I 
You  are  coming  to  dine  next  week,  remember ! » 

"I  remember!"  he  rejoined,  as  he  raised  his  hat  in  fare- 
well.      And  do  you  think  you  will  learn  Greek  ?  " 

Jnl  ^Th'"'"  {  1"  '~^'  '°°"  ^'  ^^"•-  ^"  these  people  are 
gone     The  week  after  next  I  shall  be  quite  free  again." 
And  happy  ?  "  ° 

She  hesitated. 

GooXe?"^''  "'*'''''   ^"*  ''    ^'PP^  "'  '  ''''  ^^"  ^' 
She  held  out  her  hand.     He  pressed  it  gently  and  let  her 
go,  watching  her  as  she  moved  along  the  road  iolding    p  h 

tTJf^T      """u^t   ^"^^'  '"^  "^"^^"g  -'th  the  ease  and 
graceful  carnage  which  were,  to  her,  second  nature.     Then  he 

wciu  into  his  own  garden  with  the  Iliad,  and  addressifig  his 
ever  5*ttentive  and  complaisant  dog,  said : 
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.  be  Jderi„?',Me  t~"'  ""r"'  ""■"•'  °'X""  h"'    She-, 

.eaid  «,d  humdrL  c^r.  i~"  '  d  ?T^'"^  '^'  '"* 
that  we  can  ever  h.  „f  .k.  v  ^  '  "°  ''  "ebbie,  to  imagine 
that  ,he7,er  1m  u.^  ,»."8^test  service  to  her,  or  to  drL™ 
«.rned  her  LkTpon  „,  t  t"!'^*"  "■■»*«  "a,  once 
about  anythingl-hTelw!^  1"  '/f  *'  "■°""<'  "="' 
was  not  created  for  sorwrTt  *„„M  h  'V'"^^'  «f= 
roses  for  her-French  dZl.t  '^  ""  ™shine  and 

smiled-"  rtft  thdr  hefrf^,  "'/''•  "'  "-""el-'-and  he 
full  of  colour?   As  for  r  ^    "^  f*''™'  '"^  their  petal, 

her  plots  of.ave„der^rv:nd  nh:'"'d  °d"  "^  ""  "^  " 
a  dn.wer.  and  more  oto  th„  not  he  o^,o  ^.  ^  ""'  ""' '" 
poor  corpse  ready  for  burial  I »  '^      *^     '"*'"™'  '» *« 

failed  s^tf ;  r  hr.i-:„d"rir  r-- '"  ™«' 

I.rl)rover,tai„edM,ddSlydull  '"""'^  "^S"- 


CHAPTER   XXI 

T-HAT  evening  before  joining  her  guests  at  the  usual  eight 
1       ocock  repast.   Maryllia    told  Cicely  Bourne  of  fhe 
disagreeable   'surprise'  which   had    been   tLcherously  eon 
tnved    for   her  at  Sir    Morton    Pippin's    tea-parTby    the 
unexpected  presence  of  the  loathed  wooer  whom  she'^ght 

"Margaret  Bludlip  Courtenay  must  certainly  have  known 
he  w«  to  be  there."-she  said-"  And  I  thinMrom  her  look 
Eva  Beau^on  knew  also.  But  neither  of  them  gave  me  a 
bmt  And  now  if  I  were  to  say  anythine  th*«v  wn.L  i 
laugh  and  declare  that  they  'thcagL  itlill  ^V^'^:^ 
no  getting  any  help  or  sympathy  out  of  such  people  il 
sorry  !-but-^  usual-I  must  stand  alone."  ^ 

"I  daresay  every  one  of  them  was  in  the  plot-men  and  aJL 

.A  I.?*."^""  told  I  "-burst   out   Cicely,   indi^anUv 

'And  M«.  Fred  is  at  the  bottom  of  the  mischtr  1^1 

shame!    Your  aunt  is  a  brute.  Maryllia  I     I  would    ay  so  to 

her  face  if  she  were  here  I    She's   a  calculating,  selfish  thl^ 

Nothmg!  -and  Marylha  looked  thoughtfully  out  of  window 
at  the  flaming  after-glow  of  the  sunset,  bathing  TZhnJ 
S^me^f  ^'^'P^^f-^^on-"!  shali'just  go  onl 
usual  When  I  go  down  to  dinner  presently.  I  shall  nnt  cn«,u 
of  to-day's  incident  at  all.  Eva  Beauvin  anH  M  ^ 
Courtenay  ^il,  expect  me  to  speak  !?^!!L"CX4' 
disappomu.d  If  M.^  allude  to  it.  I  shall  change  the  sTb  e^ 
And  I  shaU  mvite    Roxmcuth    and    his  tame  pussy/M^ 
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K;pi«,iXtai,.*°  "'"""  "=«  -".  "8—  Of  Sir  Morton 

Cicely  opened  her  big  dark  eyes. 

•' Vou  will  actually  invite  Roxmouth ?» 
Of  course  I  will — of  cours*>  T  «.«,/       t 
.o^see  an.  u„de„«„,  To? alX„  17^:^7^ ^ 

a  pare.    Nrwo^n'IV  h.f  ITj  ^r^  """'^  """« 
discourage  ,he  a„e„,i„„s  of"  p^S^.v/Ue' ' '""''  """" 

ES!=--"--'^-toi 

intend"*  sl*'L,r:::je"S^   Ro™oaU,-a„d  I  i„. 
There  i,no.a  .^^Z  Tcontenr tt  hf  jf  ""S 

not  come  off,  and  because  nponil  i  ^f'?^^  marriage  does 
the  pair  of  conspir;  oTaT^^^^^^^^^^  doesn't  come  off, 
I  almost  wish  I  could  ee?.,^«n  ""^  ^es  about  me! 

ailment  and  become  isfi.ureTr  p  '"'"'  °*^^  ^'<^«°"« 
me  alone !    PerhZs  ^ro.S^    '     y^''  Roxmouth  might  leave 
Cicely  u..^^^^^^^^^^ 

vou^et\,s;c^::2s:::'i^^^^-^-^<^^^' 

wouldn't  have  a  scar  „r  »  m     -^  ""  »">  ™<i  I 

Million  R„xn,ouVsT  Ha^e  ™to Li"  T,',  '""  ^'  ""  » 

Maryllia  gave  a  hopele  JgC^  '  "  *"  ""  °"^""  " 
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"How?" 

worK  Of  him, — rm  sure  of  it  I " 

"You  are  an  optimist,"-said  Maryllia,  kissing  her    "an^ 

"Where  to?"  asked  Cicely,  startled 

persuade  MarylUa  to  goXT  L  tn  k  i^^'"^  '° 

betwPf.n  fKo  *i  «  lu  go  mere,  and  to  bring  about  meetines 

and  self.adm,«t,o„,  she  felt  discomposed  and  emC^ 
^«.n.,ng    the    Duchess  of   Ormistoune,  with  considetuble 
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"Not   surprised  at    that"    ,«i^ 
knows  anything  about  hir^ir'*'**    ""^^^^    "»n-"'Y  .he 

putting  it  back.  asTough  he  fea7ed  7  "'  '• '  '''  *"^  '^"*'> 
from  its  socket  unless  thus'retd1n-"Kl^  ""^^ 
wild  oats  I  Once  sown  and  reaned.  ^.  B"  then,  after  all- 
after  marriage."  ^^  ^^^^  »«'<*o«  "Pring  again 
"I  think  you're  wrong  there!"  mM   ru    i 

-r^^^^^l::^^:^  l'-'^--''  good-naturedly- 

"is  r^  "dlrroLlf^-^^^^^^^^^^  ?--^.  -tenuously- 
then,  if  ifs  Offered  tol^she  loThate  I^  b'"  f  "•°"^- 
and  she  says  she  would  rather  have  Sh  f   k  ^^  ^^^  *  P^^' 
park  phaeton,  and  she  declares  shlhil  1    "^J"^'    ^'^^  ^^'  * 
brougham.    Offer  her  a  fiv^hund,^       '"  ^^'""^  ^°'  *  ^'^'^J 
she  wiU  burst  into  tears  and  s^rstl^M^P*^  °^^°^»'  «"d 
pug-dog-a  dear,  darling  little  1L*^  ^^ve  liked  a 'little 
no  use  for  cobs.    And  to'cZ  i^S  ^I^^^'-^e  has 
husban<^  and  she  straightw^^ant  X^f"^"'  '^^^  ^^  » 
^  That  imphes  that  a  husband  ceas^  to  K«     , 
Charlemont  ^^^  to  be  a  lover,"— said 

"Well.  I  guess  a  husband  can't  be  Hom»  t> 
moon'-mg  tiU  he's  senile."  observ^  a  in     ""^  ""^  '^^ 

"It-s  „i„e,  sir-bu.  ,o„..  „e,co.e  to  i,"_,ejoi„«,  u» 
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a  male  f«l  „nce  .,  j^^,  i„"lJ;''S^  .1"  """^  ""Jug^'ed  by 

consider,  JouaVtbrn.''-      "*"  "■"  "'  ""  •able-"  She 

.„h     ^  V''""''  "■'"''  Roraoueh  will  have  ,  .u 
oh  moon'-ing  with  our  hosless  "  V,  Li  r  l   ^  "^^^ce  to  go 
whole  idea  of  her  marriage  wit^hTnTh    '^^"™""'-"  The 
Mrs.  Fred.    The  girl  hZtf     Mi     v        ^'"  '"'''<'  "P  bf 
hin,.  and  won',  have  him  ."""  ^""'""".-doesn't  wan, 

"™!  f'outL'r 'an°S  cUr'''  r  """"'P  Cour,e„„. 
much,  bu.  Ill  beranZgtJ'T  ""*'"=''-"'''<'"•''«' 
Maryllia  Vancourt  wiUnevef  unL   ?''  1°  """"  °"  ">a,. 

"Certtinly." 

"Good I    I  late  (he  other  side     7  t 
Roxmou,h,-he'»  seldom  baffled     tli      v     "  «»"«'''nB  «« 
Duchess  before  nex,  yeSi"  ^"""""  "»  l*  *e 

Mi^Ccounr  'iid  alr^""  *"^  ^-™"«  '^  «">  be 
woman    of  chaLiT   a^H    r  T''/'"''''"'''^^"y-"Sbe's  a 

Roxmo„,h,  „o,hirgSl  make  her     Sh'^'V"''"'*  '"  """^ 
-mos,  women's  minds  ^X       ■  ?''^'8o>araind  of  her  own, 

"He-he-,^h  ™?^he"'k*pr"'^  "!  *«'  '"<»»■"=  n>en.»" 
had  before  spoket-'.'i'^t'a^^-!!..*^  ^"""^  --  "-o 

wild  .hym?^:ws?!:K'wh!r  '"r '  "^^  "-=—  *= 

"Come  andLe  a  loofa.  t ror'""'     "''  ^'■""-"- 
given  ,0   ,he'  hoiseTJf  '  ",  '*'^"  ^'^"'■'i°"al  interes,  was 
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the web  which  Maryllia  carefully  prepared  for  them,  that  she 
soon  found  out  what  a  watch  they  kept  upon  her,  and  knew, 
without  further  trouble  that  she  must  from  henceforth  regard 
them  as  spies  in  her  aunt  and  I.ord  Roxmouth's  service.     The 
men  took  no  part  in  this  detective  business,  but  nevertheless 
were  keenly  inquisitive   in   their  own  line,  more  bets  being 
given  and  taken  freely  on  what  was  likely  to  be  the  upshot 
of  affairs.      Meanwhile,    Lord  Roxmouth  and  Mr.  Longford, 
sometimes  accompanied  by  Sir  Morton  Pippitt,  and  sometime^ 
without  him,  called  often,  but  Maryllia  was  always  out     She 
had  two  watch-dogs   besides  her  canine  friend,  Plato,— and 
these  were  Cicely  and  Julian  Adderley.     Cicely  had  pressed 
the  'moon  calf  into  her  service,  and  had  told  him  just  as 
much  as  she  thought  proper  concerning  Roxmouth  and  his 
persecution  of  her  friend  and  patroness. 

"Go  as  often  as  you  can  to  Badsworth  Hall,"— she  com- 
manded him—"  ann  find  out  all  their  movements  there.  Then 
tell  »»^,  — and  whenever  Roxmouth  comes  here  to  call, 
Maryllia  will  be  out  I     Be  vigilant  and  faithful  I " 

And  she  had  shaken  her  finger  at  him  and  rolled  her  dark 
eyes  with  such  tragic  intensity,  that  he  had  entered  zealously  in.o 
the  spirit  of  the  little  social  drama,  and  had  become  as  it  were 
special  reporter  of  the  Roxmouth  policy  to  the  opposing  party. 
But  this  was  behind  the  scenes.    The  visible  action  of  the 
piece  appeared  just  now  to  be  entirely  with  Maryllia  and  her 
lordly  wooer,— she  as  heroine,  he  as  hero,— while  the  'supers,' 
useful  in  their  way  as  spies,  messengers  and  general  attendants, 
took   their  parts    in    the  various   scenes    with    considerable 
vivacity,  wondering  how  much  they  might  possibly  get   out 
of  It  for  themselves.     Jf,  while  they  were  guests  at  Abbot's 
Manor,  an  engagement  between  Lord  Roxmouth  and  Maryllia 
Vancourt  could  be  finally   settled,  they  felt  they  could  all 
claim  a  share  in  having  urged  the  matter  on,  and  'worked'  it. 
And  it  was   likely  that  in  such  a  case,  Mrs.  Fred  Vancourt, 
with  millions  at  her  disposal,  would   be  helpful  to   them   in 
their  turn,  should  they  ever  desire  it.     Altogether,  it  seemed 
a  game  worth  playing.     None  of  them  felt  any  regret   that 
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awisiing  a  young  *oman  to  .tt»  „  m  "P^"""  '»  f™l  wry  for 

sue.  ,„  M.';  .„« ,,  rrcLtcr  °' '  "-"-• 

It  will  soon  be  over  now  "     u^;a  /"•    i 
afternoon  in  the  last  we!k  of  M^rTr  ''''.  ""'"""K'r.  "nc- 

How^J^i  we  ,Ha„  beTrefeXV^rr  i"^-'""''  "' 
Maryllt        ""'    '""°"   *'"'   ''""■'  «!»-    '■-  «f«W>"  said 

for"eveTr""    ''^"'  "™  *"">■'  "^' «  B«*worth  Hall 

"No,— but  he  can  stay  as  lone  as  he  likw      lnn« 
work  mischief.     Sir  Mo«on  Pippi«  won' t    '7h  u"  '"°"^    '° 
we  may  be  sure  of  that ! "  "'^  ^""  ^'^'^y-- 

tenXel;'""'  '°'  '  "^^^^^  «''  --^?"  ^u-ied  Cicely 
Maryllia's  eyes  grew  sad  and  wistful. 

another-pleasantly  or  unpleasantly"  °"'   ""^^  °' 

Cicely's   black   brows    almost   met  across   h*»r  n«      • 
meditative  frown.  ^®'  "°'®  '"  a 

"What  a  shame  it  is   that  you   can't   be   Mt  m   ,^ 
Maryllia !  "—she  exclaimed     "  aZ\uu  "  ^^^'^ 

be<^rot^.T^::ttr^.r^-;" 

Phetic  soul ,  „,ine  uncle  I  ■    And  I  shouldTab  e  Z>7 -Z 
aun  .saDvchess.'    Imagine  the  pride  and  gCofi^'    ^' 
Cicely  joined  in  her  laughter  r/oim 

MarylhaJiesitated  a  moment. 

"  It  will  depend  on  circumstanccs,»-she  said  at  la.f     «  Tf  k 
persists  m  staying  at  Badsworth,  I  must  Lave%t'l~HbL,! 
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hood.    There's  no  help  for  it.     It  would  only  be  for  a  short 

r;  1^°"'^^.^"^  "  ^--^  l^ard.  when  I  Lve  onV^^ 

We^l    treaT\'-    "  ^"^'-'^"^   there,-never  mind.   0^1 

hlffl!  n       ."  *  ^"'"^  °^  '^"^  ^d  hounds.-;nd  w^ll 
baffle  the  hounds  somehow  I » 

"itZ;^^^''  ''f  "^  of  resignation  to  the  inevitable. 
Anyhow    If  we  want  a  man   to  help  us,"-she  said 
"There's  Gigue.     Fortunately  he's  here  now."  '"" 

Gigue  was  there -very  certainly  there,  and  all  there 
Loms  G.gue,  renowned  throughout  the  world  for  his  culture  oi 
ue  human  vo.ce  divine,  had  arrived  the  previous  da  d L 
from  Pans,  and  had  exploded  into  the  Manor  as  though  he 
were  a  human  bombshell.  He  had  entered  at  the  hot  of 
afternoon  tea,  wild-eyed,  wild-haired,  travel-soiled  untidv  Lh 

ktseS't  rant        T  '^^^"'^  ^"^  ^^'^'"g  ^^  ^andTad 

as  though  he  had  known  everyone  present  all  his  life.     ^    ^' 
Mon  Dieu,  ze  mal  de  merl"  he  had  exclaimed-"  7^ 

beinzeLd"       "  "''"  '^^"'    ^^  ^"^^  «-— '   to 

to  friTnH  ^""f"^  "'"'.  ^'  °^  P"*^^"^^^  dialect-he  disdained 
to  try  and  read  a  smgle  word  of  it,  but  from  various  sour^s  he 
had  picked  up  words  which  he  fitted  into  his  speLh  L  best 
U  suued  him,  with  a  result  which  was  somethTes  eL^e 
but  more  often  startling.       Maryllia    was   well  accustorled 

-but  the  laf  "^°°'.  "'^*  '""^  ^^"^^  '^'^-'^  -racX' 
not  L       n      "'    """^    gentlemen   of  her  house-party  were 

^oZTofT7''  r^  '^"'  ^^"^"P  Courten'ay,'who" 
Knowledge  of  the  French   language   was  really  quite  extra- 

hLtwTto^^"^  '''-'''  ''^  ^--  sin^-mastS" 
"Esker  vous  avez  un  moov»is  passage.   Mo'sieur?"  si^ 
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den,a„de<l  with  p,«id  ,e,f.,«„„„ee-..  L.  .„  eui.  ^ 

Gigue    laughed,    sho»:,..   ,    ro_   „, 
teeth    under    his    g    dec"  .„o."  he    J'T    "'"''  ""»>8 
cup  of  tea  front  Oelv's  hamf  '  '    accepted   a 

blink  of  her  dark  eve.  ,LT        f  *""  ''™  *  ""eaning 

"Ah,    MadameT     Tl^'^',  "f^"  "■""  •■■"•• 
England!     Oui,  oui  1     Ze  mer  ^  1"°  '    '"''""'™'  '"  « 
avec  un  so-so!"    And  he  swav^  htK^T'  '''"'''''  ■»>» 

arocki„__..,.  -r.ts:  frdtt:r 

ini^ilabfe'tuXstX-ttr"  '.°  ''  '-'•  "'">  - 
Maryllia's  eyes  UkirS  Ju"  "^"si     '  "''''l"^ ''"«'''"■ 
Courtenay  surveying  Gigue™L"h  .  ^'7  """  ""•  a"<i'iP 
polite  criticism  anfounfing  to  dfslt '  T""  "f  »  '''  "< 
hanging  back  a  little  in  ,h,  .     .?   "^  ^  "°'"^  ">«  men 
hang  back  fron,  a  oreilr'whrL    :',"*'"'"  ="'''''=-  -i" 
specially    if    ti>ey  cTno,   s^eak    ht  ranT"""  ™^'"^ 
began  to  enjoy  herself.    She  ?„e,  L  T'^"'-""''    '^ 
what  he  thought  or  what  h.  J    .  j  '  "^'S"'  """M  say 

-d  she  «t^he":^:^^er:i'°s's''^°'"^="'"=• 

feast,  in  thegrooD  of  ner^nn.  .  '"°^™'ef  of  having  one,  at 
Aunt  Emily?,  service  ^^1""''  ^-  "•">  "«  "« '"  her 
regardless  of  resuUs'  "'"'  "'""^  f""")-  his  opinions 

scarcely  any  no&e    f' Ci^^B^ur 'Tl'-*'^ '"<'  -^^ 
-re  or  less  beneath  their  notify '-a  child  oT.""  "' 

bringing  her  into  Tudde^  ZJT:Z  """"  "'  ''"°™ 
"Chantez  ".  reiteraterf  r,„,      ^ 

commanding  fro™"" Do °r,^i  f""°T"«  "''  ''"'"'  •""  • 
Cicely  dark  eyes  flashedi:::;-^;^^^^'"" 
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"  Do— rd— mi— sol " 

Round  and  full  and  clear  rang  the  notes,  pure  as  a  crystal 
bell.-and  the  listeners  held  their  breath,  as  she  made  such 
music  of  the  conimon  scale  as  only  a  divinely-gifted  singer  can. 
B.en!_trfes-bien!"  said  Gigue,  approvingly,  with  a  smile 
round  at  the  company-"  Mademoiselle  Cicely  commence  a 
chaner!  Ze  petite  sera  une  grande  cantatrice!  N'est-ce- 
pas  ?  " 

A  stiffly  civil  wonderment  seemed  frozen  on  the  faces  of 
Lady  Beaulyon  and  the  others  present.  Wholly  lacking  in 
enthusiasm  for  any  art,  they  almost  resented  the  mann4  in 
which  Cicely  was  thus  brought  forward  as  a  kind  of  genius 
a  being  superior  to  them  all.  Gigue  sniffed  the  air,  as  Though 
he  inhaled  offence  m  it  Then  he  shook  his  finger  with  a 
kind  of  defiance. 

"Mais-pas  en  Angleterre ! »  he  said-»Ze  petite  va 
commencer  k  Milan-St.  Petersburg-Vienna!  Zen  ze 
Inghs  vil  say-' Ha  ha!  Zis  prima  donna  chante  pou^  les 
Frangais,  les  Itahens.  les  Russes  !-a  faut  qu'elle  chante  pour 
nous!      Zen-zey    vill    pay    ze    guinea !-ces    commes    des 

rariets^^  '-'  ^""^  '''"-'  ^-^  -^"«  Of 

Mrs.  Bludlip  Courtenay  coughed  delicately. 

"Music  is  so  very  much  overdone  in  England,"-she  said 
languidly-.;One  gets  so  tired  of  it!  ConcerJsl^e  qute 
endless  durmg  the  season,  and  singers  are  always  pestering 
you  to  take  tickets.  It's  quite  too  much  for  anyonfwho"! 
not  a  millionaire." 

Gigue  did  not  catch  this  flow  of  speech-but  Cicely  heard  it. 
Well,  I  shall  never  ask  anyone  to  'take  tickets'  to  hear 
me !    she  said  laughing.     "A  famous  prima  donna  never  does 
that  kind  of  thmg ! " 

"How  do  you  know  you  wiU  be  famous?"  asked  Lady 
Beaulyon,  amused.  ^ 

it2''f''Vy^^'f  ^^''^^'  g^"y-"J"5t  as  the  bird  knows 

W  W      !  Z  ""    '  '  ""'"'  '°  ^°  ^  ^"°^  I  ^hall  be  famous ! 
Don  t  let  us  talk  any  more  about  singing  1    Come  and  see  the 
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garden,  Gigue '  -I'll  take  you  round  it— and  I  want  a  chat 
with  you." 

The  two  went  off  together,  much  to  the  relief  of  the  rest  of 
the  party. 

"  What  an  extraordinary-looking  creature ! "  said  Mrs.  Bludlip 
Courtenay— "  Is  he  quite  a  gentleman,  Maryllia?" 

Maryllia  smiled. 
^  "He  is  a  gentleman  according  to  my  standard,"  she  said. 
"He  is  honest,  true  to  his  friends,  and  faithful  to  his  work.     I 
ask  nothing  more  of  any  man." 

She  changed  the  subject  of  conversation,— and  Mrt,.  Bludlip 
Courtenay,  in  the  privacy  of  her  own  apartment,  confided  to 
her  husband  that  she  really  thought  Maryllia  \  ancourt  was  a 
little  '  off  her  head  '—just  a  little ! 

"Because,  really,"— said  Mrs.  Courtenay— "  when  it  comes 
to  harbouring  geniuses  in  one's  own  house,  it  is  quite  beyond 
all  reason  !     I  sympathise  so  much  with  poor  Mrs.  Fred  !     If 
Maryllia  would  only  marry  Lord  Roxmouth,  all  these  flighty 
and  fantastic  notions  of  hers  about  music  and  faithful  friends 
and  honour  and  principle  would  disappear.     I  am  sure  they 
would  .'—and  she  would  calm  down  and  be  just  like  one  of  us." 
Mr.  Bludlip  Courtenay  stared  hard  through  his  monocle. 
"Why  don't  you  talk  to  her  about  it?"  he  said— "You 
might  do  more  for  Roxmouth  than  you  are  doing,  Peggy !    I 
may  tell  you  it  would  mean  good  times  for  both  of  us  if  you 
pushed  that  affair  on  ! " 

Mrs.  Courtenay  looked  meditative. 

"I'll  try!"— she  said,  at  last— " Roxmouth  is  to  dine  here 
to-morrow  night— I'll  say  something  before  he  comes." 

And  she  did.  She  took  an  opportunity  of  finding  Maryllia 
alone  in  her  morning-room,  where  she  was  busy  answering 
some  letters.  Gliding  in,  without  apology,  she  sank  into  the 
nearest  comfortable  chair. 

"We  shall  soon  all  be  gone  from  this  dear  darling  old 
house!"  she  said,  with  a  sigh— "When  are  you  coming  back 
to  London,  Maryllia  ?  " 

"Never,  I  hope,"— MaryUia   answered— "I   am  tired  of 
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Ix)ndon,-and  if  I  go  anywhere  away  from  here  for  a  change 
It  will  be  abroad— ever  so  far  distant ! " 

,  "^"^K,^"''!  Roxmouth?"  suggested  Mrs.  Courtenay,  with 
a  subtle  bhnk  in  her  eyes. 

^^Maryllia  laid  down  the  pen  she  held,  and  looked  straight  at 

"I  think  you  are  perfectly  aware  that  I  shall  never  go 
anywhere  with  Lord  Roxmouth,"_she  said-"  Please  save 
yourself  the  trouble  of  discussing  this  subject !  I  know  how 
anxious  you  are  upon  the  point-Aunt  Emily  has,  of  course 
asked  you  to  use  your  influence  to  persuade  me  into  this 
detestable  marriage-now  do  understand  me,  once  and  for  all 
that  Its  no  use.  I  would  rather  kill  myself  than  be  Lord 
Roxmouth's  wife ! " 

"But  why—"  began  Mrs.  Courtenay,  feebly. 

"Whyi-  Because  I  know  what  kind  of  a  man  he  is,  and 
hc.v  nypocntically  he  conceals  his  unnameable  vices  under  a 
cloak  of  respectability.  I  can  tolerate  anything  but  humbug, 
— remember  that  I "  °  e» 

Mrs.  Courtenay  winced,  but  stuck  to  her  guns. 

..a'^AT^'  ^^'^  "°  "^""^^  ^^^"  o^J^er  men! "-she  said- 
And  hes  perfectly  devoted  to  you!  It  would  be  much 
better  to  be  Duchess  of  Ormistoune,  than  a  poor  lonely  old 
maid  looking  after  geniuses.  Geniuses  are  perfectly  horrible 
persons!    Ive  had  experience  with  them.     Why,  I  tried  to 

smelt  terribly  of  garhc-he  came  from  the  Pyrenees-but  he 
was  quite  a  marvellous  fiddler-and  he  turned  out  most 
ungratefully,  and  married  my  manicurist.  Simply  shocking  I 
And  as  for  singers  !-my  dear  Maryllia,  you  never  seem  to 
reahse  what  an  utter  little  fright  that  Cicely  Bourne  of  yours 
IS !  She  will  never  get  on  with  a  yellow  face  like  that  1  And 
sucA  a  figure !  " 

Maryllia  laughed. 

"  Well,  she's  only  fourteen » 

J7T^T,-"  ^""^^'■^^  ^''-    Courtenay-" She  tells  you 
that-but  she's  twenty,  if  she's  a  day  I    She's  ^  doing '  you;  aU 


m^m 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  405 

round,  and  so  is  that  artful  old  creature  Gigue !    Taking  your 
money  all  for  nothing  !_you  may  be  sure  the  two  of  them 

you  should  go  out  of  your  way  to  pick  up  such  people-really 

Maryllia  was  silent.     After  a  pause,  she  said  gently : 

nrJ'J)'V^'^'^l  "''"  •""  ^""'  *°  *^"  "'^^  ^'^  rather 
pressed  for  time,— I  have  one  or  two  letters  to  write " 

"Oh,  I  see  you  want  to  get  rid  of  me,"  and  Mrs.  Courte- 

nlTf  f  °"Lr^'',?^'''  ^"'^  ^  bounce-"  You  have  become  so 
nide  lately   Marylha -you  really  have!    Your  aunt  is  quite 

2hV  .?"/  ^^"^  ^°"  ^^^^  ^'^^'^  Roxmouth  to  dineto- 
night-that  is  at  least  one  step  in  the  right  direction  !  I'm 
sure  if  you  will  let  him  say  a  few  words  to  you  alone " 

Maryllia  lifted  her  eyes. 

« I  have  already  asked  you  to  drop  this  subject,"  she  said. 
Well  !-if  you  persist  in  your  obstinacy,  you  can  only 
blameyoursel  for  losing  a  good  chance."-said  Mrs.  Courte 

vouJtn  '"^^^^'°"-"Y°"  -on't  see  it,  of  course,  but 
you  re  getting  very  passie,  Maryllia-and  it's  only  an  old 
friend  of  your  aunt's  like  myself  than  can  tell  you  so  I  h^e 
nouced  several  wrinkles  round  your  eyes-you  should  massage 
shtlH  T  '<^^^^\^-oire'  and  tap  those  lines-you  reaHy 
nh!.t  r^  r"-*°'^''"  so— "and  Mrs.  Bludlip  Courtenay 
Illustrated  her  mstructions  delicately  on  her  own  oink  !nH 
white  dolly  face  with  her  finger-tips-"  I  sp:nd "uite  a„  h^^^^^^^ 
every  day  tapping  every  line  away  round  mVeyes-but  youVe 

really  got  more  than  I  have "  oucyouve 

"I'm  not  so  young  as  you  are,  perhaps!"  said   MarvlHa. 

IW  ;  r'^-"«"*  '  <^-'t  care  a  bit  how  I  lookT  tf 
Imgettmgold,  so  is  everyone-ifs  no  crime.  If  we  live  we 
must  dso  die.  People  who  sneer  at  age  are  likefy  lo  be 
sneered  at  themselves  when  their  time  comes.  And  f  I'm 
rowing  wnpkles.  I'd  rather  have  country  ones  than  town  one" 

«  Dear  me.  what  odd  things  you  do  say ! "  and  Mrs.  Bludlip 
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Counenay  shook  out  her  skirts  and  glanced  over  her  shoulder 
at  her  own  reflection  in  a  convenient  mirror-"  You  seem  to 
be  quite  impossible  at  times " 

quietTy''"^""'  ^"""^  ^'''^^'  '^'"^  sc  !  "-interposed  Maryllia, 
"And  yet  think  of  the  advantages  you  have  had '-the 
education-the  long  course  of  travel  f-y/u  should  realfy" know 
the  world  by  this  time  better  than  you  do! "-went  on  thi 
irrepressible  lady -"You  should  surely  be  able  to  see  that 
there  is  nothing  so  good  for  a  woman  as  a  good  ma^iage 
Everything  m  a  gi.-'s  life  pcnts  to  that  end-she  is    rTined 

wi  h  ;  Tk  •  r'  "'  ^''°"^^*  "P  *°  ^*-^"d  yet  here  you  are 
with  a  most  brilliant  position  waiting  for  you  to  step  into  it  and 
you  turn  your  back  upon  it  with  confemptl  Wha^do  you 
imagme  you  can  do  with  yourself  down  here  all  alone?  There 
are  no  people  6f  your  own  class  residing  nearer  to  you  th^ 
uSs"  h""'f  ''^^'"^-^'^  ^'"^^^  '^-^Posed  TvuTg^ 
hou/h  T' '°''"  ^'  ^"^'^"^^  ^"Jy  by  tradespeople,  and 

though  one  of  your  near  neighbours  is  Sir  Morton  PiWt 

noboTf^rf'""  '^"  '  "^'  gentleman-so  there's  r2 
nobody  at  all  for>-.«  to  associate  with.    Now  is  there?  «        ^ 
Marylha  glanced  up,  her  eyes  sparkling. 
"  You  forget  the  [)arson ! "  she  said. 

"Oh  the  parson ! »    And  Mrs.  Courteqay  tittered.     « Well 

you  re  the  last  woman  in  the  world  to  associate  with  a  naraonl 

You're  not  a  bit  religious ! "  ^^'^ ' 

"No,"  said  Maryllia-" I'm  afraid  I'm  not»" 

"And  you  couldn'c  do  district  visiting  and  soup  kitchens 

and  mothers' meetings,"-put  in  Mrs.  Courtenay-S  It  would 

be  too  sordid  and  dull  for  words.     In  fact,  you  will  simp7y  d  e 

of .«««,  down  here  when  the  summer  is  over.     Now,  if  you 

married  Roxmouth »  '      ' 

c  •!i'^^^''^v''°"^'^  b^  ^  gall-moon,  instead  of  a  honey  one." 
said  Marylha,  calmly,-"  But  there  won't  be  eit!  er.  Vmusf 
finish  my  letters !    Do  you  mind  leaving  me  to  myself?  " 

Mrs.  Courtenay  tossed  her  head,  bit  her  lip.  and  rustled  out 
of  the  room  m  a  huff.     She  reported  her  iU-success  with 
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•  MarylHa  Van '  to  her  husband,  who,  in  his  turn,  reported  it 
to  Lord  Roxmouth,  who  straightway  conveyed  these  and  all 
other  items  of  the  progress  or  retrogression  of  his  wooing  to 
Mrs.  Fred  Vancourt  That  lady,  however,  felt  so  perfectly 
confident  that  Roxmouth  would,— with  the  romantic  surround- 
ings of  the  Manor,  and  the  exceptional  opportunities  afforded 
by  long  afternoons  and  moonlit  evenings, — succeed  where  he 
had  hitherto  failed,  that  she  almost  selected  Maryllia's  bridal 
gown,  and  went  so  far  as  to  study  the  most  elaborate  designs 
for  wedding-cakes  of  a  millionaire  description. 

"P'or,"  —  said  she,  with  comfortable  self-assurance — "St. 
Rest,  as  I  remember  it,  is  just  the  dullest  place  I  ever  heard 
of,  except  heaven !  There  are  no  men  in  it  except  dreadful 
hunting,  drinking  provincial  creatures  who  ride  or  play  golf  all 
day,  and  go  to  sleep  after  dinner.  That  kind  of  thing  will 
never  suit  Maryllia.  She  will  contrast  Roxmouth  with  the 
rural  boors,  and  as  a  mere  matter  of  good  taste,  she  will 
acknowledge  his  superiority.  And  she  will  do  as  I  wish  in  the 
ong  run,— she  will  be  Duchess  of  Ormistoune." 
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CHAPTER  XXII 

n^HE  long  lazy  afternoons  of  July,  full  of  strong  heat  and 
J^^  TT'^  P^"^"""^  °^  field-flowers,  had  never  seemed 

so  long  and  lazy  to  John  Walden  as  during  this  particular 

nothing  to  fiU  up  his  life  and  make  it  worth  living.  AH  his 
occupations  seemed  to  him  very  humdrum,-his  garden  now 
ablaze  with  splendid  bloom  and  colour,  looked'tawdr;.,  hi 
thought;  It  had  been  much  prettier  b  spring-time  when  the 
hlac  was  m  blossom.  There  was  not  much  pleasure  in 
puntmg,-the  river  was  too  glassy  and  glaring  in  the  sun.- 
the  water  dripped  greasily  from  the  pole  like  warm  oil- 
besides,  why  go  punting  when  there  was  nobody  but  one's 
self  to  punt?  Whether  it  was  his  own  idle  fancy,  or  a  fact 
he  imagined  that  the  village  of  St.  Rest  and  its  villagers 
had,  m  some  mysterious  way,    become  separated  from  him. 

t^I^7t  H  ""r  ;^-P^^?'  °'  "'"^y  everybody,  had  some- 
Aing  to  do  for  Miss  Vancourt,  or  else  for  one  or  other  of 
Miss  Vancourt's  guests.  Everything  went  'up  to  the  Manor' 
-^rt:ame 'down  from  the  Manor '-the  village  tradespeople 
were  aU  catering  for  the  Manor-and  Mr.  Netlips,  the  grocer, 
dnving  himself  solemnly  over  to  Riversford  one  day,  came 
back  with  a  board-' a  banner  with  a  strange  device '-painted 
m  blue  letters  on  a  white  ground,  which  said  : 

PETROL 
Stored  Here. 
This  startling  announcement  became  a  marvel  and  a  fascina- 
tion to  the  eyes  of  the  villagers,  every  one  of  them  coming  out 
of  their  houses  to  look  at  it,  directly  it  was  displayed. 
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..;7m '"  ^t  '^"'"'  '^^  '°"'^  °"  ^'^'  ^'-  Netlips,  I'm  afraid." 

sn^ng  at  the  board  as  though  she  could  smell  the  spirit  it 
proclaimed-" You  don't  know  nothink  about  petrol)    An' 

TooreL  r "  '°  ^'''  "'*''"*"  °^'^  '"^  P^«^  "^^  Lord'. 

Mr.  Netlips  smiled  a  superior  smile. 

"My  good  woman"-hc  said,  with  his  most  magisterial 
a^r--  ,f  you  will  kmdi,  „,anage  your  own  business,  which  is 
ti^at  of  prunmg  the  ohve  and  uprooting  the  vine,  and  leave 
me  to  manage  my  establishment  as  the  reversible  movement 

thVgLt^ris^ "^'  ''  ^''  ^  ^""  ^^'  ^'^  ^^--%  of 

Jrl^  5       '°''   ""^   '"^"   ^°^  *  g^°«=er,   with   your  re- 

Sl^tlCfp'^^"^  '-'''''''     ^^^^  ^  ^^  -^<»  -  you 

chefs';  whtif  L^"'^  T"^  '^'  ""P"'^'"«  °^  »  'P^^'^l  Stilton 
cheese  which  he  was  about  to  send  'up  to  the  Manor,'  waved 

her  away  with  one  hand.  ' 

JlT  f^il^  ^^T  ^°"'  ^^^^  altogether.  Mrs.  Frost,-- 
he  said,  placidly-" I  know  it!    I  am  aware  that  my  con- 

«  pToI    S^  r^"^.°"  ^""  ''^-    Good-afternoon  I " 
b.fof.    K  Here   "-said    Bainton.    standing    squat 

^nrt     .  w  T°T''^"*'  ^    ^"  '«*"™^<i   from   Ws  (kys 

hrow^^,""^°'"?°''     "°'-^°^'     I  say,  Mr.  Netlips,  don' 

s^ore  h?  n?  *'  f  ^'^'  "'  "^^  "^^^'  Where  d;>es  ye 
store ^it?      Out    m    the    coal-shed?      It's    awful   'spensive. 

mannl/'  ."°f  ^'-f '"i"^*!  Mr.   Netlips,   with  a  grandiose 

ZlH  h  ^^K^'"^  *^"'  '"'"  '^  '^  ^d  ^ost  milHons  he 
would  have  been  equal  to  'stocking'  it-" But  the  travelling 
aristocrat  does  not  interrogate  the  lucrative  matter." 

Dont  he?".and  Bainton  scratched  his  head  ruminatively. 

I  s  pose  you  knows  what  you  means.  Mr.  Netlips,  an'  you 

^naiiy  means  a  lot.    Howsomever,  I  thought  you  was  dead 

set  agamst   aristocrats   anyway-your  pol'tics  was  for  what 
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you  calls  ina8se8,-not  classes,  nor  asses  neither 

your  Sentiments  not  long  ago,  worn't  they?" 

dig^y.    '"'^    drew   himself   up  with    an    air  of  offended 

"You  forestall   me  wrong,  Thomas  Bainton,''-he  said- 

And  I  prefer  not  to  amplify  the  conference.     A  sentTmem 

IS  no  part  of  a  political  propinquity."  sentiment 

With  that,  he  retired  into  the  recesses  of  his  'general  store ' 
lea^ng  Bamton  chuckling  to  himself,  with  a  broad "'Tn  o„  hi's 
weatherbeaten  countenance.  ^  ^ 

»hJ''V^^"'°''  ^"""^  ^'"P'^y^^  °»  '^^  front  of  Mr.  Netlios's 
hop,  however,  was  just  one  of  those  slight  indications  which 
howed  the  vague  change  that  had  crept  over  threrstwhTle 

Of  the  Village  post-mistirMT  Ta^^r^a^pThld^ 
grown  so  accustomed  to  various  titles  and  prefixes  of  rank 
among  the  different  gucs.s  who  came  in  turn^o  s^at  the 
Manor,  that  whereas  she  had  at  one  time  stood  in  T'sictft,! 
awe  o  old  Pippitt  because  he  was  a  'Sir.'  she  nowreSd 
him  almost  with  contempt  What  was  a  '  Sir '  to  I  '  £  d '  ? 
Nothing  !-less   than  nothrng!     For  during  one  week   she 

'^jH^r^Hr.r^J  "^'^  ^"^"'^  -'  Post-cT^s  to  a 
Right  Honourable.'  besides  despatching  numerous  telegrams 
for  the  Countess  of  Beaulyon.  By  all  the  gods  a^d^ftUe 
fishes.  Sir  Morton  Pippitt  had  sunk  J  ind^d.-for 
when   Mrs.  Tapple,  bridling  with  scorn,  said  she  'wondei^°d 

wouM  T    . '  k"'  "°'  °"'^  "^^^^  ^'  '"^"^y  i"  bone-boTn' 
would  dare  to  be   seen   with  Miss  Vancourt's  real  quaky 

dZf^Jy.  rT^""^  'T   ^°"^*^e«tion,  it  was  not  to  be 
denied  that   the  new  element   infused   into  the  little  village 

hTT^  ^'  ^'°^^^'  ^"^  ''  ^  ^^^*^'"  ''^'^^  excitement, 

luL^  ^  '^"'^  of  discontent     And  John  Walden,  keenly 

Change  than  many  another  man  would  have  been  who  was 
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not  endowed  with  so  quick  and  responsive  a  nature.  He 
noted  the  quaint  self-importance  of  Mrs.  Tapple  with  a  kindly 
amusement  not  altogether  unmixed  with  pain.-h.  watched 

l^Zuf\     u  k"""^/''  '"'^'  ^y  '^"^  y°""g  g*^'"  of  his  little 

pansh  to  trick  themselves  out  with  cheap  finery  imported  from 

the  town  of  Riversford,  in  order  to  imitate  in  some  fashion 

no  matter  how  far  distant,  the  attire  of  Lady  Beaulyon,  whose 

dresses  were  a  wonder,  and   whose  creditors  were  legion  - 

and  he  was  sincerely  sorry  to  see  that  even  gentle  and  pretty 

Susie  Prescott  had  taken  to  a  new  mode  of  doing  her  hair 

which,  though  elaborate,  did   not  suit  her  at  all.^.nd  gaTe 

an  almost  bold  look  to  an  otherwise  sweet  and   maidenly 

countenance.  ^^'ny 

"But  I  am  old, —and  old-fashioned  too!"-  he  said  to 
himself,  resignedly -"The  world  must  move  on-and  as  it 
moves  It  IS  bound  to  leave  old  times  behind  it-and  me 
with  them.  I  must  not  complain-nor  should  I,  even  in 
m^y  own  heart,  find  too  many  reproaches  for  the  ways  of  the 

And  involuntarily  he  recalled  Tennyson's  lines  :— 

"Only  'dust  to  dust'  for  me  that  sicken  at  your  lawless  din,- 
Dust  in   wholesome  old-world   dust   before   the   newer   wwld 
Degin  I " 

•'Wholesome  old-world   dust'!"  he  mused  — "Yesl     I 
think^  ,t  was  more  wholesome  than  our  too  heavily  manured 

And  a  wave  of  pained  regret  and  yearning  arose  in  him  for 

^LrK""!  -^l  T  *"^""  "^"'^  ^"'^^'y'  «^°r«  earnestly, 
mo  e  soberly-with  the  trust  and  love  of  God  inspiring  the 
soul  to  punty  and  peace-when  to  find  a  woman  who  was 
at  the  same  time  an  atheist,  was  a  thing  so  abnormal  and 
repulsive  as  to  excite  the  utmost  horror  in  society.  Society  1 
Why,  now,  many  women  in  society  were  atheisf^  and  made  no 
secret  of  their  shame ! 

"I  must  not  dwell  on  these  thoughts,»-he  said,  resolutely. 
"The  sooner  I  see  Brent,  the  better.     I've  accepted  hS 
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invitation  for  the  last  wM^k  ««■  »u' 

.h.n  for  ,wo  or  .h^  ZLtdeed  Tdo  7.'  ^k**  """^ 
even  be  mi.«dl    The  ZLu  "„1!*  '  .'*'"''"  "'«"'"  '  •"»" 

who  had  exercised  a  mS."?  •  «     ~  '*'  "**"*'  ^«'  guests 

Sundays,  then  some  of  the  vi£^^    ri    "°i  ^^^ '°  '^"'"'^  °" 

ofnobIes,--stayeda4"&^^^^^^^^^^ 

offence  to  this  same  'nL]U^>  k  •       .  ^^'^^  ^®  ^*^  K'^en 

they  entered  aTeon  ?he  1  Lr""\'"  !!"  "^''"«'  "h- 
service,-but  he  c2d  not  Te  ^XL  that^'^H  t'  ''^'"*^ 
the  truth  of  the  mischief  wrrghtbfthrid^^^^^^^  *'^^ 

classes  of  society,  is  alwavs  nrLiI ^  u  '  ""*''">'''"g  "PPer 
do  not  want  to  hear  II V^  7^^*  *^^  "PP^'  ^^^^^ 
mind  that  his  shoi^L'Turtr''''  P^^^^^^'^  *^^«  in  his  own 
not  been  welcome  ^X^;f,?-^^^^^  °"  ^'^^  'Soul.'  had 
it  had  been  a  liule  ov«  Ihe  he«H,    r  k'"''°^'*'"  *^^^«"'  ''^le 

"Mere  waste ^^0^5!"^  !!  ^"^-^  P^"«hioners. 

reproach-"!  don't  know  whT  T'^'  ^'^  *  ^'"^  ^^  ^^f' 
all  Yes-yesf-I  do  know,  WH °^.  ''r  *'^*  °^  '"^J^«  ^^ 
with  myself!    She  wL  th Jj  ^-  "^^  ^  ^^^^  ''^^  ^^^^^'^^ 

can  look  out  of  such  cle^'T^ln  u'""""'  ^"^  ?"«•  ^  »» 

world  go.  but  keep  tha   irr  ?r  "l  ^"  "^"^     ^^  ^^  ^^e 

I  did.  'But  I  Js^  s°ci4t;:^':^r  ^  v^^'^^  ^ 

time,  waste  of  words  w^^TTu  ""™'<'— "  was  all  waste  of 
dear  old  iZtZ^^Tll^T"^!  '  """  ^  K""  ">  ^ 
most  certain,,  ^ "to  Suotr  ttl:  ^^  d'  "'^"'^  ' 
the  Manor,  I  shall  be  free  H^^i  j  ^  ^  dinner-party  at 
I  wish  I  ;ere  not  goin^'  B^A  "^  "".'  P^^'  «»" 
must  not  break  my  S»  "'  f"""''''  ''"->"<»  ' 

we«;oX«hrptalT   aie?  "°  n""  *^' '»  «■» 

«-t  s.  MortL  Pip^irs  d^orr  ^w"^  t^ 
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RLr!!n"i'*;p~'f'rP*"'***  ^y  ^'^  Roxmouth.  and  the 
hir^rS  J!k"^    '^'"°"'    ^""^  ^«^  '^^'""^"th  had   eft 

hi  the  nil  '""T'  *"^  '"^  """*"  «»  »»=  '^^'-^hing  to 
have  the  pleasure  of  meeting  Mr.  Walden  '-a  pleasure  which 
^d  not  so  far.  been  gratified.     Walden  understo^that  l^'J 

Brent  s  letter-but  now  that  his  lordship  was  staying  as  a  guest 

le:ain  tT  ""'"  ,'*'  ''''''  ''^  statLLt  so've^ 
generally  that    t  was  an  almost  accepted  fact     Three  day. 

had  been  sufficjent  to  set  the  village  and  county  taking  Z^ 

hXT    T  r'w  M*'^''  "*^^^  ^'^  '""'^^  mischievous  work  by 

halves     John  Walden  accepted  the  report  as  others  accepted 

-only  resemng  to  himself  an  occasion  to  ask  Miss  Vancourt 

L  vTsISrs'  he  har  "^r'"^'  ""'  ''''  himself  apart  f^m 
he  knew  ti;:*?  "?•  '"'^  '°  '^'''  ^'^  Roxmouth-though 
he  knew  that  a  meetmg  was  inevitable  at  the  forthcoming 
dmner-party  at  Abbot's  Manor.  Bainton  had  tha  S 
party  on  his  mind  as  well  as  his  master.  He  had  hea^ 
enough  of  ,t  on  all  sides.     Mrs.  Spruce  had  gabbled  oflt 

to  be  thought  of  an'  got  in  ready/  she  was  'fair  mazed  a^ 
mouhered.'    And  she  held  forth  on  the  subject  to  one  of  hTr 

iTeT^r"":,  """•  ""''''''  "^°^  -"  ^°b  was  still  in  a 
for  thfn  r  ft  '''''"*^"'  aggressiveness  against  the  'quality' 
for  the  death  of  his  pet  dog.  ^ 

"It's  somethin'  too  terrible.  I  do  assure  you!"  she  said- 
"the  way  these  ladies  and  gentlemen  from  Lunnon  eats  fit  to 
bust  themselves  I  When  they  fust  came  down.  I  se^  to  cool 
W^T  ^°r^  bless  'em,  they  must  'ave  all  starved  in  their  ovm 
for'LT.'^:  'aughed-she  'avin'  'ad  'sperience  an' cooked 
for  ouse-parties  ever  since  she  learned  makin'  may'nases 
[mayonnaise]  which  she  sez  was  whan  she  was  twenty^i'  she' 

but  dlT  """  P"'  *"^°  ^'^'^  ''^'^^''^^'  Missi!  Spruce! 
but  don  t  you  worry-you  just  get  the  things,  and  they'll  know 
how  to  swaUer  'em.'    Well  now,  Missis  KeelJy,  if  you'U  bTieve 


1 

i.: 

i 

lifliStif 

i 

] 

1 

'i    ' 

I' 


: 


r 


414 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


me  -and  here  Mrs.  Spruce  drew  a  long  breath  and  beean 
o  count  on  her  fingers-" This  is  W  we  do  everTnlghTfor 
the  vsuors.  makin'  ready  for  hextr.s.  in  case  any  grmlein 
hruV^'""  '  ""°^  ^'"^^  -'^  expected-'fu^wrS 
"Save  us!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Keeley-" What's  they?" 
Well  /calls  'em  kickshaws,  but  the  right  name  is  horduffs 
Pnmmms  sez,  bein' a  butler  he  should  know  the  tCnch  an' 

round      V         T"'  r'  '''  "°^'^'"'  ^"^  «"'-  disheT'arlded 
round    ohves  an'  anchovies,  an'  sardines  an'  messes  of  every 

kind,  enough  to  make  ye  sick  to  look  at  'em-they  swaUers 

em    an'  then  we  sends  in  soup-two  kinds,  white  an'  eta/ 

They  swallers  />%«/,  an'  the  fish  goes  in-twi  kinds- the  oTd 

me  nentreys.  Them's  sometimes  tw  sometimes  four  it 
just  depends  on.  the  number  we  'as  at  table.  They  JX^^^^ 
French  here's   nothing   plain   English   about  lif^ 

But  they  se  only  bits  o'  meat  an'  fowl,  done  up  in  differed 
ways  with  sauces  an'  vegetables,  an'  the  qualit/el  'em  "n 
as  though  they  was  two  bites  of  an  apple.  Then  weTends 
m  the  roast  and  b'iled-and  they  takes'good  cut  offbo  hi 
then  there's  game.-now  that's  nearly  alius  all  eat  ud  for 
I  hke  to  pick  a  bone  now  and  then  myself  ff  it  comes  ^'own 

i^r  fof r  r  d?  ^'^  ^^"^  >t-but'there's  nZTL'::^ 

.ILT  r'  u  ^''""'^  y°"'  "T^^"  '^o'nes  puddings  an' 
SHee  s-then  cheese  savouries.-then  ices-an'  then  cofTe^ 
an'  all  the  t  me  the  wine's  a  ar.;^>   u  ■       •  cofiee— 

claret  'ock  rh»hi!  u  ^^  '  ^"'"'"'"^  sez,  every  sort, 
knowswot  Ihet  ^'   champagne. -an'  the  Lord  alone   He 

'tTin'f  nn.  f^'"    """""^  arterwards.     But.  as  I   sez 

tamt  no  busmess  o'  mine  if  the  fash'nables  'as  t  ained  thS 
stummicks  to  be  like  the  ostriches  which  eats,  Tl'm    old 
ard  .ron  nails  wuh  a  relish.  I  onny  know  I  shou  d  a'  b^  dead 

me  whichTh    '"'  '^°  ''  '  ^"^  ^  ^"-'-  o^  the  st'ff  in  o 
rntl!mln   i    'i  P"''    '"'°    *^'"^^^^^'   ^hile   some    of   "he 

ff  W  ^1  nut       "°"k^'   "''^'^y  ^'  ^°^^  to  drown  'em 
"  twas  all  put  m  a  tub  at  once " 
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"Miss   Marylha,   bless  'er    'art,   sits    at   h^r  t.u     v^ 
Me  queen. .-.id  M„.  Spruce.'.Uh  el.   n-"Pril'i„: 
sez  she  don'  eat  scarce  no.hi„.,  an.  don.,  say  much  neiZ 
She  JUS.  ™,  es  pre«y,  an'  puis  in  a  word  o^  To  an'  tj!^' 

jus.  a Ue :    Wle  1"  p^ .Ht'^n^r.^  ^Z^^^ 

Tisj^i  Tz  */r.h;  ^SieTwin  --' "' 

graces  till  I  nearly  died  o'  larfin'  t    fu'  ^""  ''"■'  ^" 

jhough.  ..n"er  In  l:,,i^,  ^:^^^z 

that  comes  of  be  n'  in  Franr#>  an'  i^      •  ,       "  ^'  °"* 

Biff  T  ,«oii  .  u        7^"ce  an   learnm'  mus  c,  I  exoect 

Hut  I  really  must  be  co  n'— therp'?  hA-„.e       .  l         '^^P^". 

^ii^r---f---^.-:rai:-.ci°i 

..Vh^f"'  J-  f ''"''  ^  ««"y -'"-and  Mrs.  Keeley  gave  a  short 
sigh  of  satisfaction— "I'm  fair  sick  o'  «iPPm' m 

whizzin'  through  the  village  maS  such Td X^l^eir 
never  wis      ««»  t»^  i       .  "°^  *'^   smell  as 

never  was,— an   Im  sure  there's  no  love  lost  'furA«»  \f    • 

Fros.  an'  me.  but  i.  do  make  me  wortted    ikeXn  Ik"! 
there  little  Ipsie  goes  runnin'  out,  no.  Tnowin' wl.«h       ,, 
mayn't  be  run  over  like  my  Bob'  Z  dT    F™^?        v° 
don't  seem  to  care  for  no  one  W  «,  •  ' ,         *'  '''^'"'' 
peaceful  like  nor  safe  as"?.r.f„^'  ;,'^'^^77':' «,-'. 

we^  be  seein'  Miss  Maryllia  married  ne«  ?^  "  '  """^ 

un^lbtTnr"    "'    '"  °'°""'   "«'"'  ""    '«"•«> 

Mi2te,:y^?°fherd-' -tftr  u^  "■-'■'^  ^'"'-^''■ 

up  marHage.  in  quite  a  di.el"   wa^  ^whrr e'L^^ 
There  am't  gom'  to  be  no  weddin's  nor  buryin's  vet TS 

?or  the    'ufK        """"'  *-"««.  which  sometimes  "1^° 
for  the    dU>  but  most  often  contrariwise,  though  wb.^,„ 
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desuUo^  manner  and  r.J^]Z  T;:^^^^::^^ 
He  was  not  qmte  sure  now  whether  after  all.  his  £  ?«; 
M.SS  Vancourt  had  not  been  greatly  misplaced.  ^    °' 

whiL^n "  !r^  *"';;  ^"*' -^^  ^^^^  ^°  himself,  pathetically 
while  hoeing  the  weeds  out  of  the  paths  in  the  rectory  iSen 
"When  me  an'  old  Josey  went  up  to  get  'e^to  sa^e  1; 
Five  Sisters,  she  seemed  as  sweet  Is  'onfy  -an'  she's  1 

er  fnends     They've  changed  her   like-they've   made   her 
'TLn.  ''°"'  r,  '  ,^'  -  ^-  P-on»  she  don't  come  „' h 
ZdH?.      >"'  '"L^'  ^°" '  ^°  "'S^  '''■    Seems  to  me  'tis  71 
muddle  an'  a  racket  since  the  motor-cars  went  bouncin'  about 
an    smellm'  like    p'ison-'tain't  wot  it  used  to  be     nZ 
someyer,  let's  'ope  to  the  Lord  it'll  soon  be  oyer,    uZl 
they  all  sez  is  true.  there'U  be  a  weddin'  'ere  soon.-Passon  ^ 
"7bboS  r"^.  V^l  '"^^  ^°°^'  -'  -^y  they'll  gj 
An   the  onny  change  we'll  'aye  will   be  Mr.  Stanwavs  fo^ 
agent  'stead  of  Oliver    Leach-which    is    a    bS- fo 

m.Hj;,.-    ,  P  T"^  '"  ^^^  h°^^«'  filing  his  round  eyes 

"fen  / 'V  "^^  "'"A,'^  ""^  "P^"^"g  -  the  sun- 
nM  P  V  T  "^^*  °"*  ^"^^^  Leach!    One  day  he's  with 

-an^"lt^"r~::"°^'"  '^'^  '"^"^  -  ^  J-d  in'the "uu  r 
-an   another  he's  butterfly  huntin'  with  a  net.  look  in'  like 

a    "t^ak^''^^"^  P^^^^-^""^  about^n'  hes  gt 

wish  he^d  find  «     .r"-^  ''.'■'''"  "'  ^^'^'  it  in  the  dark.S 

Her!  ,nl       ?    "  r''^°"  '"  "  ^"^■°'^  neighbourhood ! " 

slowiruoand"/  '"""^l^^  '^^"' ^^  saw  his  master  walking 
slowly  up  and  dpwn  on  the  grass  in  front  of  his  study  window 
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:;^rr„tri„T„^f  '•^"'  ^■-•-^  •»"•"■<'  '«■'  "ao, 

bu  p.r.ikl„  „  fldgcy-an-all  he  cares  fb^'uT'iT  he  bi.  „^ 
te    conqiered-one  1    'havl ';:i::L"1?s  If  "'"ir 

Ki^?n^-rtre„t^£E£r?o^ 

'  No  Pas<!on  '  c«,  T   « T       ,      ^  °"  ^  y°"  understand  ? ' 

11  u,  i-asson,  sez  I,  'I  cant  sav  a<!  T  /in  i»    t-u      •     , 

.but  «d  Uke-.„.  lent  awlr'S  hif -rf  d^™  t'  S"^ 

«  now.    Something's  wrong  with  hin,-^-  S^  H'm* 

Vancourt  came.     She's  a  real  worry  ,„  'il  I  'swcrin^.^' 

tnre  enough  the  plac  .  ain't  like  w  Jit  was  a  monAl.T     V  , 

a,^s  no  denyin'  she's  a  sweet  little  lady  for  7ZZ  say  " 

Bainton's  sentiments  were  a  fair  reflection  nf  ,1,         '^  , 

village  opinion,  though  in  the  towrorRlvSo,!  ^'  fj""i 

feeling  ran  high,  and  controversy  l"o^lv  „vl    .^°' 

^..nd  doings  of  Miss  Vancourt'and'^^r  c^fe^  LZ  'a 

S"tKrer"trvis:x.^^r^^^^^ 
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had^ever  asked  any  of  her  London  acquaintances  down  to  her 

"I  did  it  as  a  kind  of  instruction  to  myself,_a  lesson  and  a 
test,"  she  sa.d-"But  I  had  far  better  have  run  the  nsk  o' 
being  called  an  old  maid  and  a  recluse  than  have  j^ot    he^i 

CwLT  r~'"  "'"'^"^  '  thought  were  my  friends,- 
but  who  have  been  more  or  less  tampered  with  by  Aunt  Emily 
and  Roxmouth,  and  pressed  in  to  help  carry  on  the  old 
scheme  agamst  me  of  a  detestable  alliance  with  a  man  I  hate. 

lik^JTnH   7-  T"'"^   ?'  ^"'^''y  °^  *^^'^  protestations  of 

or7.     T   'k     M   n"  ""\^«"^^^'°"   f°^  «>e,-and  I'm  sorry 

for  ,t !     I  should  hke  to  bel.eve  in  the  honesty  of  at  least 

a  few  persons  m  the  world-if  that  were  possible  !-I  don't 

rumbi;'"'  "'"''  '^"'^^  '°"  ^"^^^'  ^^--^  -^"g-  -d 
Everyone  present,  however,  on  the  night  of  the  last  dinner- 
party she  gav  to  her  London  guests,  was  bound  to  admit 

^od'thrnlf  ^r^r^'""  ^^'"  "^  P^^^^"^  ^^'^^^  never 
trod  the  old  oaken  floors  of  Abbot's  Manor;  and  that  even 

the    radiant    pictured    beauty  of   'Mary  Elia    Adelgisa    de 

Vaignecourt.'  to  whom   no  doubt  many  a  time  the  Merry 

Monarch  had  doffed  his  plumed  hat  in  salutation,  paj^d 

grew  dim  before  the  living  rose  of  Maryllia's  dainjy  lovdin^s 

and  the  magnetic  tenderness  of  Maryllia's  eyes.     Something  of 

the  exquisite  pensiveness  of  her  mother's  countenanc^   ^ 

portrayed  m  the  long-hidden  picture  which  was  now  one  of  th^ 

gems  of  the  Manor  gallery,  seemed  to  soften  the  outline  of  her 

features,  and  deepen  the  character  and  play  of  the  varying 

expression  which  made  her  so  fascinating  to  those  who  Took 

fo^  rl  'I  ^  7'''"'"''  ^"'"'  "^'^'^  *^^"  i^  «»"e  physical 
form.  Lady  Beaulyon,  beautiful  though  she  was,  owed  some- 
thing to  art;  but  Maryllia  was  nature's  own  untouched  product 
Bnd  eyerythmg  about  her  exhaled  freshness,  sweetness,  and 
^diant  vitality.  Roxmouth.  entering  'most  carefully  u^n 
his  hour,  namely  at  a  quarter  to  eight  o'clock,  found  her 
singularly  attractive,-more  so.  he  thought,  than  he  had 
ever  before  realised.    The  stately  old-world  setting  of  Abbofs 
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traditions,  le„.  grace  Z  coSi  St  """^  '°^'"^  '"  «~' 

■"a<ie,.s  she  received  her  gu^"s  rth  ,(1,   "'"T  ?'  '"'""f 

Md  distinction,  which  are  thfh.  ,         ?   '"^'  kmdness,  ease 

"Pretty  litu'e  si^Jew" » ' he   ^^'j!' ""= '"j""«<'"«- 

Longford-"She  is  really  charmtaL -and";  ,'  '"   '*"™= 

want  her  as  much  for  herself  rfn^^l,  ,     '?'"  '"  "''"''  ' 

Ungford  smiled  obL^'y  "    '  '"""°"''" 

individu'ay?-abou'teMv°'r'r'"^'."  *^"  "'  ^^ 
no.  .0  say  insolent  stare  in  m;,;;^".""'-  """  "  ™i<=>l. 
term  'beauty  du  dUble 'e™„  u """'"•-   'T''' f^nch 

charm  will  last,  is  atofter 'qSoT""  '"■'    ^'"  "''^*-  *« 

entered  or  we,«  entfring     "Ladv  8?,?"'  ^'"'  "''»  '^ 

*e  fa  forty  yea„  old,^a„dTS^^„s  '"'T  ""^  "'"-""' 

BludliU  Courtenay  mrnt  bTfiftv  and  V  /         "•     ""Sf""' 

-anages  her  Pafis  cosmetic^^ Vo„derf:,,f  to  *"'' i*-*' 
county  ladies  would  be  bett,.,  ,°  ™7-     Some  of  these 

Bu,  Maryllia  Vancourt  neS  no  L,      .'  """^  "'  ""  "" 
natural    Is  that  the  pa^^™  **""'•-*' "^     Tord  h>  be 

hisju^.""^""  '"■"'"«  *^  -">.  -<i  Longford  put  up 

'Yes," — he  replied — "Thaf   ic   fi,^ 
without  character."  ^^    P*"°"-     ^e    is    not 

Roxmouth   became  suddenly  interested      H« 
go  up  to  his  hostess  and  bow-lhell  ?       "^  ^^'^^" 

that  brightened  Ma  JlL  facT  '  t  "^7  '^'  '"^^^"  ^'""^ 
gues,  the  one  ChuZchLV^thrptV^^^^'"^  '"  ^'^'^ 
carell^yl^tS^  '°°'^"«  ^^"-'"-he  commented 

Longford  hesitated.     He  had  fv-^n  ...  i      •    ^  . 

liteiary  weekUes  by  an  article  on  A/fr^^  "  °"^  °^  *^« 
/  «i  drucie  on  the  authenticity  of  Shake- 
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earned  by  cautious  enquiries  here  and  there  in  Ix,ndon.  that 
Tohn'  W  M    '  "°''  I-«..-tremely  unassuming,  the  afo^  a.d 

wlnV?  :;  ''""•  '""^'^"'"^  ""  authority 'in  matters  of 
histoncal  and  antiquarian  research.      But  he  was  naturally 

rZ  ^"'  ^'',  '"^"^^  ^""^^  °f  Ormistoune,  when  he  had 
secured  Mrs.  Fred  Vancourt's  millions,  should  not  extend  hh 
powerful  patronage  to  a  country  clergyman  who  might.7rom  a 

sf  hTeH   /''i'   ^"'  "'  ''''''  ^  ^°"^^^-«<^  an'interloper 
ho  he  replied  with  caution :  ^ 

Duln-lT"''' ^'  ^^^^"'I  ''"'"  '■"  "'^r-n^and  arch«ological 
pursuits.--many  parsons  do.     As  an  archceologist.  he  certainly 

h\^rreLrd°r ^^^"'^  '  '--^'^  oP^"^--or  the  church' 
"The  church,  as  I  have  before  told  you,  is  perfect  "- 
rephed  Roxm6uth-«  And  the  man  who 'car;ied  out  uch  a 
design  must  needs  be  an  interesting  personality.  I  thbk 
Miss  Vancourt  finds  him  so ! " 

His  cold  grey  eyes  lightened  unpleasantly  as  he  made  this 
remark,  and  Marius  Longford,  quick  to  discern  every  shade  o 
tone  in  a  voice,  recognised  a  touch  of  satire  in  the  simtdy 
casual  words.     He  made  no  observation,  however,  bucket 
thinlTh  7""  r^  T  ^P'"'  "^^^^'"^  -<^  listening  fo    Z 

cr^^^"'  Hr?'"'-  ''1:  t''  -^'--'-^ously  to  himself, 
created  a  little  sensation   by  his  appearance.     ^  was  the 

because  the  Manor  house-party  had  entered  the  church  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  behind  time,-/i.  was  the  man  who  had  told 
them  that  it  was  no  use  gaining  the  whole  world  if  they  lost 
their  own  souls -as  if.  in  this  advanced  era  of  progress  Z 
one  of  them  had  a  soul  to  lose  !  Preposterous !  HeThe  w« 
this  country  cleric,  who.  as  he  was  introduced  by  his  hostesITo 
the  various  gentlemen  standing  immediately  about  her  TmLd 
urbanely,  bowed  ceremoniously,  and  comi^orted  him^lf  >^th 
an  air  of  intellectual   composure   and  dignity  tl^t   haT  « 
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:"  ™rH™!rT„xr4h  ht..- r^T'^r  ^^^ 

of  all  kinds,  3n.l  parlicu  f  ^.^     '"=.''"'''«'  »°°"l  'functions- 

of  the  s<>kikd'^Sn&r"r''"'°"^  ""'''' •«"»"» 
women  who  made  ^mMl  „  .    71  P"''""'     "'   <'«"'=«« 

constTnti,  f„  ^cC  "^i  °:^s^  Tnrorre  :"Lr  B  '"r 

was  a  notorious  examnl^   f«  oi  tnese  Udy  Beaulyon 

against  -orali.;  a:d  p^Vl^M^sh'  "'  '"'"  ""' 
He  had  no  sympathy 'with  s^i^gttettgTen'rd"  h ' 
knew  by  repute  thit  T  nrA  nu    ^  uciung  men — and  he 

were  of  this  cla»     T^J^  Charlemont  and  Bludiip  Courtenay 

he  resen  ed  tt^actfta^  TV""-S  ^^  '"  ''«  "^  »»"'. 
sort  of  peop  e  al  her  „  ef« ''^'^^^^  k"'"'""«'  *'' 

•hem,  hr,Lgh,-shf^Vd  h"-lfTv  be'°°  '°^J" 
company,  or  allowing  them  to  h^  i„  ^.  ,^J*'"«  ■"  "^' 
as  she  received  nart  of  T.  °  ,  .'"'    "=  '"'*«'  her 

Ittlethwait,  pTrt-with  a  c  ?"  '  'M"'  I">«hwait«  of 
Bruce  Ittlethwaite   T  L  "u«  ""'''  "^  "«'«'««'  f"' 

whose  portiy;it^SedTa:::d::^7':r"- "  "^^ 
Of  :r  :^SS- t-,r  tS*  ^^^^^ 

:r2tthras'-i^i~ 

Spruce  had  sen.  for  him  La  l^'^^  o'  G^T  ""'"  **"• 
Witney  to  h.r  system  of  unpackingTr  lad^fwalor'  ^  \ 
was  .he  dress  the  garrulous  old  houseleejrLd'dd  u^i^^ 
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tion  ^T  .      }?^^  '\'  ^''■'  "  <^'°»hes-prop,  with  the  observt- 

jon.     Its  orful  wot  the  world's  a-comin'to-orful I     Fancy 

d^amants  all  sewed  on  to  a  gown!'    The  gown  with  th^ 

diamants'  was  the  very  one  which  now  cloth'ed  Ma^L-! 

so  tiy  about  her  like  dew  spangles  on  rose-leaves— and  in 

:^TZs7T^T?''  °^  '^^  P-^  ^^-""  »>«"  aio 
^^r*?-     f?    ^/"'"^  ^'"'^^  shoes  !-did  she  wear  them  with 

hat   fairy-hke   frock,    he    wondered?    He    dared   noT  l^k 
towards  the  floor,  lest  he  should  catch  a  sudden  gl^se  of 

he  shu,.ng  points  of  that  ridiculous  but  fascinadng  fXgea 
LthM      '  '°  '""°"'^>  discomposed  him.    Those  sh^ 
^tj^L'M  '7  "°'"""  ^'^"^  ""^^^  '"^^  'diaman  s^ 

7  it    er^t  ""'''"S^^  ""^^^  ^°"'^  ^'  »«  «^y  the  least 

of  It.  embarrassmg.     H.s  reflections   were  at  this  juncture 
interrupted  by  a  smooth  voice  at  his  ear.  ^ 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Walden  ?  " 

Walden  bowed  stiffly. 

s™..^--!  hkve  „ev„  ^  T'fi^r^^  „  ^ rirt^' 

so  much  a  restoration  as  a  creation." 

Walden  said  nothing.  He  did  not  particularly  care  for 
compliments  from  Lord  Roxmouth.  t^^^^'a'-V  care  for 

"That  sarcophagus,»-continued  his  lordship-"  was  a  v^rv 
singular  'find.'  I  suppose  you  have  no  clue'to  thelssIbS 
idenuty  of  the  saint  or  sinner  whose  ashes  repose  w^thinT?  » 

"  None."-replied  Walden-"  Something  migrtn„^bablv 
be  discovered  if  the  casket  were  opened.  But  tha  ^rLtr 
happen  during  my  lifetime."  ^^' 

TinlT^r^'^i  "'"f  "^^^  ''   '^"''^Se.   no   doubt?"  queried 
Roxmouth.  with  a  tolerant  air.  H^^^^a 

**1  should,  most  certainly  I" 
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hil^r^T  "•'"''°'""  «i<»  Sif  Morton  Pippitt,  obtrudin, 
himself  on  , he  conver^lion  at  thi,  mon,ent-"  Go^  bl«l  m? 
•oull    Not  so  ven,  long  .go  every  churchyard  in  eZZ 

rh,™.!   i  J     ^  ^"8  "P  '"d  thrown  together  in  a 

charnel   house    h,ggledy.pigg|edy_a„d    nobody  S«   Jed 
atout  sacnlege!     You   should   progress  with   the  «e    M^ 

naa    set    in— ha-ha-ha!    And    not    bad   lookine—not  KaH 

SlyTrn"  *""  ""■"  "■'  "'-■  ""'•»  '"■-^--» '  G^ 

Ju^;:' t^^harrin^jV-^la^irorZ 
E.V  *";"•    "''  "°"™'  »"*  to  h  s  cCf„,lnd 

proportions  alhed  to  his  own,  made  it  difficult  for  to^h  ,^ 

n.:'*  "-T'  k''^""^  '"^-^l-  the  dining  room  d^l'; 
A  lutle  exerted  whispering  between  Mrs.  Bludlip  Co^lIaJ 
and  Udy  Beaulyon  took  place,  as  to  whether  •  *fa™rw 

she  did  no.  intend  to  so  com" .  h"  :el7"Ln,  T 

rf  "'tTi  '"  '"'■"^  "'='•  *'  fliowS^rlsgne^l  on 
the  arm  of  the  future  Dukf      Ab  tv.^         .       '^aigneaiy  on 

a.  the  highest  in  s^al  n^k  of  a  1  p  es^te  ^LdT  """ 
this  privilege,  and  she  was  too  tacfuu'^L  u      '  "'"'  '° 
What  a  delightful   chatelaine   you   arei"   h^'  m.  _      a 
'ooWing  down  at  her  a,  she  rested  Lr  li2  glov:,  In^^t: 
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scarce  a  touch  on  his  arm_«And  how  proud  and  glad  I  am 

Cd  of  her  t«W       t°"'J'''  '""'  *"^  "^^^^  »»«"«'f  *t  the 

hani  wW,e  l^^Vh^r  *'*^"  '*^""^  ^^^^  »>«  -^^  on  her  right 
nana^  while  Lord  Charlemont  was  on  her  left.     Next  to  Lord 

?oh„   vTn^'  ^'^^^^-"ly-.-and  next  to  Udy  B  aul^^l 

werei  W-?.".     "Tc^"   Roxmouth's   own  side  there 

thau h^tCl!  '"^  f  "^^^^'^  ^'PP'"'-^  '^  'Chanced 
tha  the  table  was  arranged  in  a  manner  that  brought  certoin 
part.es  who  were  by  no  means  likely  to  agree  on  any^„^ 
g.ve„  pomt  directly  opposite  to  each  other.  Cicdy,  ^Lin^ 
out  from  a  hltle  ante-room,  where  she  had  entreaf;i  to  ^ 

cormtsr:'  t^'  n'  *'^  p^^^^^^'"«^'  -drrLrnin': 

w^TnT^  '  '"  ^^'  **^"  P"*'^"'"  f«»hion.     Cicely 

w^    ookmg  very  picturesque,  in  a  new  white  frock  which 

SX  iunTh"  '"••-^^'•i  ^  broad  crimson  sash  knt:^ 
carelessly  round  her  waist  and  a  ribbon  of  the  same  colour 
in  her  luxuriant  black  hair.  She  was  to  sing  aftrdi,^«- 
Gigue  had  told  her  she  was  to  'astonish  ^fcX'-tS  ^i 
was  ready  to  do  it  Her  dark  eyes  shone  like  stars,  ^d  t^ 
hps  were  cherry-red  with  excitement.~so  much  TtiTldZ 
Spruce,  thmking  she  was  feverish,  had  given  hera  g^l^nf 
'coohng  cordial '-^made  of  fruit  and  ice  and   emon'^ter 

Sfinte  dL™  ''  '-'-''  -"^  -^^  ^-^^ 

"Well  done,   Maryllia!"  she  murmured,   as  she  saw  her 

friend  enter  on  Roxmouth's  arm-"  Cold  as  a  L  of  the 

moon,  but  doing  her  social  duty  to  the  bitter  end!  V^t 

fur  IS  rubbed  up  the  wrong  way-but  he  is  just  the  type  that 
some  women  would  like  to  marry_he  looks  so  M^-breS. 

^r  "I'nd  «ff ." '--M^' '''  ^°  "^^  *«  ^^«  Everi:^ti::^"v^'^ 

lady.-^and  old  Sir  Morton  Pippitt  is  immediately  opposite 


■■JT^: 


GODS  GOOD  MAN  4,5 

There',  Gig„rch«eri™":^    ^      ""^  '"  '"""«="«'l  head. 

motley  crew  r    And  iLTT    ""^""^  h™ '    What    a 

.heyvi  dine^.^SiJlSlTlt'-wrte'Vlr  f  .f" 
appearance  in  England'    A  ar^\    t  !    °^  °^    ^'^^^ 

Kng.i,h  eat  n.ar,X"tu„«„|tf„re  Co^",":  "'  "■= 

ch^-^.:  1 «.  m-nttXthove:'':?^,:"''  '"'-r  --^ 

Good  old  Giitue !    Hi.  .n  rif.        •  "«"" '"'  ''°»'"'- 

l«ughi„g  I    jT  Waid™  T^l,  ""P'^^ible  1    How  he  i, 

-the  npples  of  gold^iubum  in   MarvUia's  h^    'r""y<«'- 
CZ:^'  ■^'""«'  "">  "  ^o—O  "tu^  or,;;' evHnd 

fowotten     No7  .L^  Kf  "'^  "'■'«™«i.  never  to  be 

^  A   Z    *^"**"'  "  *  ^0""g  Person  who  can  blush  still  evi-t- 
and   happens    to  be  present.     B„t  a,  a  rule.   .he"g:„eti 
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habitude  of  the  dining  class  is  to  discourse  in  a  very  desuhory 
and  mconsequential,  not  to  say  stupid,  style,  and  the  guests 
at  the  Maiior  proved  no  exception  to  the  rule.  Sir  Morton 
Fippjtt  fired  off  bumptious  observations  at  Walden,  who  paid 
no  heed  to  them-Bruce  Ittlethwaite  of  Ittlethwaite  Park  found 
a  congenial  spirit  in  Lord  Charlemont.  and  talked  sport  right 
through  the  repast-and  Louis  Gigue  enlivened  the  table  by 
a  sudden  discussion  with  Mr.  Marius  Longford,  relative  to  the 
position  of  art  in  Great  Britain. 

"Mon  Dieul"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  snap  of  his  fingers- 
Ze  art  IS  dead  en  Angleterre.-zere  is  no  musique.  no 
po^sie !  Zis  IS  ze  land  of  ze  A-penny  joumal-ze  musique.  ze 
po^sie.  ze  science,  ze  politique,  ze  sontiment,-one  A-pLnny ! 
Bah!  9a.  ce  nest  pas  possible !-zis  pauvre  pays  is  kill  avec 
ze  vulgarity  of  ze  cheap !  Ze  people  are  for  ze  cheap-for  ze 
photographies  instead  of  ze  picture-ze  gramophone,  instead 
of  ze  artist  fingers  avec  ze  brain-et  ze  littdratu.e-it  is  ze 

«iZ.r/'''!r"  ^?°^*'l^."'  °btient  les  <fJoges  du  monde 
critique  k  Londres     Vous  ^cnvez  ?  "-and  he  shook  his  finger 

ft  ^f     7^7-     ^""'^  ""  ^^'"^'^  ^"'  «»  »^".  pure 
et    noble-et  ze  A-penny  man   vill  moque  de    ca-mais- 

^vez  of  ze  dirt  of  ze  human  naturel.  et  voilk  !    Ze  A-penny 


Donnez  moi  I'ordure 
C'est  divin!     Cest 


man  say  *  Bon  !  Ah  que  c'est  I'art ! 
que  je  peux  sentir!  C'est  naturel  1 
I'art!" 

rou1id~ie''''  ''  ^^"«'*^^'  '''  ''  ''^'^'  P-^-^  -^t 
"I  thinK."  said   Mr.    Longford,  with  a  pale   smile-" that 

according  to  the  school  of  the  higher  criticism,   we   mus 

admit  the  natural  to  be  the  only  divine." 
Gigue's  rolling  eyes  gleamed  under  his  shaggy  hair 
Je  ne  comprends  pas! "-he  said-'«Ven  ze  pig  squeak 

fl^  cW      7",  "'"'  r  ^'^^"^    ^-  -  -an'sLSit 
flea,  cest  naturel-ce  n'est  pas  divin !    Ze  art  ne  desire  pas 

xe  picture  of  ze  flea !    Ze  litt^rature  n'existe  pas  pour  ze  sque^Tk 

?r/'!-    uf^.^"^'     L'art.-c'est  I'imagination-l'iddal- 
c'est  le  veritable  Dieu  en  rhomme  ! "        " 
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y  of 


"  God  is  an  abstract  allusion  "—hp.n.vi     an     j 

.muted,  turned  to  his  next  n4hbour^i,rL    .,i..^h!   ""• 
tion  and  allowed  the  di,cu„io„  ,0  drop     Z  wlt-T!." 

S  rhad-fr  ""'  °"'  '°  *='«"'  fo'™a^neH 
the  tv:ge'^al:!',:  .■"°"""' «  '-«•  1— hed  the  Ugh,  of 

roS.H«— ^^^^^^^^^ 

10  DC  witty  and  conversationa ,  but  received  so  UttU  -^^^ 

r.p:r„d'S:t:;/:is^^ 
^^;:teT^■;^-— it:t:^^^^^^^ 

m  conversation,  and  proved  himself  not  only  an  intel^r^  f.1^ 
bnlhant  man,  but  a  socially  entertaining  one     Lord  Rn  J^ 

glanced  at  him  curiously  from  time  toTme  wifh  ^v^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
E  *"^^'^f°--     He  was  not  the  kind  of^subse^iem 

^sed  to  represent  a  country  '  cure.'  His  independent  afr  hh 
ease  of  manner,  and  above  all.  his  intelligence  aS  hirh  ' , '  ^^ 
were  singularly  displeasing  to  Lord  Roxmouth,  e  JSll?ls  S 

r^^^ed  to  t^"'^  ''""'  ''  everything  Wald'entfdlnd 
appeared  to  be  more  mterested  in  his  observations  th^  in 
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those  of  anyone  else  at  the  table.  Exchanging  a  suggestive 
glance  with  Udy  Beaulyon.  Roxmouth  saw  that  she  was 
taking  notes  equally  with  himself  oi.  this  circumstance,  and 
his  already  hard  face  hardened,  and  grew  colder  and  more 
inflexible  as  Walden,  with  a  gaiety  and  humour  irresistibly  his 
own,  kept  the  ball  of  conversation  rolling,  and  gradually  drew 
to  his  own  strong  and  magnetic  personality,  the  appreciative 
attention  of  nearly  all  present. 

Truth  to  tell,  a  sudden  exhilaration  and  excitement  had 
wakened  up  John's  latent  forces.-Maryllia's  eyes,  glancing 
half  timidly,  half  wistfully  at  him,  and  her  fair  face,  slightly 
troubled  m  its  expression,  had  moved  him  to  an  exertion  of 
his  best  powers  to  please  her  and  make  everything  bright  and 
gay  around  her.    Instinct  told  him  that  some  secret  annoyance 
fretted  her-and  watching  her  looks,  and  noting  the  mono- 
syllabic replies  Jhe  gave  to  Lord  Roxmouth  whenever  that  dis- 
tinguished personage  addressed  her,  he  decided,  with  a  foolish 
thriU  at  his  heart,  that  the  report  of  her  intended  marruge  with 
this  nobleman  could  not  be  true— she  could  never  look  so 
coldly  at  anyone  she  loved !     And  with  this  idea  paramount 
in  his  brain  he  gave  himself  up  to  the  humour  of  the  hour— 
and  by  and  by  heads  were  turned  in  his  direction,  and  people 
whispered— 'Is  that  the  parson  of  the  parish?'— and  when 
the  answer  was  given  in  the  affirmative,  wondering  glances 
were  exchanged,  and  someone  at  the  other  end  of  the  table 
remarked  sotto  voce:— 'Much   too  brilliant  a  man  for  the 
country!'— whereat  Miss  Arabella  Ittlethwaite  bridled  up  and 
said  she 'hoped  nobody  thought  that   town  offered  the  only 
samples  of  the  human  brain  worth  noticing,'  as  she  would, 
in  that  case,  'beg  to  differ.'    Whereat  there  ensued  a  lively 
discussion,  which  ended,  so  far  as  the  general  experience  went, 
in  the  decision  that  clever  men  were  always  born  or  discovered 
m  the  country,  but  that  after  a  while  they  invariably  went  up 
to  town,  and  there  became  famous. 

Presently,  the  dinner  drawing  to  an  end,  dessert,  coffee  and 
the  smoking  conveniences  for  both  ladies  and  gentlemen  were 
handed   round,— cigars    for   the   gentlemen,    cigarettes    for 
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both  gentlemen  and  ladies.    All  the  women  helped  themselves 

UlX?'  '1 1"'"'^  °'  ^°""^'  "•^'^  »h-  exception  of  mIS 
Ittlethwaite,-(who  as  a  'county'  lady  of  the  old  school  ^ 

tmnsfixed  with  horror  at  the  bare  idea  of  b^ing  ext^i^To 
smoke)--poor  old  Miss  Fosby.  and  Maryllia.^  A^dlow 
occurred  an  mcident.  in  itself  trifling,  but  fraught  wiS»  strTc! 
results  to  those  immediately  conce^^d.  UdfSyon  ^L 
just  about  to  l,ght  her  own  cigarette  when,  in 'obedience  tH 
udden  thought  that  flashed  across  her  brain,  she  turned  hel 
lovely  laughing  face  round  towards  Walden,  and  said 

As  there  s  a  clergyman  present.  I'm  sure  we  ought  to  ask 
h.s  permission  before  we  light  up!  Don't  you  think  i^verv 
shockmg  for  women  to  smoke,  Mr.  Walden  ?''  ^ 

He  looked  straight  at  her-his  face  paling  a  little  with  a 
sense  of  strongly  suppressed  feeling.  * 

;;i  have  always   been   under  the  impression  that  English 
lad.es  never  sn.     e."-he   said,  quietly,  with  a  very  shlht 

::^;z''r'' ''-''-'  '"''^ -•  of cours:.L:Jt 

Had  a  bombshell  suddenly  exploded  in  the  dining-room  the 

Thereof  '"t^^^'  ^^"  '"^^^  ^^^P^^^-g  than  the^wirds 
There  was  an  awful  pause.    The  women,  holding  the  unlit  ci«^ 

lios^ess.     The  men  stared ;  I^rd  Roxmouth  laughed 

Maryll^  turned  white  as  a  snowdroi>_but  her  eyes  blazed 
Hith  sudden  amazement,  indignation  and  pride  that  mS 
aghtnmg  m  the.r  tender  blue.  Then.-deliberately  choZ! 
-  agan^tte  from  the  silver  box  which  had  been  placed  rthe 

he  2:ts  t'dt;  ":  ''-^"^  '^?^"  ^°  puff  the' smoke  fr^m 

shediH  J^^  •  K  delicate  nngs.  turning  to  Lord  Roxmouth  as 

he  d  d  so  with  a  playful  word  and  smile.     It  was  enough  :- 

of  her'^nT  ';T     ^  ^''"^*=  °'  *PP^°^^'  -"^  the  found 
of  her  London  lady  guests-who.  exonerated  by  her  promnt 

uXadTand^^^"""'''''^'  ''''^  ^'^'^  ^•«"'«-  -^ 
No.  !        ;  .7°°'"  ""^  '°°"  """ty  with  tobacco  fumes 

Not  a  word  was  addressed  to  Walden.-a  sudd.n  manSe  of 
fog  seetued  to  have  fallen  over  him.  covering  him  upTom  tl^i 
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out  frankly  aeainst  Im  J^  u  I  ^"^  ^"^"^"^"^  »"  ^PeaJ^'^g 
consiZl^^^he„sib?el?uta:^h  °'  "°"^"  which  ^llsf 
that  the  reprJr^^t^^n!^  ?'""•'"""  ^^  '•"'=°«"'^d 
Waldenhi^'se^L^^gr^^^^^^^^^  *-  ^"^y- 

he  had  done  —and  hp\n!  k  ^  pale— he  fully  realised  what 
he  did  not^e  ^'  "^^  ^^'"^  ^""^^^  for  it-but 

She  wrongs  he.^I",!!!nS'T  ^''"  ^""  '""  ^^'' "  '^'  «  "^^ ' 
wron,  e/en  t  ^   -irtLrht"^  ^r  :rhlrr  ^^  ^- 

astonished  and  cferisive  sta r^ld  he  W^hT  .k*"  "^'^  '" 
to  come  when  he  might  S^  from  T  u  f""  "°'"""' 
chattering  party     AU  that  hif^  ^  ^  ^  '"^^^'^^ 

was  Maryufa-LrvL  th/^-^r   '^''  <=°"««0"«ly  beheld 

va„>  hi.  «e„.  Bishop  Bt:rrd:s„tf!Tt;.*'rs 
"» JS-  -  f ? «- -»- 1.^:  z 

rose  flesh,  which  somehow  he  had,  unconsciously  to  himself 

quit   a^arettt  1^7''^  '^^'^^  *^"  ^--"'    He  - 
quite  aware  that  he  had  committed  a  social  error,  yet  he  was 

r tt:  ^^d^at^^^d^in^rat t  -:  ^-^- 

unbecoming  to  a.lady/ t^H^^l^.^r  ifa^hrwh^n:! 
kst  she  rose  to  give  the  signal  to  adjourn,  passinrourofthe 
duimg-room  without  a  glance  in  his  direction 
The  moment  she  had  vanished,  he  at  once'prepared  to  leave, 
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who^B  »„sao.s  of  hi.  own  j^siUon,  relrkXrh  ^X' 

.ogo"!""''  ''°"'""'  ""■  ■"'  *"•  ^^X"™'    Are  you  obliged 
Walden  looked  at  him  unflinchingly,  ye,  with  a  s-nile. 

asnamed,— for  something  in  his  soul  told  him  th»f  i,.  kj 
done  rightly,  even  as  .  minister  of  the  Go^m'  t^ 
protest  a^nst  the  vulgarising  of  womanh^A^s^e^ 

"I  was  wrong! "-he  said,  half  aloud-" And  vet   T  •, 
nght !    I  should  not  have  said  what  I  dicT-and  yetTshou^ 
If  no  man  «  ever  bold  enough  to  protest  'against  t'he  to  w' 
and  fast-increasing  self-degradation  of  women    then  rneT  w[X 

are  shanieless  unsexed,  indecorous,  and  wholly  unworthvTf 
their  hf,'s  mission.  How  angry  she  looked!^  C^Wy  she 
will  never  speak  to  me  again.  WeU.  what  do«Tt  niLer! 
The  wider  apart  our  paths  are  set,  the  better ! » 

th^uIT    K  '^^  f1  °^  '^'  ^°"'^y^  »"<i  ^«  ^bout  to  pass 


^   Please  don't  go !     Maryilia  wishes  co  speak 
He  turned  a  pale,  composed  face  upon  her. 


f 


to  you,^ 


-.if 
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"Where?" 

"Inthepicture-galleiy.  She  is  alone  there.  She  saw  you 
cross  the  courtyard,  and  sent  me  after  you.  All  the  other 
people  are  ,n  the  drawing-room,  waiting  to'hear  me  sln^-lnd 
I  must  run.  for  G.gue  is  there,  and  he  is  so  impatient !    Please^ 

^nd!^t'  ,~^"^  ^^'''''  ^°'«^  shook-" Please  d^n^ 
mind  If  Marylha  IS  angry !  She />  angry!  But  if.  all  on  the 
surface-she  doesn't  really  mean  it-shi  wouJtte  unkind 
for  all  the  world !    I  know  what  you  said.-I  was  wat^h"ng  tSe 

ar^I^H-'/"'"^'^^"^""^'"--^"^  '  -weverything-and!!! 
and-I  think  you  were  just  splendid  !-it's  horrid  for  women 
to  smoke-but  they  nearly  all  do  it  nowadays-only  I Tv^r 
saw  Marylha  do  it  before,  and  oh.  Mr.  Walden.  mike  it  aU 
right  with  her,  please !»  *" 

his''l^turI°'"T  ^°'"  '"^''''^-     "^^^^  '  ^'"^  '">"«  «>fte«ed 

An7.T''  T'^P'^f'^  t^^t,  Cicely.-but  I'll  do  my  best?- 
And  taking  her  hand  he  jetted  it  gently,  as  she  furtively 
dashed  cne  or  two  tear.dro,,s  from  her  lashes-"  Come,  ^nl 

IZ  rniSL^" ^^^  ^"'  ^^"^  "^^  ''^  ""'«  "^«'^-^'-' 
"?^'.'°?n g'o r  '*"'"''' "°"' ^'"'"^'^ "^^ ^^o^'y- 

She  lifted  her  dark  eyes,  and  he  saw  how  true  and  fuU  of 
sou  they  were,  despite  their  witch-like  wildness  and  passion. 
Just  then  a  stormy  passage  of  music,  played  on  the^a 
and  tumbling  out,  as  it  seemed,  on  the  air  through  theTS 
windows  of  the  Manor  drawing-room,  reminded  her  L  2^ 
wo.  being  waited  for  by  her  impetuc  us  «,d  impatient  maest^ 
That  s  the  signal  for  me  I "  she  said-"  I  must  run  1  But 
oh  do.  do  make  it  up  with  Maryllia  and  be  friends  1 " 

She  rushed  away.     He  waited  till  she  had  disappeared,  then 
J^mg  back  through   the  courtyard,  slowly  ^^  ^ 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

p.d„gSSi;Xdrwri''roM''  ?r  *!.""'"  ">"=• 

^How  da«  yo„l»  she  said,  in  a  low.  s.™i„ed  voice-..How 

pJSjll!,M  '''?•-""'*  '"  "•«  ">on..nt  indi«dual  and 
P^^  wn^derauons  were  .w.p.  aside.  «»1  only  the  rZ 

s^wt::ii:ThLte*;rrvii'r'""'  '^-' 

"And  how  dare  youl"  he   said,   earnestlv ^« Unu      -i 
how  dare^-^  so  hurt  yourself!"  ^^««'y.-   L'ttle  giil, 

They  gazed  upon  one  another.~«ch  one  serr^J.  . 
at   the  other's  outbreak   of   feelma       k  '^  '*'*'^^ 

•peechless-heJtho      T      *^''"K'-she  grown  white  and 
Peechless,     he  with  a  swift  strong  sense  of  his  own  power  and 
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authority  as  a  mere  man,  nerving  him  to  the  utterance  of 
truth  for  her  sake-for  her  sake  .'—regardless  of  all  forms  and 
ceremonies.  Then  he  dropped  her  hands  as  quickly  as  he  had 
grasped  them, 

"Forgive  me!"  he  said,  very  softly,-and  paused,  till 
recovenng  more  of  his  self-possession,  he  continued  quietly— 
You  should  not  have  sent  for  me,  Miss  Vancourt !  Knowing 
that  I  had  offended  you,  I  was  leaving  your  house,  never 
intending  to  enter  it  again.  Why  did  you  summon  me  back  ? 
lo  reproach  me?  It  would  oe  kinder  to  spare  me  this,  and 
let  me  go  my  own  way  1 " 

He  waited  for  her  to  speak.  But  she  was  silent  Anger, 
humiliation  and  wounded  pride,  mingled  with  a  certain 
struggling  respect  and  admiration  for  his  boldness,  held  her 
mute.  She  little  knew  how  provocatively  lovely  she  looked 
35  she  stood  haughtily  immovable,  her  eyes  alone  flashing 
eloquent  rebellion  ;-she  little  guessed  that  John  committed 
the  picture  of  her  fairness  to  the  innermost  recording  cells  of 
his  brain,  there  to  be  stored  up  preciously,  and  never  forgotten. 
"I  am  sorry,"— he  resumed— " that  I  spoke  as  I  did  just 
now  at  your  table— because  you  are  angry  with  me.     fivt  I 

cannot  say  that  I  am  sorry  for  any  other  reason » 

At  this  Maryllia  found  her  voice  suddenly. 

•'  You  have  insulted  ttiy  guests " 

"Ah,  no! "said  John,  almost  with  a  smile— "Women  who 
are  habitual  smokers  are  not  easily  insulted  I  They  are  past 
that,  believe  me  I  The  fine  susceptibilities  which  one  might 
otherwise  attribute  to  them  have  been  long  ago  blunted. 
They  do  not  command  respect,  and  naturally,  they  can 
scarcely  expect  to  receive  it." 

"I  do  not  agree  with  you!"  retorted  Maryllia,  with  rising 
warmth,  as  she  regained  her  self-control,  and  with  it  her  deep 
sense  of  irritation  — "You  were  rude, -and  rudeness  is 
unpardonable !    You  said  as  much  as  to  imply  that  none  of  th« 

women  present  were  ladi^^ " 

"  None  of  those  who  smoked  were !  "—said  John,  coolly. 
"  Mr.  Walden  1     I  myself,  smoked  ! " 
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principle  was  wrong!"  **  court«,us-but  the 

;;Wro„g|»  she  echoed,  angrily-"  Wrong?" 
one  ttl^'ZfJ  ,^:  ,7  --  >--  -old  ««.  you  can  do 
V.,coart?Te  Lir  Lrl*  T'  ""l'  '""•  "^o  "gh.,  Mi,. 

rour  power  to  stow^'  ^ '  i,r J™''!""'""  ^''''  ""O  '' '» 
smok^_,ou  could   i^"!  •""  .""""^nl'ness  by  refusing  to 

your  jo^ir  M~:s  .:r:ai^rrr  o?r  "•  r  ^--^ 

the  word  is  out.  and  I  don't  ap^L^  for  ,r  h^  """^T- 
smUe  kindled  in  his  fine  evi-"  A^/  '  -'',=;'» '""'den 
given  «.n,  all  an  exa^prerbedifnt/™  could  also  have 

,ou  l^roi^r:'^:^^  -^o.^-^.  ^ 
sh?gre^;r&tvtii^[:rsh~:Tr 

"To  von  ?»  «K-     ^^"^ceiy  oelieving  she  had  heard  aright 
1  o  you  ?    she  repeated—"  To  you  ?  "  '»"gni. 

his;r.rj.?,i;;:^„rr":;^? ''-  -  -'  "»"- 

am  the  only  person  here  .^"     .       °""'""  °'  "•=  P«i>h  I 
U.e  firs,  thi^ng^rdotto'de;;  Z ; "  ""''""'^  »'"  ^»''—'' 

His  manner  was  whimsical  and  kinHl„     t- 
Pbyfully  tender,  as  though  he  were  StaJT  '""'  "'  «"« 
child  whom,  notwithstanding  to^em-r  T.^  ""' ""^'"^ 
to  scold,-.„d  Maryllia  wa^'compfereriakt  a^kT  T 
unexpected  method  of  tr«>itm„  .  *^'''*"^/^en  aback  by  this 

pretty  mouth  opened  Ira  "^^^^^^^^  '"'"°-     "er 

she  would  spearbut  only  an  Tnar^i?^^^^^^      "  ^'^"^'^ 
her  parted  lips;  while  the  very  faS  1  "^""^  ^'"""^ 

smile  crept  dimpling  over  he7fecL  To  ^^'"^  '"'^'"°"  °^* 
hostile  expression  of  her  eyes  '        "^  ^'^  ^*^   '"   ^he 


You  say  I  was  rude,"— he 
have  been  rude  too  ?  " 
She  found  utterance  quickly. 


went  on.-"  If  I  was,  need 


you 


ij 


'  I  was  not  rude " 


she  begaa 
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"Pardon  me-you  were!  Rude  to  me-and  still  more 
"pinion!"  ''  "^^  "^    ^'^  ^""'  '^^"^   ^   "'y 

"I  do  not  understand  you,"  she  said,  impatienUy-"  Your 
Ideas  of  women  are  not  those  of  the  present  day - 

"Thank  God,  they  are  not ! »  he  replied-" I  am  glad  to  be 
V^A^'  '""^^  old-fashioned  I  You  say  you  do  not  under- 
stand me.  Now  that  IS  not  true  I  You  do  understand !  You 
know  very  well  that  if  I   was  rude  in  my  ^^premeditated 

li^  ;  Tru''^'^  r""^  ""^'^  ™^^  '"  y°"  premeditated  act  !- 
that  of  deliberately  spoiling  your  womanly  self  by  doing  what 
you  know  m  your  own  heart  was-wiU  you  forgive  me  the 
word  ?— unwomanly ! "  e        w  uic 

Maryllia  flushed  red. 

"There  is  no  harm  in  smoking,"  she  said,  coldly:— "it 
IS  quite  the  u^ual  thing  nowadays  for  ladies  to  enjoy  their 
cigarettes.  Why  should  they  not?  It  is  nothing' new! 
Spanish  women  have  always  smoked-Austrian  and  Italian 
women  smoke  freely  without  any  adverse  comment-in  fact 
the  custom  is  almost  universal.  English  women  have  been 
Ae  hist,  certamly,  to  adopt  it-but  then.  England  is  always 
behind  every  country  in  everything ! " 

She   spoke    with   a  hard  flippancy, -and    she   knew    it 
Walden  8  eyes  darkened  into  a  deeper  gravity 

"Miss  Vaiicourt,  this  England  of  ours  was  once  upon  a 

time  not  behmd.  but  ie/ore  every  nation  in  the  whole  world 

for  the  sweetness,  purity  and  modesty  of  its  women !    That  it 

has  become  one  with  less  enlightened  races  in  the  deliberate 

unsexing  and  degradation  of  womanhood  does  not  now,  and 

will  not  in  the  future,  redound  to  its  credit.     But  I  am  pro- 

longmg  a  discussion  uselessly.-"    He  waited  a  moment     "I 

s^  Rouble  you  no  more  with  my  opinions,  believe  me,-nor 

shall  I  ever  again  intrude  my  presence  upon  yourself  or  your 

guests,  -he  contmued,  slov' y,-_« As  I  have  already  said.  I 

am  sorry  to  have  offended  ^^«,-but  I  am  not  sorry  to  have 

I^nH  "  7uTV    ^  ^°  "°'  """  *  J°^  ''^^^  yo"r  friends  from 
London  think  of  me  or  say  of  me,-their  criticism,  good  or 
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Zgh'-lL'h.p:!L°?  •'^'""  -"'^-"-bu.  I  had 

of7h.n«d  c?4„':;^„r irte  T^r  h^'-  -"'' 

fast  cool  nc  down  —anH  »;.k  »u        -,  "^"^  *"8^f  ''^as 

home,  the  mother  of  the  lii.i.         j  "'"'  """  "^^e 

him  with  sX^r^iike  ,S„'™^''*""''  "''»  ""'«"««' 
small  «lf  i„  coS.  a' Itr  "f  '"^"''  "^"'™  "^  *^' 
finally  rested  with  a^^^g  ^.'.ra^d^^:"  «'=■- 
in  a  low  tone :  *^"*     ^"®"  ^^  said 

"Good-night,  Miss  Vancourt-good-byel" 

•-Th'e«'?owrsh"/,ttl'r  S;T^  !■"  -<"""'— 
hell  never  come  to  the  Manor  ,r         "'^S"""*  ««y  and 

bin.  quite  ashamid"  SeH  dTL-  rSri^T" 
man      He'd  rather  HJa   *u  . .  "^^ '  *  o'*  I    So  hke  a 

^^.,he.vX-:rZhrmtj?-„--^ 
»:^°t"a;f  .siu"?;^;::*;^'^  — -•■'  >-.  no. «. 

heldrrtereH^rn^riXr-  "'  "»'  -''  »'^"«'  '-<^  ■«> 

"im  a  cettam  embarrassment-"  I  don't  really  «uu 
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to  quarrel— I  don't  indeed  I    We-w- w*r*.  .y-.»»j„«  •    . 

.«/ftom"°h,3Bu."';""='"  ""  ™"^  "  ""  *•-  •■«  hand. 

of  Sr  .™ch';,^^""f  "",  f^""  "■""'"«  """"  »•'  -"uence 

all  fte^™  Tou  d  s^JtliT  ''^'  ""r '"'"''  *°"'"^ 
expand  gold  to  "''  """■  ""■  "  «'""°"'  »'  W"' 

"I  think  so,  most  certainly  I » 

"But  why?" 

He  hesitated. 

;^  ....  .ha.  i.  ^'tZ  "„tit  ^X"^  U^^T 

smoke,— most  unfortunately »— but  th*»«.  ,«.  u  ^. 

P«n.aou.    I  confe-  to  a  „,„„g  pr^^dict^n^tSS!^ 

Walden  heard  this  plea  with  smiling  patience. 
,i™nt     ^  very  large  majority  of  them  too-habituallv  eet 
drunk.     Do  you  think  it  justifiable  for  women  to  l«  7  *t 
by  way  of  following  the  men's  e«mple° '•  °  *"  ^'"' 

drunll«:i,1v?^"°" '•-'-'  — <•  q-ickly-But 
"  So  is  smoking  I    And  it  is  quite  a.  unhealthy  as  all  vice. 
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politician:"  En^Ld^Tnce'rok-^'t'''*^'  -^^^-^  ^^ 
^th  them  than  icre  cyTvZnZ^'^'^^  *  ^"^  "-<^^ity 
any  human  being  who'urn,  hJ  b^^°  •''  ^  ^^"'^  ^''^^e  i" 
-pardon  mel-when  ZjliH^T,  '"'°  *  "'^''""^y-  A"d 
your  mouth »  ^      dehberately  put   that  cigarette  in 

soft^tra/tUed*^^^^^  -  each 

Now  be  perfectly  frank  !»  "^"^  ^'°"  "''"'^  °'  «"«? 

In  'hli;2?.rl:^^^^^^^^^^^^  ^"  ^^--^  «-ity  darkening 
otherwise.  But  ifTt  fyou  wh  ^  Hh  'T  '"^*"'  '^  '  ''"' 
«y  I  know  from  long  ei^  nence  al,  ho  "^  /r"*?  ^^'^  ^  "^^ 
when  they  «ee  a  wo'man'  s^k  ng^'rit" '"^''"'"  *''"' 
in  your  mind  and  understand  that  mv  T  "'^°"^'«'«  »»« 
momentary.     I  knew  thaf  v^    u  ^  thoughts  were  only 

reassert  it7sway  I "  ^°'"'  ^'"''^  ''''''''  ««'f  would  soon 

"iuuj,nt,  — he  went  on. — «« wh^n  i .«- 
■ng.  that  «,„e.hi„g  stn,nge' ,„<)„;"' ^^  r/?""'"' '"""'- 
you!-that  you  had  becoL  i„  J^       "^    "^  iMppened  to 
woman  f™„  «,«  onethS  w^nled  wT  """■"  ">'•  "  "'"■"«" 
.bowed  me  her  old  F«„rdlrL''  ™'  "»' «>  W  ago,  .„d 
border,»-he  paused  a^  imtantTf,  ."^  .''^^™"«  '"  "« 
then  he  resumed,  qufetl,  .^   «     ,"*  "'"""«  «  ««'«.- 
"gainst  all  „a,u«'    SfncSfior ''"""'  "■"'  ^O"  "^d. 
le«l  of  Lady  BeaulyoTl!!  '  "°"'  •*"'  J"""'  """"ded  to  th^ 
She  m,em,p,ed  him  by  a  quick  sesture— 

-nL^.  """  "  ""^  '"'"-^  *"•  'Vaiden  I" 
XMO — not  your  fr  enri  I  "     K^       -J 

Vou  asked  me  to  sS  f«„k  v    Ir''"'-;'""^™  ™' 

""C^rch^'''',"™'"*"^'^'-"-^^^ 
-^V^:^!^  - --:--^^^^^^^         a  sudden 

■•And  iThlTcS  r -'.'.'I'?  '"*"•  ^'*  »-  »-- 
-^  -d  .y^  .Han   •^'^oo^l^'^Z'lrZ^'^ 


^      aifA-  JKiTvir 
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powonoui  mtrih  weed !  Oh,  child  !~why  do  you  wtoiib 
j^«n«in  If  I  am  too  blunt  .i,d  plain  in  what  I'-^to™! 
let  me  c«ue  .pe.king-but  if  you  ask  me  as  your  friend--M 
your  mmuterr-and  he  emph.si«.d  the  word-"  to  teU  yo" 
hon«ily  my  opmion,  have  patience  with  my  roughness  ! " 
tr.J^^'^1  "°^  ^"S'^'"  "he   niurmured,-and  a  little  con- 

t^««  .       *^****  "'•'"'^  *^^'  **f  »»^«  P««'We  rising  of 
tews—"  But  you  are  scarcely  tolerant  I " 

hoiid'l'^T  JS  '°''""'  °^  '^^  demoralisation  of  woman- 
hood 1  -he  said,  passionately-"!  cannot  look  on  with  an 

^K  .!.'".!"*'*'*  '^'^  '^'  ^>*^«/-/ be  the  saving  purity 
of  the  world,  deliberately  sinking  itself  by  its  own  free  wiS  Ind 
d^o.ce  mto  the  mire  of  the  vulg.rest  social  vice,  and  partlllg 
ZJ.T'^  redeeming  grace,  rnodesty  and  virtue  that  once 
made  it  sacred  and  beautiful !     I  am  quite  aware  that  there  are 

"*M  T7u°  "°'  """'^  ^"^^  °"'  ^"»  «^«n  encourage  this 
world-wide  debasement  of  women  in  order  to  bring  them  down 
on  a  par  with  themselves-but  I  am   not  one  of  these     I 

i?**L  :!'*'";«";*=»««»«  »<>  ^  womanly,  then  thesor;ows 
of  the  world,  already  heavy,  will  be  doubled  and  trebled ! 
When  men  come  to  be  ashamed  of  their  mothers-as  many  of 

generations  I  And  the  fact  that  there  are  many  women  of  title 
and  p«»t.on  like  your  guest.  Udy  Beaulyon.  who  deliberately 
drag  their  husbands'  honour  through  the  dust  and  publicly 
glory  in  their  own  disgrace,  does  not  make  their  crime  the 
less,  but  rather  the  more  criminal.  You  know  this  as  well 
as  I  do !  You  are  not  of  Udy  Beaulyon's  class  or  type- 
if  you  were,  I  should  not  waste  one  moment  of  my  timV  in 
your  presence  1"  '       ^  ^" 

She  gazed  at  him  speechlessly.  And  now  from  the  draw- 
ing-room came  the  sound  of  Cicely's  voice,  clear,  powerful,  and 
as  sweet  as  legends  tell  us  the  voices  of  the  angels  are- 

"Luna  fedel.  tu  chiama 

Col  raggio  ed  io  col  suon. 
La  fulgida  mia  dama 
Sul  gotico  venml' 
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.to  dinner  to  n,eet  >  our  LoX  &  I  .ho"uM  t** ''  '  ^""^ 
«n  the  w.y.  You  have  found  m7,^  'i  t^^^  '^^^  ""^^^ 
of  my  settled  habits  anH  r««^i-  *"  ^'^  "^^  •««  «nd 

•itogether.  It  is  n^rssibrrhr. '"«''  '"  '^oid^iety 
to  it  For  instance -^^ehni  tr  ^°  •^^°'»'««J«tc  him«jlf 
I  am  1-1  wish  I  hai  bLn  ml^  ''^'r^  "^^  «™^'*«d 
Had  even  seen  you^X  I  isTt'^  ''  ?"^  "^^^^  ' 
»  one  of  those  trifles  which  stick  in  r?  '  '  '  "'^"P*  "~^"*  '» 
the  mind  !"  "'**  '"  ^'  '  "^     '<^  .  -;■ .  -m  utter 

Around   them   the  air  seemeH    » 
pulsations  of  melody  as  Cicdy^^.'  '''''   '"^  <>'^^rf<^     to 

"Diro  che  sei  dS  -tnfe 

D'opale,  d'air..,  ,    i   , 
Diro  the  incanti  il  vei  lo,  * 
E  che  innamori  i  fior  J*' 
"You  have  seemed  to  me  surh  ««  .m    l 
hood !  "-he  went  on  dreamily  harSfv  "i  ^"**"^*^  ''°»«- 

were  carrying  him-"  T^  ^';et^^^ 

dear  old  house,  richly  endow^  1^  u^  "^•*'*"  «^  t»>i« 

of  the  noble  deid  !    Their  nr!?  h    V  '""'  "***^^'«»  '"«»orie. 
out  Of  your  eyes-or  11^;^  fancTed  -^"^^  ^'^'"^  ^'^  '-"^^^ 
•0  kind  and  gentle-you  h!ve  bee '  1:"~!^  ^°"  are  naturally 
the  vinage.-they  all  lovejou    2      f^^  !°  *^*  P'^P'*  '« 
of  you  ;-for  you  have  nl^  7  *'^^.^"  ''"^  ^«  »hink  well 
emotionally  syi,pathe  fc  t'lhlm'  T„d  'Z''^'''  ^'  -"  - 
have  appeared  so  pre  JLmly '  detat^'lV"  ^''"«^  ^°" 
tastes-so  maidenly  !-I  should  nrJu^  *'"'"'>'  '"  your 
the  Greek  Psyche  smokfng  as^ou , ''  '"''  "^^^^^^  *°  »- 

Jhe  took  a  swift  step  towards  him.  and  laid  her  hand  on  his 

"Can't  you  forget  it?"  she  said. 
He  looked   at   ha-      u 

trembled  a  little  "'  '^''  ""''^  ^^'^^'  ^d  her  lips 

"Forget  whit?  "he  asked  gently. 
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"That  I  smoked!" 
He  hesitated  a  second. 
"  I  will  try  ! " 

"You  see,''-went  on  Maryllia,  coaxingly-" we  shall  h«. 

thinking  of  ,ha,  cigare..e  rZlZ^,  ?"  ""'  '°  "^  '"^" 
p,^:r  "'"'     ^'"  """  "'"''  ™  "«  ""■  8-  -  insi„.„. 

"Of  course  when  you  conjure  up  .uch  an  awful  nictn™  ,. 
Psyche  ,mok,nft  I  k„o„  j„«  ,,ow  you  fed  aC.  if '  An^ 
her  eye,  sparkled  up  a.  him  with  an  arch  look  which  forZ 
ately  for  h,s  peace  of  mi„d,  his  own  eyes  did  no,  me^^  l-ln^' 

«  all  l/e  Psychic  be'litVoTt^L  ^  2\  '"^^^  ^^ 
-Ind  „f  F  ""^  '°  ^  ^""'P^^i  wilh  Psyche  anyhow ! 

-because  I  thought  I  ought  to  defend  mv  o^'""".^" ' 

Nearly,  very  nearly,  John  lose  his  head.     MarynLhrd  L,, 
<he  strongest  weapon  in  all  woman's  armoury -humMit         , 
he  went  down  before  it,  completely  ove,wheZ;d  andt^uTS 
A  sw,rl  of  emotion  swept  over  him,-his  biain  grewS  „h' 

ptuTdTd-thrsor'-^ '" ''"' " ''--  ^""x" 

f  ^d  t"^;  Xhano;:i--J-  leXtr ''"* 
.hen  pulling  himself  together  wi*  a  strong  effot  ^hk^:!^. 
hrni  well-nigh  tremble,  he  took  the  smaH  h^d  Th«  l^ 
white  confidence  on  his  arm,  and  raiT     to  hi,  it  il'!; 
grave,  courtly,  aImo«  cold  reverence.  ^         * 
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It  IS  you  to  forgive  m^,  Miss  Vancourt » »    h.  c  m 
•For  I  am  quite  aware  that  I  ^"  °""'  7»ie said,  unsteadily, 
etiquette  at 'your  taW^-l^^d  J^7'"\^  *  b^*^  of  socill 
considerable  liberty  in    peakL  mv        i""""  '   ^*^«   ^^^^^n 

John  smiled,  but  his  far^  «,«» 

"niggling  emotions-how  to^,  ?  u  P""""  »'  his  own 
.back  from  br«U,i„g  into  p^siZT  """T''"''  '">  '"^P  "•<="• 
*■*  childlike  air,  U  IS.  hl''*°','''-""''  •■"  ^*'"=>'- 

We  are  friends  again  now  »    .1, 
really  we  „„,  .^  Z  kee^w  1~       ''™'  °"-"  ^"^  ™">.- 

her  more  earnestly  and  tenderlv  «^?  V    u- '  "''"*  '""'i"*  « 
She  lat-ghed,  an'd  bfushed  a  [it^    '"'  """*''  *«'  """«  <"■ 
I  .don't  know  I  —it  mav  he  f »  lu 
twice  naffled  me  up  the  :^o„g  wayf  T       ''''^^  "^  ^°"'- 
very  angty  indeed,  when  you  c^irv  !,!      T^^f  ''^^'^  angry-oh, 
we  all  came  in  late  that  Su^^    "^^^ '*^"  «^"''<^^  because 
angiy  again "  ^'  Sunday.-and  to-night  I  was  very 

twofolLn^l^P'''  "•'  J°''"'  --ply-" And  it  takes 

' '""^t  go  now !  "-she  said-"  Won't  vn 
drawing-room  ?-just  to  hear  r;    ,  ^°"  *'°'"^  '"^o  the 

"Not  to-night"     hi  .  T^^  ''"«  ^'  ^^^  very  best?" 

me—"     "'"'*'  -'^^  ^^--^^^  quickly-"  If  you  wil,  excuse 

yo:i^7ike%oW"^  '"'"  "'  ^'^  ^""''^'^-"^  •'-w 
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JJJv"^  ""''^  ''''"''*  '*'"  ^^  ^'^  emphatically -"But 
then  I  m  qu.te  an  unsociable  person.  You  see  I've  lived 
alone  here  for  ten  years " 

~I  tl.'^."""?^  *°,f  °"  ''"'"«  ^'''"^  ^^^  ^"«»her  ten  years 
■-Isee  said  Maryllia-"  Well!  So  you  shall  I  I  promise 
1  won't  interfere ! "  H»uini5e 

He  looked  at  her  half  appealingly 
pauL.  ***""''    **'•"''     y^     understand." -he     said, -then 

"Oh  yes.  I  understand  perfectly!"  And  she  smiled 
^.antly.  "You  like  to  be  left  quite  to  yourself,  with  y^^ 
books  and  flower.,  and  the  bits  of  glass  for  the  r^se-wirlw 

window  ,f-„  ^'  '''  ""'''  '  "^"^^  ^^'P  y°"  -'^h  that  rose- 
wmdow  1    I  will  get  you  some  genuine  old  pieces-and  if  I 

vou•ll^L^''''^  ""Z  T''"""'  °^  '""**'«"^'  ^'"«  «^  <=rimson 
you  11  be  so  pleased  that  you'll  forget  all  about  that  cigarette- 
you  know  you  ^ill  1 "  ^'B^rcwe 

"Miss  Vancourt,"-he  began  earnestly-" if  you  will  only 
believe  that  it  is  because  I  think  so  highly  of  you__lLu2 

rmanThatT-::^l!l_T  ^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^«  ^  soci"e^ 

of 'Jilwr'''"  '^"  '^^'  """^  "^^'^^-"^  ^"'^*  '^  y°"  Poi»t 

''You  are  not  of  the  modern  world."-he  went  on,  slowly- 
Not  m  your  heart-not  in  your  real  tastes  and  sentiments  ;_ 

not  yet,  though  you  may  possibly  be  forced  to  become  one 

witn  it  after  your  marriage " 

sea^hi-^r  """   ""  ""  """   ■*""  '■"  ^"'"^  "^ 

"Soon  surely,— if  report  be  true  ! " 

"RwUy?    Well,  you  ought  to  know  whether  the  date  has 
been   fixed   yet."-she    said,    very   demurely-"  Becau^    o 
course  you'U  have  to  marry  me  ! " 

Sornething  swayed  and  rocked  in  John's  brain,  making  the 
ground  he  stood  upon  swerve  and  seem  unsteady.     A  wave 
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of  colour    flushed    his    bronzed    fac««  ..n  f«    »u 
of  his  grey-brown  hair      Vf      n  F  *°    ^''^    ""^   '^^^ 

critical  "I^LLTt  much  as  :1  L"'1\'  '''?  ^'^"^  P^^""y 
of  .  ball  of  wU^'r^hich^r  hi:  :  ^  ?"'"«  ^"' 
furry  paw.  Hurriedly  Te  lou^ht  n  h  ^"'^P'f^^^  ««  «"le 
to  say.  ^  ^^'^  '"  ^'^  ""'n*!  for  something 

"D^ y'^TnH'^f '  unde«tand,»-he  murmured, 
you  wTu Idn"  xpLt  m^  tT'^  "^"  !!''"  ^'^^'y-"  Surely 
your.orbyany^lyranl.'lJpT^^  '"  ^^  ^^-»^  ^"t 
do  P'lihirhl  ,^"^^^^>"'^   "dentally  commented-. So 

met  her  eyes^so  del  anTh        *  '"^  '''''     ^"^'"^  "P'  ^e 

Good  night,  Mr.  Walden  ! "  ^ 

"Good-night!"   he   said-    tK.,,        jj     , 
emotion  which  mastered  him    h         f"""^^  ^''^'^^'^^    »°   ^^e 
side-"  You  wiirfoSve  ^  'i  !  """"^^  ""'''  •^^''"^  ^**^P  *<>  her 
presently  with  kLd^^^^anTw  hX^ro".  ^  fdf  h^^  "^^ 
ways!-and  you  will  do  me  the^u'^r.        S^^°'^'^*''''°^^^ 

seemed  rude  to  vour  Z.Tf!  ^  ^°  ^''^''^  ^^at  if  I 

•uuc  lo  jour  guests,  as  you  sav  I  was  it  »,o,    n  ^ 
your  sake  ' hf^r  ii,=«    t   »u       ^  ^         ^'  "  ''^^  a'l  for 

L, .L:*tr.  he  I' LTir'"^"  "-""^ '^"-« 

"dalso,  because  I  fel -I  co„W  nT^I  VT  ''^''^■~ 
that  „o,hing  of  rindecorou    Z  °'  T'-""  "^f"' 

perienc  alone,  ™,g,„  defend  ;:!;'fl°  ,t  cotcHf"'  :^  "" 
vulgarity;— so -so ^r  «irf   tk^  «  contact  of  modem 

than  you  are.  G'od  help  me !"  ""    ^  *^  """^^  ^^ 
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J^n^  k'kT^'^'  ^''  *^""*  »"d  l^'^^ed  them  with  a 
^^rlT^J^VZolf'''  — ^— en  t^L^ 

witfa  :u"l„t  in^V^'  ^-' J-^"n«  a  little,  but 
beautiful.  She  was  ^le  o  Z  7"  ''k  '  T^'  ''''"'  ^^^^^^ 
he  had  kissed.  Jere  Zml  I  L"  'T^"'  h^"ds.-the  hands 
she  could  no  Ille  Z2.H  ^"^f  "'y* '^'^  »"  ''»P"l«e  which 

or  the  pictureX  rto  ItnlHe^^T^  °" 
oaken  door  stood  onen  t«  ♦»,  wnere,— as  the  great 

the  -„e  flow^^aSed  .t^oTr  T  *I"'~*'  """'  »- 
lik.     Jished  silver  in  ,h!-  .^  ."  ^"'''"' ""«•  8l=™ing 

wa!de„  w^"™;;!:  ^'^^^r  r^ii^- f 4^^^^^^^^^  ^°i 

saw  him  all  at  once  nau-sp  nLr  ^k      Ij  matched  him,  and 

roses  that  grew  around  it.  He  took  off  hLh  "^'^^""S  "h'le 
hand  over  his  bro»s  with  an  afr  „T/p  .  "  "^  "^"^  ^'^ 
moonlight  fell  full  on  Z  "l.  ''"""'"  ""''  '""'s-e.-the 

3he  dtew  he^df  and   h,'r  *"">"'»"  °f  !•»  feature^-and 

«.edeep,Lr!„r*e';r.Ti«ri.e'r„i?  ri'^f  »'° 

of  her,  and  perhaps.-so'seeingtr,  r:,!"!!"  ^"^^  '  «'""'- 
•remt  oftrZLXueh  h    ""Kr"^""-  "'*  "  '■'«= 

deH.ous;-..r™rvatt::tt:Vhr.^°'-^^^ 
Of  the  drawingtr^eV:  „vr;xuoro;crf.  "■"" 

fresh  vo  ce.     She  was  <!inai»„  ^lorations  of  Cicely's  pure 

some  words   ff    uZn  TdTe^^eT's  X'^^^^^^^^^^ 
having  any  cUm  to  particulLl^dc  «t^^^^^  T"'^^"^ 

distinct  and  perfect  enunciation^  ^    '^'"**  '^""^^  *"»> 

"ci.'!!''^,™'*'  °"  *  y°""8^  rose-tree 
Shed  all  ,ts  crimson  blood  for  me. 
Drop  by  drop  on  the  dewy  jfrass 
Its  petals  fell,  and  its  life  did  pa^s  - 

OhlrttUrosc  on  the  young  rositret. 

Why  did  you  shed  your  biood  for  wf 
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A  nightingale  in  a  tall  pine-tree, 
Broke  ,ts  heart  in  a  song  for  mk 
Singmg,  with  moonbeams  around  it  spread 
It  fluttered   and  fell  at  my  threshold,  dead '- 

Why  dtdyou  break  your  heart  for  nuf 

ri!T'  °i  '*''''^''  ^""^^  «"d  free, 
Challenged  the  world  to  a  fight  for  me 
But  I  scorn'd  his  love  in  a  fooIi^^^pHde 
And,  sword  m  hand,  he  fighting  die'd      ' 
^  W  0/  ladies,  bold  and  free, 
iVhy  dtdyou  lose  your  life  for  mcf  « 

And  again,  with  plaintive  insistence  the  !..»  »      r 
rq>eated.  ringing  out  on   the  ^I^'ToT^"'"'''''' 
night—  ^  scnincob  of  the  summer 

H  hy  dtdyou  lose  your  life  for  mef 

ally  after  rt,e  re.i ring  fo~  i  .  ^  k'"  «"'"«  •»">'"'"^- 

Romeo !    Let  me  Z.^^^  .         ^"'"''at  elderly  clerical 

coun.r,  parson,    I,  i,  quite "onhTTyo;;^*'  """''«'  »'  » 
And  turnmg,  she  confronted  Lord  Roxmouth. 


II 


CHAPTER  XXIV 


FOR  a  moment  they  looked  at  each  other.    The  smile 
on  Koxmouth's  face  widened 
"Come,    come,   Maryllia!"    he   said,    easily— « Don't    be 
toolish !    The  airs  of  a  tragedy  queen  do  not  suit  you.     I 
assure  you   I  haven't   the  least  objection   to  your  amusing 
yourself  with  a  parson,  if  you  like!    The  conversation  in  the 
picture-gallenr  jttst  now  was  quite  idyllic-all  about  a  cigarette 
and  Psyche!     Really  it  was   most  absurd  !-and   the   little 
sermon  of  the  enamoured  clergyman  to  his  i>retty  penitent  was 
as  umque  as  it  was  priggish.     I'm  sure  you  must  have  been 
vastly  enterta  ned !    And  the  final  allusion  he  made  to  his  age 
— Z^/- was  a    nasterstroke  of  pathos !-or  bathos?    Which? 
Du  sublime  au  ridicule  il  n'y'a  qu'un  pas,  Madame ! " 
Her  eyes  wer«>  fixed  unswervingly  upon  him. 
"Soyouliste     i  !"  she  said. 

"  Naturally  1     Me  always  listens  to  a  comedy  if  it  is  played 
well.    Ive  been    istening  all  the  evening.    I've  listened  to 
your  waif  and  stray,  Cicely  Bourne,  and  am  perfectly  willing 
to  admit  that  she  is  worth   the  training  you  are  giving  her 
Ifs  the  first   time   I've  heard   her  sing   to  advantage.     I've 
listened  to  Eva  Beaulyon's  involved  explanation  of  a  perfectly 
unxrorkable  scheme  for  the  education  of  country  yokels  (who 
never  do  anything  with  education  when  they  get  it),  on  which 
she  IS  going  to  extract   twenty  thousand  pounds   for  herself 
from   the  pockets    of    her    newest   millionaire-victim.    •  I've 
listened    to    the    Bludlip    Courtenay    woman's    enthusiastic 
descnption  of  a  new  specific  for  the  eradication  of  wrinkles 
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getting  tired  of  these  thL   I^tmTT'    ^    '^''"^«-    ^nd, 
gaJIeiy.  and  hearing  you    deliLtf^        '^T*^  ^^'^  P'«"^ 

"wXL^:"tof^  "^^"" ''-'" ' 

began  to  moveT^Sy.'"  j^^^""^^  ^  *""^^  '^^  »»'-  -"d 
her  sleeve.  ^     "*  •^*'*^*^*^  0"t  a  hand  and  caught 

notwithstanding  the  ^^oT-.s^'^keT^^^^  May'l^! 

She  said  nothing.    Dmwing  a  lea  her  ««.  r       u- 
he  took  a  cigar  out  and  lit  it  ^  ^"*°  '''»  Pocket, 

talk  comfortably  without  p2l^2l  °'r"  "*^°  ^  "-^^ 
one  of  that  sort.  Don't  £^75?  rt '"J^"^*^" ''^^J**-  I'm 
Marc  Antony.  Be  .^^U,Vt  >''''"  '^^"^^  "^ 
plain  matter-of-fact  words  to  you—."^  ^  ''""'  '°  "^^  *  fe'' 

-:  llXriistr^.-  -^^^^^'  P'e-/'^he  replied 

the  pTtL^^h  thTi'  yo7;:a  r  ^'^^^'^"^^^-^  ^^ 

discursiveness.     What  a  sui^rb  n.^.  *'  P*"°"»  «««<'«1 

he  portal  out  on  the  old  &S  onesff  ;h     "'  '''''^^  '^^^ 

just  one  tun,  with  me.  ManJS  ' "  '°"''^*«*-     "Take 

Quietly,  and   with  an  air  ofmW 
him,   and   walked   slowly  at    h.r/°'"P°'"''*^  '^^  <^n»e  to 
«>vertly,  yet  criticaSy  ^"  *'^'-      ««  looked  at  her 

"I  wont  make  love  to  vou  ^    k.      -^ 


?r 


xm^s^m 


450 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


put  a  case  before  you  and  ask   for  your  opinion !    Have  I 
your  permission?" 

She  bent  her  head  slightly.  Her  throat  was  dry,— her 
heart  was  beating  painfully,— she  knew  Roxmouth's  crafty 
and  treacherous  nature,  and  her  whole  soul  sickened  as  she 
realised  that  now  he  could,  if  he  chose,  drag  the  name  of 
John  Walden  through  a  mire  of  social  mud,  and  hold  it  up 
to  ridicule  among  his  own  particular  'set,'  who  would  certainly 
lose  no  time  in  blackening  it  with  their  ever-ready  tar-brush. 
And  it  was  all  through  her— all  through  her !  How  would  she 
ever  forgive  herself  if  his  austere  and  honourable  reputation 
were  touched  in  ever  so  slight  a  degree  by  a  breath  of 
scandal?  Unconsciously,  she  clasped  her  little  hands  and 
wrung  them  hard— Roxmouth  saw  the  action,  and  quickly 
fathomed  the  inward  suffering  it  indicated. 

"You  know   my  dearest  ambition,"— he  went  on,— "and 
I  need  not  emphasise  it     It  is  to  call  you  my  wife.     If  you 
consent  to  marry  me,  you  take  at  once  a  high  position  in  the 
society  to  which   you   naturally  belong.     But  you  tell  me  I 
am  detestable  to  you— and  that  you  would  rather  die  than 
accept  me  as  a  husband.     I  confess  I  do  not  understand  your 
attitude,— and,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so,  I  hardly  think 
you  understand  it  yourself.     You  are  in  a  state  of  uncertainty- 
most  women  live  always  in  that  state;— and  your  vacillating 
soul  like  a  bewildered   butterfly— you  see   I  am  copying  the 
clerical  example  by  dropping  into  poetry!— and  a  butterfly, 
not  a  cigarette,  is  I  believe  the  correct  emblem  of  Psyche,—" 
here  he  took  a  whiff  at  his  cigar,  and  smiled  pleasantly— "  your 
soul,   I   repeat,   like  a  bewildered   butterfly,  has  lighted  by 
chance  on  a  full-flowering  parson.     The  fight— the  pause  on 
that   maturely-grown  blossom  of  piety,  is  pardonable,— but  I 
cannot  contemplate   with  pleasure   the    idea  of  your    com- 
promising your  name  with  that  of  this  sentimental  middle-aged 
mdividual  who,  though  he  may  be  an  excellent  Churchman, 
would  make  rather  a  grotesque  lover!" 

She  remained  silent.     Glancing  sideways  at  her,  he  wondered 
whether  it  was  the  moonlight  that  made  her  look  so  set  and  pale 
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Here  .m  ,.^„^,,,  to  n^L^'T:!  V*  ^°  '^ '"^^^^ 
growing  younger-and  delay  seems  Ll^u  T  T'^'''  ^^  "« 
am  worth  in  the  world-mysSf  1  ^.°^' '  y°"  *"  ^ 

Vouhave  refused  me  a  score  oViTl"""!,?^  '"^  P°«^'°"' 
aged-you  refuse  me  still   anHT  '  ^""^  '  '*"'  "°*  d'*«>ur- 

whyj  Iamnotrfo:mVo^^d.^ie"°\r:d•  '"  '  "''^ 
you  happy.  A  woman  is  best  when  ^h.  k  **  • ''^  '°  '"^''« 
way,-~I  would  let  you  have  vourT  v  ""  '""'"'>'  ^''  °^» 
ollow  your  own  whiL  and  LprTce,  IZi^T  "^  ''"  ^« 
lawful  heirs,  I   should  ask  no  Z!      ,'     "^^"^  ^O"  gave  me 

n;^- ought  to  ask  mo^e  of  any  reason. bL''"     ''^  "^°"*^'« 

be  made  very  enjoyable  to  n^  k  ?u     ^^  '*'°'"*"-     Life  could 

on  eitherside'.    il^ol'lZ^r^^^^^^  ^^ -^  -se 

hope,  would  you.    We  under«,„.r    J      .        ""''^^  ""'^  '»  I 

convenience,'    ThSro  \1,rr^7"  """^  Wr«:i..e iu 

rn^r"--«'~^^^^^ 

your  desi«°"/tve  t  m"""«  ^"^  °'  "'=■     ^«".  you  IZ 

.  "  VoXe-J^lr^u  tXr,"  'r'-'- 
piecemeal  sort  of  love   then  fnr  t  l  """^^  '^  «  very 

to  whom  you  have  JII!:"^1:\L\T  ''  ''^'  '^^  --« 
He  was  in  nowise  disconcerted. 
Only    five!"  he  murmured   lazilv— "wu 
twenty?    The  more  the  merrier-Wn        ^^^    "°'    ^*"~or 
of  conquests  they  have  n'vrmade  °     "^   1''' '"  ^"«^'"« 
Lying  comes  so  naturally  to  hel,'  L  j^f  "^'  "^^^  ""^^ 
be  a  sarnt,-!  daresay  I  have  saiT  'I  fnv  ."°'  P'°^"^^  to 

-men  in  a  certain  fashion""ut  nJr«T^^°  '  '""'^^ 
When  I  say  it  to  ypu.  I  mean  it."  *^   ^   «»/  "  to  you. 

Mean  what? "she  asked. 
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"  Love." 

She  .topped  in  her  walk  and  faced  him. 

When  a  man  loves  a  woman-really  loves  her  "-she  M^iJL 
"Does  he  persecute  her?  Do^  J^ '^  "«•,  — she  safd, 
society?    n«L  u    .  ^*   "®   compromise   her   in 

SI  whi^r  h'    '^  '^  •'"**'"^  ^"  -"O"*  her  friends^ 

Knows  It  IS  he  himself  that  is  running  after  her  money  ?  iw. 
he  make  her  fe  a  miserv  to  h«.  o«j  i  T  ™°"^'  *^o«« 
.h«..  no.  even  i*  h  "^^i  hou«T  ^^T ."'^r"- 

•nd  interrogate  tervants  •>  t„T..  "  ''""• 

.uop.herpi,.H':r,Xit;trp:::r  M^.^^r  •» 

"Why,  of  course  not!"  he  reolied— "But  «rK«  j       .u 
*^L-f'    -   --   -e  "  -re.XT;- 

£e^::s';ertt^.— -;^tr^:s 

that  I  ha.-,  given  up  every  chance  I  ever  had  of  bein7«^ 

TwouiST'Tk  ""!,.'  "'!"  "^^^'  ^  *  "^»^  woman -and' tS^^ 
I  would  far  rather  die  a  beggar  than  be  your  wife,  ^l  vou  m^l 
understand  me?- will  you  not  leave  me  aloneT"  ^       °* 

He  looked  at  her  with  quizzical  amusement 
Do  you  really  want  to  be  left  alone  ?  "  he  asked-"  Or  in  a 
'  sohtude  k  deux  '-with  the  parson  ?  "  "  * 

She  was  silent,  though  her  silence  cost  her  an  effort  But 
woumI: 't^Jf'^r  '""'  "^^^  ^'^^  "'«*'^  -y  conc^n^ln; Walden 
was  waiting  for  her  to  burst  out  with  some  indignant  denial  of 
h«  suggestions-something  tra^  he  might  twist  flS^tum  iThb 

anTes    the  ^^^^^""''"""''^  ^°^'»^«  and  her  aTquain" 
ances.    She  cared  nothing  for  herself  but  she  was  fiiU  of 

dread  lest  Walden's  name  should  be  bandied  up  «ddo^ 

on  the  scurrilous  tongues  of  that  'upper  class'  throng  wlT 

because  they  spend  their  Uves  in  notld^  nobler  tT^Uti^ 
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hu  eye..  *    '    ""«  «•  •  hard  cold  gleem  in 

4'l^""^„;if:«;'°7  for  *.  »ci..,  p,.^,-  ,. 
•™g«d  tte  brilli.«y"°;,^,<^r  "^."'"F  Maryili.  v.„c„„„ 
»■*  u.  elderly  count,,  cfcl^"   '*  **"  '  *<'•»'  of  low 

•taued-"!,..  ,  .to,y\h.,in°  !""•"/'"■'"•"•.  'Ken  con- 
»m  concemed-if_"  h!k  l  2  ^  *"  '"W  «o  ft,  „  r 
«  *.  end  Of  hi.  dg"  '"Thf  r"  |«k«i  ".ediutively 
fortunately  1"  *  "'"  "  "l*"^  an   'if'-u.; 

Maiyllia  imiled  coldly 

"  Vou  have  «.id  «  befo^J    '^  "T"  *^  f"'  -Hfe.- 

She  looked  at  him  .tewiil,.  " 

"Shall  I  teU  you?" 

"Do  I    I. hall  appreciate  the  SiTOur  I  • 
clo!"ed'h:°;r  "'  ''•""'^    ^  *-«  Pato  "d  «,„„, 
.Wy."  ''°'""  ■""*"  •  ■?««  "y  Choice  r_.He  «ud  a.  last, 

7or.r-'^;;rtr---o»,de.. 

understand  you  I"  *^  "   ^  *™   too  dull  to 

"You  understand  me  well  enoueh-^-ch. 
>f  you  wish  it,  I  will  speak  morepS     I  d   'Hf-"^"* 

Most  women  do ! "  he  intem.nl. J'k  "^  °^  ^°^e -» 

am  sure  you  dream  cha'mindy     '«„?  ff  '  ''""^'^--And  I 
part  of  the  romanUc  visio^J"  *  nuddle-aged  parson 


If 


'-^r.  Tit^i*"' 


■  '"'^'•''-  '■•"-" 


.•:'?5i;w^^™ 


MICROCOPY   RESOIUTION   TEST  CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


IB 
U 

ttbu 


1^ 
la? 

1 4.0 


1 2.5 

W 
1.8 


^    /APPLIED  IIVMGE 


Inc 


1653  Eost  Main  Street 

Roctiesfer,   New  York        U609      USA 

(716)  482  -  0300  -  Pt,one 

(716)   288-5989  -  Fo« 


I 


454 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


1 1 


r 


She  paid  no  heed  to  this  sarcasm.     She  had  moved  a  nace 

^oi^errc  t"'-^"-7-  —---  - 

gu  luveiess  all  my  days— is  an  honest  love.— loval    trnP  an^ 
ZuTr  "'?'"-''"«'Pol»led  Roxmou>h,  blandly 

re,p:Ti -o^d^^r  -  '^' "'  -  -i^" -s"x 

"  What  do  you  know  of  the  low  haunts  of  Pari.:  ?  »  Ko         •  ^ 
with  a  cold  laueh— '« I^  T  nn.c  n-  f  "®  queried 

^^      i-oiQ  laugn—    Is  Louis  Gigue  your  mformant?" 

rffiS;,  ° '  '"'  ""'  ^'"^^'  "■^"'    ^°"  «»  -'  interest^ 
She  moved  towards  the  house.    He  followed  her 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


*r  r'"  -i  •<-  one  ,hi„«-.,„  ,„„  „^  ^,„,  ^^  ____  J" 

She  looked   back  at  h;r» 
gleamed  in  the  n,oo„ th^^/;",''-  .fo^Wer.     Her  eyos 
mouth.  "    '    ^  f"'"'   smile  curved  her  pretty 

-  r  ^:'ii:;Z;:';:^,:---  ^  than  ^ou  are  to  ta.e 

.  ^Vith  an  angry  excllt tS^^^Z:  r^' !' ' 
c«gar,-it  fell  into  a  harmless  h^H    7^       ''^  ^^"^  ^^"^  ^^  his 
the  sweet  blossom,  burning  redlv  in  .h""^"""'""  ""^  ''^'^^ 
eye.    And  then  he  caught  L'lndV^  ^''?  "'^  '  ^'-'^-d 
as  in  a  vice.  ^  ''^"'^  ^™'y  and  held  it  grasped 

"  Vou  insult  me  '"  h^  cn.-^i  *l-  , , 
'^•'  Vou  talk  as  a  child  talks'  *''  V"^"'  '  ^^^"  "°^  fo-'get 
are  a  woman  of  the  world  vrK^"^*"  ^°"  ^''^  "«  ^^ild  !  You 
experience-andyou7nlt~;'e"  T  ^--"^^-you  have  had 
the  sentimental  'love'  you  Tpeak  of  '''  ^'''''''>'  ^'^^^^  '^at 
poems  and  story-books-you  know  fh'f  """^^"^^  ^^^^P^ '" 
would  tie  himself  to  one  womnn  .  "°  '""^   '"^^  ^^'^^ 

that  his  heirs  shall  be  law^u  ,y  bor""  v"  '''  '''"'  '^'"-^ 
tnaid  in  her  teens,  that  you  sho..M   ?         "  ^'^  "°  ^^""k.ng 
the  truth  of  the  posit  Irani  •  t  The  "'  "'"'  °^  ''"^'^  ^' 
your  part  to  talk  about  ''loVZit%      '"'  '^'^^^^•°"  °" 
perfectly  aware  that  it  cannolla  t  "fv  ^  ""''''  '°'"  ^^^  ^^- 
'"oon.     The  natural  state  of  man  L  .7     "^  °'''  '^"  '^°"^y- 
are  the  same  as  Turks  or  Hottentr'^'T"'-     Englishmen 
for  the  .uving  grace  o    hypfcrL  Ih    ^^-'^u  '''^''''  '^^^P^ 
European  civilisation.     IfTwIe  noJ f     T  '^"  '^'''  P'°P  ^^ 
all  be  savages  as  utterly  JdTn^  T  ^  ^^P^'^'^^'  ^^  should 
Vou  know  In  this  as  wen  as  I  ^7''"']'  ''  '"  P^'^-'^al  days ! 
the  impossible,  while  an  the  tmT  vo  ^'"'/^V^'^"  ^° '^"''•e 
country  parson  !     But  I'  1  ZV         ^      ^^^^  ^^^  ^oJ  ^ith  a 

I  Willi    You  scorn  1  L  tv  '""  '''  '"  '^'^  "-^- 
leper "  ^^  ^"^  '"y  name-you  call  me  a  social 

clasp-"  rndwh'iVLr'LT'^'"^  ^'^  '^^"^  ^^^"^  his 

Who  are  your  associateTrMen  who  V'  T  •^'^^  «^°^>' '"  '' ' 

Alen  Hho  are  physically  or  morally 
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degenerate-women  who,  so  long  as  their  appetites  are  satisfied 

•  e't'"wto"'r"'   J°;;  ^'^^^^^  Pat-nToarer"  nttlt' 
et    who  produce   books  unfit  to   be  read  by  any  decern 
human  bemg._you  work  your  way.  by  means  of  yo^title  and 
posmon  through  society,  contaminating  everything  you  ouSl 
You  contammate  mc  by  associating  my  name  with  voC  Til 
my  aunt  helps  you  in  the  wicked  sVme  f    I^meTe^';;'^' 
own  home-to  the  house  where  my  father  died-thinkbg  th"! 
perhaps  here  at  least  I  should  find  peace."-and  her  vd^ 
shooK  as  wuh  tears-"  that  here,  at  leiTt.  the  old  waHs  2^ 
give  me  shelter  and  protection  !-but  even  here  you  Lowed 
me  with  your  paid  spy.  Marius  Longford-and  I  have  found 
myself  sun:ounded  by  your  base  tools  almost  despt  mS 
But  even  if  you  try  to  hound  me  into  my  grave.  I  wiirrteve 
yT^wSr'    '  "°^'  "^'"  ^'  ^  hundred^fmes'o'veTll^^^ 

^^^\^T^  ^"1^^^  *  ^'^  '^^'  a"d  he  suddenly  made  as 
though  he  would  seize  her  in  his  arms.    She  retreated ^wL 

"It  wm  be  the        '"'/'  '''  ^^'^'  •"  ^  ^°^'  «^-ned  voicL 
It  will  be  the  worse  for  you  if  you  do ' " 

"The  worse  for  me-or  for^^«?"  he  muttered  fiercely - 

'' BahT' You'  '"  "T^""'  '^  *^""^  ^*«  -  ang^Iaugh. 
Bah!    You  are  nothing  but  a  woman!    You   flW  asfde 

tTr\  ^'J?  ""^  P'"^  ^°^  '^hat  you  have  not!    The  o^d 
old  story !    The  eternal  feminine » "  "' '     a  ne  old, 

She  made  no  reply,  but  moved  on  towards  the  house. 
Quel  luvissement  de  la  lune!"  exclaimed  a  deep  Ruttural 
vo  ce  at  this  juncture,  and  Louis  Gigue  came  orfrfm  th^ 

splendTur'S'thf  ^'^  "^T"'  °^'^"  ^^'  -*-"»>"   uU 
spienaour    ot    the    moonlight— "  Et  la    h*»iiA   -ks^a       •    ,, 

ordinarement  en  AngWerre  !    Oui-od  !!!c'esrio^^? 
He  turned  his  shrewd  old  face  up  «,  fte  sky!  and  blinked 
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his  hostess  and  her  objSt  w  tTreST^T 
moment,   and  he   knew   \t      p«     ""^r  precisely  at  the  right 

Gigue,   who  cheerfully  accepted    it     ThlT  u     v        ^  *° 

her  He.^  Scltnt  ;:rt;:2„r' '°  ^"'-  '"-^ 

"Mr.  Longford  '' •ioin.Zl'tt.l^^X:^ ^:^'-'y- 

=.oS;  '^":^in,o%rt„sf"'^;Var^  r--  "•" 

walk  up  and  down   the  cour^lrrt    f  u        ^    '^■'    '" 

talking  "Volubly  Tnc  1."^"^^ 0^^?"^''^^"" 
Bourne,  and  the  triumph  *she  would  m^^  t^fl"^^  ^.cely 

hence  a.  a  'prima  donna  assoluta.'  Tl^tT Zn  H? 
ever  was  in  her  palmiest  davs  -J^  d  ,  "  ^"" 

compelled,  out  !f  S,  T'^^  1       T."""  ™  P"''"" 
to  liste,,  to  him  With  sTmr'shronn^rLT''"'  ''''^'- 
L>o  you  think  an  artistic  carcw  a  ««^^  *u- 

ttt:^ior-"^'" '»-  - -- t^vi-r/u: 

I'Amour!"  he  renlied     "vr,  ."^^  ^"""^    chose- 

mieu,  qu.u„'"m:S^:tco'^:rc"e  """'  ''"""-''^"  =■«' 

.oif.:::u;.tdta"s:^tSsut;:r  "="""="""«■'•  ^'-^o 

whl'SU^-Srta^^Lru^^^^^^^^^ 

ally  woven  •  real  hair '  eyebrows  and  dS?k    \        '  ^'■^''^'^- 

the  nigh,  Udy  Beau./on.  arr^y^ C ^^11:^^;-^ 
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of  lace  and  pale  blue  satin,  which  would  have  been  called 

cnVe  into  T  ''  "°'"''  '^  '^^^"^  ^^  ^-"'-"  --t?  -1 
came  into  her  room  with  dejection  visibly  written  on  her 
photographically  valuable  features 

« It's  all  over,  Pipkin  !  "  she  said,  with  a  sigh,-Pipkin  was 
the  poetic  pet-name  by  which  the  '  beauty '  of  the  nrr 
paragraph.st  addressed  her  Ever-Youthful  frLd^"Vsh    ,' 

her  tl  do  ?h.t  sh"  H      """  "'  ^'"'"'y  ''  P°"'^"^^-^  -'" -»ow 
her  to  do  that  she  does  not  intend  to  know  either  you  or  me 

any  more  after  we  have  left  here-and  you  know  .^Ve  off 

chlT  "•    u"  '°r°"*'"  ^"^^  '^^  acquaintance.     That  giri's 

cheek     ,s   beyond   words!     One   would  think   she  was  1 

empress    mstead  of  being  a  little  bounder  with  on  y  an  o  d 

Man.  r-house  and  certainly  not  more  than   two  thousand  a 

year  in  her  own  right ! "  "luusana  a 

'Pipkin 'stared.     That  she  was  destitute  of  eyebrows  save 

L\r.  T'u'  '"^^'^^  "'^^^^  ^y^b--  shouW  have  bee" 

h  '  tisi  rtabr^'"^  ^T  ''''  ^'^^  ^^^"^  dishevelled  on 
her  dressmg-table,  were  facts  entirely  lost  sight  of  in  the 
stupefaction  of  the  moment.  6      "»   m  me 

"Maryllia  Vancourt  does  not  intend  to  know  U:  » "  she 
ejaculated.-."  Nonsense,  Eva!    The  girl  must  be  mad  i " 
Mad  or  sane,  that's  what  she  says  "—and  Fvr,  R.    t 
turned  away  from  the  spectacle  of  heT^semilld  an'd  ^y'b  ^ 

puhion-'rd"?  '  ^^^^'"   °^  '^''^^  irritation 'and  re- 
pulsion-  She  declares  we  are  in  the  pay  of  her  aunt  and 

i^lfTr'-     S°-^--.-o-orles;!     And  what  do"  s 

matter !     Money  must   be  had-and  whatever  way  there 

IS  of  getting  It  should  be  taken.     I  laughed  at  her  and  tnM 

fla^rrmir^-  ^'"  'r^"''  '^  ^thtg^or^^nt^^^^^^ 
flatter  a  millionaire  one  day  and  cut  him  the  next,  if  I  could 
get  cheques  for  doing  both.  How  in  the  worli  should  I 
get  on  without  money ?-or  you  either?  But  she  is  an 
mcorngjble  little  idiot-talks  about  honour  and  principle 
exactly  like  some  medieval  story-book.  She  declares  she  fm 
never  speak  to  either  of  us  again  afte^  .e've  gonf  Iw^^^ 
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to-morrow.     Of  course  we    can  ,.,   i 

="d  turn  the  ubies  up„„  ^"C"^."^'"^  *-  position 

I^dy  Beaulyon  nodded  ""'  '"'°'"='" 

'K;Hn'tol:eS°™r  "^.■■"■'-"^  added. 

rora^o^en,.    ^he^  fsuTdt'M^  T'/"™-"  •"--<' 
hands.  suaamly  hughed  and  clapped  her 

enouIhVus.'^L'fterJniT-;'''^''"'''    """^   good 
Don't  you  see?"  '"  """  P^y  for  /to  information  . 

'^D''o„?'""'r  ''"""'  •>"  "ead. 
Uon  t  you  ?     Well   u•a^^  fill 

'Pf  in'  took  up  her  fir;    hi"  f  h'".'  -^^  *— '"-and 
spoke-"  We   can   do  wonder  .  °°^  ''  ^^"^'y-  ^^  she 

AndtilUre,,,,,,,,    7^-s    won^^^^^^  I   tell  you.   Eva! 

good  friends  and  all   that  sort  of  .    ^'''  "'  ^"  ^^"'-go  off 
we've  enjoyed  ourselves-hank  her  n^T^f'"  '^^  '°^"^^h 
away  we'll  tell  Mrs.  Fred  all  .hn?T["'^'^'-^"^  then  once 
her  to  do  as  she  likes  wifh  ^^7  .^    "  ''^''^^"'  ^"^  ^eave 
enough  !     If  Maryllia  haT  anv  .    ^^^^     "^^^^  ^'"  ^e  quile 

she'll  do  anything 'to  sav;^";aTe'"\"'>  '°^  ^^^  -«" 
saving  her  own  > "  "^'"^  '^  ^he  doesn't  care  about 

*  Oh,  I  see  now ' "  and  r  ^    t> 

with  a  gleam  of  malice-"  Yes     r"'^°"''  "^^^  sparkled  up 
'  Pipkin '  danced  about  the~^L^        ""^erstand  ! "  ^ 

undressed  for  the  nightand  shred   "  ^^^'^he  was  half 
old  legs  under  an  exceedingly  sho'vn  ^'"  ^^^^^^^^ingly  thin 

"  Maryllia  Vancourt  and  1  ^  ""^  Petticoat. 

"The  whole  t,in,T Z'^JZ^:!  P--  •'"  ^he  exclaimed, 
your  beauty  sleep  or  you'll  havTeUr  I"  '"  ^'''  ^^^  '     ^eJ 

inir !:''',  •' ..  ^-^-gh,  dear:::;  'iiziir  r"^'- 

soon  find  excellent  reasons 
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With  a  shrill  little  laugh,  the  lady  kissed  her  dear  friend 
affectionately-and  if  the  caress  was  not  returned  with  vTry 
great  fervour.  ,t  may  be  presumed  that  this  coldness  was  due 

ZL  F      ""^7,^  V'"^'''''^^"  "'"^^^  ^y  '^^  "'ght  'toilette' 
of  the  Ever-Youthful  one.  than  anything  else.    Anyway  the 

wo  social  schemers  parted  on  the  most  cordial  terms,  and 
retired  to  their  several  couches  with  an  edifying  sense  of  virtue 
pervading  them  both  morally  and  physically 

And  while  they  and  others  in  the  Manor  were  sleeping. 
Marylha  lay  broad  awake,  watching  the  moonbeams  creepfng 
about  her  room  hke  thin  silver  threads,  interlacing  every  object 
TolT^  °?t  '"'"^-— d  listening  to'the  s7ow  tick- 
tock  of  the  rusty  timepiece  m  the  courtyard  which  said,  'Give 
all-take  nothing-give-all-take-no-thing !  '-wi«^  such 
steady  and  monotonous  persistence.  She  was  sad  yet  happy  _ 
perplexed,  yet  peaceful  ;-she  had  decided  on  her  own  coLe 

vLaS^n^n"?  "''•''"'  ^°""'  '"^°^^^^  '°^^  --"ed'ate 

rJl     .»,        '"^^"^^"•ence  to  herself,  she  was  satisfied  that 
It  was  the  only  one  possible  to  adopt  under  the  irritating 

^TT::  u'  ".''''  ^'^  "^  '^'"'"^^  '"  ^d  surround^' 
.iah^nf  °''  '"^""y^"^  concerned."-she  said,  with  a 

sigh-  Of  course  it  upsets  all  my  plans  and  spoils  my  whole 
summer.-but  It  is  the  only  thing  to  do-the  wisest  and  safest 
both  for-for  Mr.  Walden-and  for  me.  I  should  be  a  ve^ 
poor  friend  if  I  could  not  sacrifice  myself  and  my  own  pleasur^ 
to  save  him  from  possible  annoyance,-and  though  it  L  little 
hard-ye|  .-It  is  hard  !-it  can't  be  helped,  and  I  must  go 
through  wi  hit  'Home,  Home,  sweet  Home!'  Yes-dear 
o  d  Home  !_you  shall  not  be  darkened  by  a  shadow  of  deceit 
or  treachery  if /can  prevent  it  .'-and  for  the  present,  my  wav 
IS  the  only  way  1 »  ^  '     ^  ^^^ 

One  or  two  teai^  glittered  on  her  long  lashes  when  she  at 
last  fell  mto  a  light  slumber,  and  the  old  pendulum's  rusty 
voice  croaking  out:  'Give  all-take  no-thing'  echoed 
hoarsely  through  her  dreams  like  a  harsh  command  which  it 
was  more  or  less  difficult  to  obey.  But  life,  as  we  all  know,  is 
not  made  up  of  great  events  so  much  as  of  irritating  trifles,- 
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^^:^i:':j^rij:'r:'''^' '''-'  ^^■•^^'  — 

everything  out  of  gear  and  Lt';""'   '°'"^^''"^^   ''  '«  P"t 
there  should  be  n::^n7lZto'lt  "'  T'"'""  ^^- 
that  Sir  Morton  Pippitt  should  hi!' k  ^'  T  '^^  ""^'^'^  trifle 
guests,'  including  Mari^  °Long^'^'r  ^  ''V.'''"^"-^'^^ 
church-and  also  have  taken  hfrl  7'         T  J°^"   Maiden's 
home;_it  was  equall'    r^in^  ^Z    °  "T  .^"'^"'^  '"  ^'^  «-" 
knightly  Bone-Melter's  acZntani'"f 'f:. ''"P'^^'"^  °"  ^^e 
i-nport  Lord  Roxmou  h  So  1  nJ  ^^^^  ^  ''''"  '^°''"  '° 
convenient  precincts  of  Bads.tth  h'  ,       '°''  ''""^^  ^^« 
Maryllia  should  have  actuanV  h  i       ?     '~~"  ^^'^  *  ^^^e  that 
women  who  had  forme  ;l'te;^^^^^^^^^^  "  ^'^^  ^ '  ^-^h  of  two 
and  whose  hospitality  she  was Tnl      .''  ''  '^'''  °^"  ^^"^^^^ 
a  trifle  that  John  Wa  den  shou^    ^      '''"'"  '~'"^  "  ^'^^ 
conventionally  social   'sTd'  in   h'       ^  ^P^^^^' have  made  a 
women ;_  but  there  the^ri  J  ^"  P'J>test  against  smoking 
enough  that  onlyt:  v^   t':;;^^^^^^^^^^^  '^"^  -11 

and  most  intense  emotion  could  h  ^^^^'"«' ^^^  very  deepest 
contained  'man  o'  God'  "s  M^  ^  '""^'  '^^  ^"'^^'  ^^If- 
heras  he  had  done -and 'h?,^^"  '"""'^  ^^'"'  ^P^^J^  to 
bitter  malice  and  cruel  Ziltcnt^  T  ''^^  °"'^  ^^^  -°^t 
roused  Roxmouth,  usuaTv  '  .  m  f°  '"'^chief  could  have 
heat  of  wrath  which  hd   hla^f'  f  ^^'f  "tred,  to  the  white 

Between  these  two  men  he  sw  °'  ^'"^  ^'^^  ^^^"'"S- 

regard,  so  she  assured  1^']'^^  TT  "°"'^^^^  °^J^^^  °f 
hke  to  have  his  name  torn  l^hT    ^'['  °"'  ""^'^'^  -'« 
up-to-date  salacious  sl^Srs     and  r^         '°"'  '"^"^'^  °^ 
other  was  prepared  anT  reldv'i^  ,"?  '''^'T  '^""^^^^  ^'''  ^he 
of  lie,  any  sort  of  treacher^l  ^°/°'"'"'^ .  ^''"^^'f  to  any  kind 

ends.  sLll  wonSat^e^  os"  t^oT"  '^^  °^"  ^"^^'^^^^^ 
-and  that  in  an  uneasv  and  or  .  f  ^^^^  ^''^"  ^"  sleep 
Walden  standing  in  h  rgaSe„  near  The  'v^  '''  '^^  J°^" 
he  had  once  given  her  a  fp^rJInd  T.r  l^"''''  ^'"^"^  ^^''^^ 
a  sad  white  face,  furrowed  wfth  ul\  f    I  '"™'^  "P°"  ^^^ 

so  nappy  till  you  came  " " 


And  she  cried  out—"  Oh,  let 


me 
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go  away  !    No  one  wants  me !    I  have  never  been  loved  much 
m  all  my  life-  but  I  am  loving  enough  not  to  wish  to  give 
pain  to  my  friends-let  me  go  away  from  my  dear  old  home 
and  never  come  back  again,  rather  than  make  you  wretched  '  " 
And  then  with  a  cry  she  awoke,  shivering  and  half-sobbing, 
o  feel  herself  the  lonehest  of  little  mortals-to  long  impotentlJ 
for  her  father's  touch,  her  father's  kiss,-to  pray  to  that  dimly 
radiant  phantom  of  her  mother's  loveliness  which  was  pictured 
on  her  bram.  and  anon  to  stretch  out  her  pretty  rounded  arms 
with  a  soft  cry  ot  mingled  tenderness  and  pain-"  Oh  I  am 
so  sorry  .'--so  sorry  for  him\     I  know  he  is  unhappy  Uand 

It's  all  my  fault !     I  wish 1  wish " 

But  what  she  wished  she  could  not  express,  even  to  herself. 
Her  sensitive  nature  was  keenly  alive  to  every  slight  impres- 
sion of  kindness  or  of  coldness  ;-and  the  intense  longing  for 
love,  which  had  been  the  pulse  of  her  inmost  being  since  her 
earliest  infancy,  and  which  had  filled  her  with  such  passionate 
devotion  to  her  father  that   her  grief  at  his  loss  had  been 
almost  abnormally  profound  and  despairing,  made   her  feel 
poignantly  every  little  incident  which  emphasised,  or  seemed 
to  emphasise,  her  own  utter  loneliness  in  the  world :  and  she 
was  just  now  strung  up  to  such  a  nervous  tension,  that  she 
wovild  almost  have  consented  to  wed  Lord  Roxmouth  if  by  so 
doing  she  could  have  saved  any  possible  mischief  occurring 
to  John  Walden  through   Roxmouth's   malignancy.     But  the 
shuddering  physical  repulsion  she  felt  at  the  bare  contemplation 
ot  such  a  marriage  was  too  strong  for  her 

"Anything  but  that !  "-she  said  to  herself,  with  something 
of  a  prayer— «  O  dear  God  .'—anything  but  that ' " 

Sometimes  God  hears  these  little  petitions  which  are  not 
of  the  orthodox  Church.  Sometimes,  as  it  seems,  by  a  strange 
chance,  the  cry  of  a  helpless  and  innocent  soul  does  reach  that 
vast  Profound  where  all  the  secrets  of  life  and  destiny  lie  hidden 
in  mysterious  embryo.  And  thus  it  happens  that  across  the 
dm  and  bustle  of  our  petty  striving  and  restless  disquietudes 
there  is  struck  a  sudden  great  silence,  by  way  of  answer  — 
sometimes  it  is  the  silence  of  Death  which  ends  all  sorrow'— 
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sometimes  it  is  the  swf.*.f..r  0:1    ' 

into  joy.  """'''''  '•'^"'^^  °f  ^-ove  which  turns  sorrow 

name,,  Udy  VVicketts'nT  SS^r'/^;S;'- ^-•- 
and  grat.tude  for  a  'charming  stasia  d    jr.'""'''  ^"^^ 
Beaulyon  and  Mrs.  Bludlin  Courf.nn    »        r  "'  ''"'«"  ^ady 
Maryllia'  who  received  th'ei^wS^r^V'T  ""'''"'  ''''' 
.rresponsively   civil    coldness.      l2d    Chtr    ''''  ^'^^  ^" 
Bludhp  Courtenay   'motored'  to  T      ^^''^'''^'"°"t    and   Mr. 
each  other  to  keep  up  a  speed  of  fit°     °,"'    ""^^^'^^ing  with 
there  were  not  too  many  h1ls  and'  '"''^  '"  '°"^'  P^^^'^ed 
down 'for  the  benefit  of  L  "^^^^^^^^  ^°°  '""'^^   'slowing 

And  at  sunset,  a  pleasant  peace  nnr'n""""  '^""^  ^°"^^'^^ 
Manor  grounds,  e'rstwha"!  'd  sturbed  tv ""  ""'^'  '^^  *^^ 
persons  walking  aimlessly  to  and  fro  n  ^'°"^'  5  '^^''^^^ 
flowers  merely  to  throw  them  aw'y  agaTn'lnr';"'  1'°  P''^'^"^^ 
croquet  only  to  become  quar^so'Te  ""^  ^'^"^  ^'""'^^"^ 
weather  was  much  too  hot  forZ^' !  ^  "^'"'"'^  ''^^^  »he 
anybody  had  gone  their  ways     !T    ..^"^^^body  that  was 

Mrs.  Spruce  bLhed  clpI^L^a  Jtltd^^^^^^^^^^ 
fidence  to  the  cook  and  to  PrimminT  ^'    ^  ^'"^  '"  «^0"- 

whaU^^^rl^lJj^X^^^-that'sallover,  An' .om 
folks  for  a  goodish  bit  o'  t^e  an'  weT'n  ^  "°"  ^°"^°» 
round  an'  look  at  ourselves  Tn'  finH  ""u  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^^  ^urn 

silly,  for  the  two  old  eddies  "hf.^  °"'  "'^''^''  ^^''^  «-ne  or 
at  all,  an'  that  Mr.  Gi^^don't  'a^^  °"  ^'^  -  ^-uble 

can  bang  away  on  the  pianner  an'  ^f  t^"'"'  ^°  ^°"g  ^«  he 
I  will  own  she  do  sing  lovellike  the  '  '  '^^^'^^'y  -"g.  an' 
but  there!-/  don't  want  n.  ^^^''  '"  ^  '^^^^"ly  'ost. 

Frenchmaidsan'  vaJr  11  a,k"n"Ve°"7!;  '°^  ^^^'^^^ 
heard  about  the  ways  an'  doins  o'  thl  ^^^  ^^'''  ''""^  ^  ^'^^ 
London.  I'm  downright  glad  to  be  rt^"  '^T"  ''^"'  '"'^^'^^  '" 
do  what  we  will,  there  is  hmits  to  n^.  ''  ^''°^^  '°^ '  ^^r 
is  what  suits  me.best,  not  knowing"'"?'  '"'  '  '''''''^'  "^^ 
whether  my  ^ead  or  mJ  'eell  t  unn.  '"  ^'''  '^^^^  ^^^^^^ 

my  eels  is  uppermost  with  the  orderin'  an' 
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what,  r.n  am  t  never  in  a  fuss  nor  muddle,  keepin'  all  wa-es  an' 
bills  pa.d  reg'ler  like  a  hoffice  clerk,  mebbe  better,  for  one 
LT  k"""^'  :^''^"  '^''^'  P«y»  °"^  ^hat  they're  told  oV  keeps 
wT.^,-?  '^';''  °^"  P^^"^^^^'  ^°"«»»y  "ot  l>ein'  always  S 

^!tes  an- d  r      ^'"^  '  ^''  ""  ^"  80,  an'  stop  worritin'  over 
plates  an  dishes  an'  glass  an'  silver,  which,  say  what  we  like 
do  St  on  one  like  a  burden  when  there's  a  many  to  sei^I     A 
bit  o'  quiet  'ull  do  us  all  good ! »  ^  ^ 

tha?'she"iW  %''"k  '"'°f' "'  "^^  ^°  ^  '°"«"-d  lonelier 
whl  K     ""'8'"^^'   ''"t  of  this   she  knew  nothing.      The 

tt    sitortnT^'^'^^'^^l^  ^^-^"^"^  ^^^-  the  departure  of 

laS^^^^  '^;"'  ''^  "  .«^'^'^"'  ^^P«^^  ''^^'"ed  to  have 

mipartea  itself  to  its  few  remaining  occupants.     Louis  Gieue 

Pkyed  wonderfdl  improvisations  on  the'^iano  th^"everg 

and  Cicely  sang  so  brilliantly  and  ravishingly  that  had  sheTen 

e:tedT:iM"';  °''^^  ^^''^  ^'^"^  ^^^^  she  w'^^    t 
created  a  wild   'furore.'      Lady  Wicketts  knitted  placidly 

she  was  making  a  counteT,ane.   which  no  doubt  sor^eone' 

rrb^;  ?"'^''"''  *°  ^'^^p  ""^«— ^  Miss  fX 

embroidered  a  cushion  cover  for  Ladv  Wicketf.   wK«  J    7 
possessed  many  of  these  articles  ^^oughT  ^  1;  Ir  eTa^d' 

Sffr  J^"^^""^  '"  *"y  ^ay  betokened  a  change,  or  suggested 

lot^trr  d^r " "  ^^^  ^"-^^^^^^^  --^^^  °^  ^^^^ 


h,- 
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P«.cular  small  vefatiom  a„d  "n^"  '"°'"'«'  <>«'  hi,  o™ 
"far  a,  „igh,  be  pos"  br.o  p^TThr' *■«  h-"  <ieee™ined? 
h.m,  a,  „  were,  and  .,y  ,»  C  P"?  "•'"'hole  incident  behind 
never  could  foriset  it      i,.  i  °'  "^"""e  he  knew  h. 

Maryllia's  eyesi'he  M.  "^  "■"  "»  =»»«  l«k  in 
W^  a™,  would  t!l  pe'  S„SP!^  -«  '-*  of  her  ,:^^  ^^ 
h«  .fe  till  ,hat  life  *ouU^  end^'  »""  '■"?'«»■■">»  o" 
dwell  with  heart-aching  ^IL  "         u^"'  "  "^  •«*«  ,o 

glad  tha,  he  had  arranged  to  viskS/M '?"'''•  ^"^  ^  *aa 
as  .h.s  enabled  him  to  go  awa.  aM°"  '"?"  a*op  Bren^ 
And  ,.  was  possible,  so  he  a-ued  wTk  "  t''  "  '""^  day," 
Of  four  days'  break  of  the  TaSeTf  k  ''"•  *"  ""•=  ""« 
his  own  wish  and  will  !„rf^jf. ""'"""  "'at, had,  against 
»ould  restore  him',„"Sae^  Jj'^.  "'?,  '"""^'-'s  and  £^^, 
™q".llity  in  which  he  had  for  ,?'"'='  >nd  philosophic 

"P  to  the  determination  that  h.        ,.  Braang  himself  fully 

an  effort  to  recover  his  1„  ,  '  t  Z  ''/'  ""  '■^=.  "-at 

for.h«  departure  from  S.  ^T^r?"'?' «  Preparation, 

Pa"sh,  he  let  all  whom  it  mjht  ^2     !  '*"  "■"""  "f  «» 

SO  ""8"'  ooncem  know,  that  for  the 
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.te"l;:"  hols  '^",r"  ^  -  »"»"•  •<.  .a1.e  .wo  or 

=£r^^  --  ^r  c=s^  :j 

"It'll  do  ye  good,  Passon,  that  it  will  i"  said  Mrs  Frn<=.  • 
her  high  acidulated  voice  whirh  h^  a   \     c  ^°^^'  '" 

and  screaming  after  he;  vouL^^    'S"    k  .'?'''"^  '^"^^'"^ 
raspish-"For  vou'rP  ^ZJ     ^      ""''^  ^""^   '^^^^'"^  almost 

it  upsets  my  .ind  to  s  :;"'/':'  7''^  ''°"^  '""^  ^'"^  ^^^^ 
•  You'll  be  diggin'  a  gr've  J  P.  "^  T^  ''°*^^^  ^^y' 

don't-for  he'f  runnin' Zwn  ni'^^rStTrl'^?  ^°" 
with  naught  ahint  if  That's  wL  tJ.  V°'^"^  ^"""^^^ 
Gospel  true!"  ^  ^  '^''^'  Passon-an'  its 

Walden  smiled. 

"You're   quite   right,    Mrs     Frn^f"      k-       -j 
"I  am  certainly  going  downhilfT,     ~"        '^l^   P^fently- 
to  put  a  little  check  on  the  wheels    Th  ""r""^  !..'"-*  ^^ 
said  about  it,  if  Adam  d.Vc  ^^'^ '  °"^  ^^'"8  t°  be 

I  kno.  he  wi    doTbtfterThaf"'  "  k  "  "'^^^  '^  ^'"• 
county!    I  shall  sleeo  in  f      ?     T  °^^^'  '"'''°"   '"   the 
Mrs  FrnJTl       ^         *  '^^^''  ^"^  securely!" 

"You  r         *  r^'"  '""^^  °^P"de  in  this  remark 
You  may  say  that,  Passon-you  mav  sav  thJ      a 
be  fur  wronff"— qh*>  e,;^  ,  ^    ^  *"^*  ^"^  "O* 

much,  but  Xt  he  doosl/T'r""^-''^^^'"  <^°"'t  do 
about  it.  iTl  'adn'f  .  V  '  '^°"''  ""'  '^^'^''  "°  '"'stake 
trade  he  woulJn'tt  aS  meToVil^  iVoV  '"'^  T  ^"  ^'^ 

Walden  smiled  and  passed  on     Vo  m    i" T^°"  ' 
he  confided  a  few  orders  for  the  I       '.:  .f'^''  '^'  ^'^^' 
his  absence,  which  that  1^^      ^  '"^P""'  "^"""^ 

with  due  atLtion  ^    ""^  '"P'""'  P"'-^°"^g^  ^^^^^P^ed 

"It  is  a  demonstrable  dispensation    Mr    W,u 

severed  indis.inguishably.    ThereTno  o^^  ,f ""'  "  "'° 
n.y  impaned  i„fo™a.J  re iCwrr^.^;!":;' J 
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ladyship  VVicketts.  a  Miss  Fosby  and  -,  V    ^         • 

"Really!"   he   said-" And   so    ih 
afraid  it  will  make  a  diffeVence  ^n     '^  "'"  ""   ^°"^'      ^'"^ 
How  about  your  PetroTXe?''   '""  '        '   ^'^  ''^''''"' 
^.  Mr^Netlips  s.iled,  with  a  ccfortahle  air  of  self-conscious 

P.a:e:tly!l.«'Tre  fr^f-ri^^-^^'^."  ^e  said,  co.- 
not  penetrative.  Orders  wereTrf  ^"'  Prospective, 
lorJship  Charlemont  u^s  the  hs  an  T- "'  '"  ^«^^'-n.  and  hij 

"I   see!"  said   Waldenl"  t  ^^      "' °"  ^^*-' '"°™"'^-" 

transaction.     !'„,  gj^j  to  hear  it-  ^'r    7.  "°    '°'"'"  ^^   ^^e 

to  be  away  a  short  time      You  will         "^r"'     '  ^"'y  '"^^"^ 

sha.  occupy  my  ,sual  post  o!^  Sunday  """^'^  '"'^^  '"^•^  ' 

itour  forethought    Mr    Woi^         •     . 

hisiat  neck— "And  it  is  nnf  T T  "^  gracious  bend  of 

that  you  should  rotate  wkh  th-     be  jegretted  by  the  profane 

in  strict  adhesion  to  heTulk  onTh  '  ^'^"'^'^'^  ^°"  '''  ^^^n 
Otherwise,  it  is  but  naS  th./  ''?^''^'"  ^^^^"^^  day. 
health's  sake.  You  hav^  beln  ,0,,^°"  ''^""'^  P'^^'"^'^  'or 
sir,  of  late;  I  trust  you  will  ben.fi     n"^  ^^^'''y'  ^^'-  ^alden. 

Walden  thankedTm  L  wentt-'  ''°"'  '^  ^'^"^e." 
gradually  rising-he  wa^Xed  "o  h  T  ""  ^^'"^^  --« 
party  had  broken  up  anTZltT.  l^t'  ^"^^"'^'^  house- 
himself  as  to  whethe'^^  he  should  1'  '"/  ''  '°^''^^^^^  -"^in 
before  leaving  the  village,  ortflet'fh"'  '^^'"'^^  ^°  '^- 
were.  He  was  a  little  uncertain  .  T  '■^'"^'■"  ^«  they 
course  to  adopt,-and  wl^"  eTe  J  vet  Iwt  ""'''''  ^'''''^ 
passed  the  cottage  of  old  TosevM^h  ^T      """"^  ^^^"^  ^'  ^e 
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I|«ie  stared  roundly  and  meditatively. 
PoseyT^J'tod'M.l'd""';,'''"''''  '  ""' '    ^"^  o"'  '"y  '°^- 

mv  win?"  A^7V  T.f  ""'"  '°™<»'  distress-" See 
Zeri'.Zo«vVw  I"''  "P  "  '»"«  "^^  of  golden-rod  1,^ 
.0  Llied  upTst t '°  "'  "'P<-''-P°"  2o«y  i    But  he's  do" 

i-i^tatrjeUiheTororh-T'  """  ''^"^'"'<' 
much  admiration.  '    "'  '"'  "'""'«'  boots  with 

"Ain't  she  a  little  caution  I"  he  said— "Sh.  a„     ■  j 
somehow  of  th'owld  SauireV„l  i     »      v   j  """^  °" 

reirsi-^p"^^"-"-™ 

wo^^-nl',/^  '"""•  '■"■"  »«-  M"^""'^  'eg^'an-  4e 

abo^ut?"   He"fl  Iht h"'"    """'  ""  *^  "^  "-   '"'king 
ch:n^^^nd«orrg'^rruI;'  '"•"■'*^'"' P"'  >  -"p  to  any' 

sai7hasti;^"rd?«  "o  ."'*"*  ^'«"'  "•  J"-^'"-"' 
I'm  off  on';  vis^fo  ZroJZ  '"^  "'"'  '"  ""^  ""O  «^'^"- 
•gain  ail  Sunday"  "  "^^  '^>"-'""'  "O"''  »«  ■"« 

J<«ey  drew  his  pipe  slowly  out  of  his  mouth. 
Gom  away,  Passon,    ate   ye?"  he  said    In    „„.     • 
accents  of  surprise— "Ain't  ,h„Vk-.  quavermg 

"  ivk         ^'^       Am  t  that  a  bit  strange  like  ?  " 

n.;h^ii:i?yfa::;.'hett';"'  "-■  "'"-"•-  ^^ 
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The  hot  colour  sprang  to  Walden's  brows. 
such?t];  "ng'?^^^  ^-°^  ^°"^^«  -^ '    How  can  you  think  of 

Jrct  rights  Se/T,  r^  ^'  -^^ 

John's  face.  ^^g'^tened  himself  and  looked  fully  into 

"Well  I  dunno  how  'tis  Pastnr,  »  u  -j  . 
the  body  ge,s  old  an- f«Mir?^ii„T„^,',f:V'r'r  "*'■'" 
™ul begins  to  f«l  young, a„."lrJ,«r  *e  dark  shadder,  the 
which  makes  all  Ihings  cl«r  1^  ,k  v1  *'  "«*"  ^■"'"'"' 
".e?-weU,  shedon-J^nk  o.„e  as  "  o5d'  """  P'^^"' "' 
»n,e.hi„'  young  like  herself-^'  Sr  whvf  Be"  ""'"'.'""  "^ 
the  son!  o'  Me,-the  eres  n'  L   IT7      because  slie  sees 

bodies,  if  ye  toetn^ail:  a^'  dfntt"  ^  '""''  "•°'*'" 
talk.    An-  it's  »,  sn„i     °,  <><>nt  womt  'em  wi'  worldly 

Why  I  se.  to  ;jzi  z  'z  '"^t^i^r^  r' 
Thtrufr " '  ^--^  -■ ««-' "  oufi-;:  z  rr^ajt' 

stJSy™  ""  "»  '  ■»»"'-  '»'»  aback.    Then  he  answered 

andl°"y?„"4*;''4°niL"  Vr',.'"''  *"""'  '  *°"W  «ar 

thewori:,!    I'am'a's'h^^^as'"   ^.T'fiT'^"":'  '" 
deserve,— and   I'm  onlv  «/•  oe,— far  happier  than  I 

Bishop  Brenf-you  r^^eE  Z'A  ""  ^  ""*  '""'' 
the  church  seven  years  Z?"    7  i""  "'"'  ""'^'Wted 

"He  lives,  as  yoJI^ow  a„i;i^,T  "?<'^,«' »-"Ptehensively, 
but  1^.1  ^  I  .,  J- ^Z  'ontnX""""  '"""  ""^ 
p.ea^^.'^s:'''shTl''B:.  tt".^""^'  --"'■^-■■And 
".ay  'appen'in  a  day  or  two^— '  """  ™  '■"°''""  '"^' 

grop^g  Im^/TeTo'we^  Vli  °'  '""'^'■'-     «'«  '-'  >-- 
heldupadeep^redro^  ZlvJo  ■       "«'  '"«'"•  "^  "o" 
"Wed  woi  I '•  .fcT'         ^  *  """"^  "  'ts  «"tfe. 

«...    L"SsL^arnXt.,»"""'"«''-"^^<'-» 
John,  still  leaning  on  the  gate,  reached  down  and  took  the 
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beginning  ,o  cliuckle  as  he^kri    h/^™!    ^°'''''  P''^'""^' 
they  calls  him -inJ,     j      ,  *'  I"""™-"  Roxmoulh, 

RoxmouJ^bs.  bless  V  .artHheWin^ro  ,T'  '°  "^  "" 
f  people,  and  never  leave  •am  no  "ore"  A'"  '"t ""'  '^^ 
She  ;ells  Old  Jose,  .0.  she  do„.;j,::4Xo„™J 

John  Walden  tried  not  to  look  interested. 

«>n.ewh:.  uX  ""  "°  "'"'''  "^"^  »-  ^^."-'■e  «id, 

"Av  coors6  she  wilP" rAH.r„^^    t 

Right  come,    long,  she.  kno^r^t  Xir;  •' IJ^--   «'• 
eyes  am't  gc.n  :o  be  deceived,  /  tell  ve  r    bT;^     •  ■    "."' 
to  be  no  Duchess  as  they  sez  -itW  „■         *'  ""  '  «°'"' 
good  'nough  for  the  SquiS  «e    if  Lr™ ,"'"'",  "'^'^  i^ 
Mister  was  to  ax  'ar  and  say-' Wl'l  t^.      ^  '"""  ""'  '™« 
-  warm  my  cold  'art  all  th'e  ^l^o-t^ml'^5T'.:f' 
no  wanun'  dukes  nor  lords  round  when  Acre's  ^Jlot^    "l 
a  man  an'  woman  into  each  other's  arm,"    t    T  I       ''"™ 
I  know  it !    Seems  but  t'other  daTi  ClTa  Lll^t}^-'-  ■"•»'' 
an   walkin-  under  the  hawthorns  aSwhf,e„T  Ho    "'"'' ^^"^ 
«-.fe  that  was  to  be  strollin'  shy  like  at  mv  ti!  "^  ."  "'' 

skeared  o' one  another,  courtil' w^tho  '- '  7  """  *'""'  "' 
hackly,  a„.  she  'ad  a  I'ittia  blue  pr  m  '  .  oTln"'  ^.^T'"' 
sunbonnat-Ikinsea'erasrkLl.  i'-  ^  "  awhitelinen 
-an'  she  looks  up^'sh^  tZ^A^T  \  "7°"'  '''«"'" ' 
An'  I  sez-.  Yes,  i^'slovefy  Syouti  v  l/t^T^  ^^'  J°f' ' 
_gava  a  great  dump  agin  my  brcL.,  an'°^I  TkL^^jr, 

:-a"Vrer"-;i:^;e;^tm  1'  ™^  T^  ■    ^^' '^'  - 
->e,    .■tha.'s-^S^lt^^Utl-^---:^' 
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one  another ! '    I  sez  'tis  «  'fZ  c  ^  "  ^^^   ^°^e 

together  an'  makes  'em  h    .    ^     ^'"'  ^°'  ^'^''''  ^°"d  'arts 

be  well  I "  ^  "^^  ^^  »s,  all  must 

Sunday  if  I  ain't  gone  to  glory '"  ^        ^  "  '^^  ^^ 

arms  caressed  his  chee.s  wL  her  !"„:  ^1"  ""  '"  "^ 
"Has  'oo  seen  my  lady-love?"  she  asked    in  = 

whisper-"  My  boo.iful„hi.e  ladylove?"  '  "  "  """"'"^ 
Walden  looked  at  Josey  perplexedly. 
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end  of  his  moustache  very  tenderly. 
He  patted  the  little  chubby  arm 

worisToI-^^^^'  ?''."'^^*'"-'^"  ^^^'  »  »"dden  rush  of 
words  commg  to  h.s  l.ps  in  answer  to  the  child's  query-"  Yes 

Ipsie^I  saw  her !  She  was  all  in  white,  as  a  lady-loTe  should 
be  only  there  were  little  flushes  of  pir^k  on  her  dress  like 
^e  sunset  on  a  cloud-and  she  had  diamonds  in  her  hair."— 
«7n^  'P^^«,«'ghed  a  profound  sigh  of  comfortable  ecstasy- 
wt^^K  ^°?  f  ""'"^  '''^^'  ""^  beautiful-and-and"_ 
at  hTn,  r  !;;  ^  ^'"''^-  J^^^^  Letherbarrow  was  looking 
at  him  with  sudden  mterest     «  And  that's  all,  Ipsie ! " 

Walden  set  her  gently  down  on  the  ground. 
Not  then,  Ipsie,"-he  said-"  She  was  very  busy.     But 
I  am  sure  she  thought  of  you!" 
Ipsie  looked' quite  contented. 

"'Ess,_my  lady-love  finks  a  lot,  oh,  a  lot  of  me ! "  she  said, 
seriously— "Alius  finkin' of  me!"  sne  said, 

John  smiled,  and  again  shook  old  Josey's  hand. 
Good-bye  till  Sunday ! "  he  said. 

t'yri^'^S^dll^^^^^^^^ 

as^oft  ^^  ?m"  "^'.^  ^^  J^^"'"  *^"'  '^"^  ^tWetic  figure 

SmlelL  "'^'"^  "«^'  "°"^^  ^°"°"  '^  murmuring^to 

"Who'd  'a  thought  itf-who'd  'a  thought  it!    Yet  mebbe 

Irrj  wrong-an  mebbe  I'm  right  !-fo.  the  look  o' love  neve^ 

e'sfo'th   ""l'""  "''  '''''  '"*  °"-  '"  '^^  «fe-all  tie 

rea  fir.  K    ^      ""  ''.°"'^  ^""^^^'^^"^  °'  *»^«  '^^  Are.     The 
real  fire  bums  once,  an'  only  once-an'  it's  fierce  an'  hct  when 

An'Tf trrLTfi'  "^"  ^^"  ^'^  '^^^  °'  ^^^  y-^h  -  gone! 
^e  Ldv  I  L  '  r'" ' '"  ^"^'^"'^  'y^'  ^h^'^  he  talked  o' 
the  lady-love,  then  I'm  an  old  idgit  wot  never  felt  my  heart 
go  dunt  agm  my  side  in  courtin'  time ! »  ^ 

Walden    meanwhile  went    on    his    round    of   visits     and 
presently.-the  circle  of  his  poorer  parishioners  beill^'  c^ 
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had  taken  rather  a  likL  to  tL  '"''"-^^  ^^^^"^^-  He 
eccentric  literan^  set,-lhe  Id  fo  /T"'""  °«"-^hoot  of  an 
surface  affectationrjultn  ha/  '^''  ^^^^"^  ^O'"^  ^hght 

loyal  ideas  of  friendshb  ^^^^^^^^  '''''^'^'  P^nciples.  and 

poetic  talent  which,  if  h^;  ^ud L.  h.  /''  T  ""'^^^^  ^  <^««^n 
"^'ght  develop  inti  so^etWnf  3  ^^  *o  serious  purpose, 
Some  lines  that  he  had  recenUv  Jr  °^^"^  "°'^»^'"-- 
Walde.  had  a  hauntin,  Wn^Th^Z- o^hV^et^^  ^^ 
Art  thou  afraid  to  live,  my  Heart? 

What  life  at  its  best, 
W,th  ,ts  strange  unrest. 
Can  mean  for  thee  I 
Jj|easeless  sorrow  and  toil, 
And!^tK?'*"^'°°°f*esoil; 

Art  thou  afraid  to  lore,  my  Heart? 
Look  well  and  see. 
't  any  sweet  thing, 
That  can  sigh  or  sing. 

Hath  need  of  thee! 
Of  Love  Cometh  wild  desire, 

In  th^  ^^  ^^^  ^"'•*=*  «  fire. 
In  the  souls  of  man  and  maid,^ 

But  the  fulness  thereof 
Thmkof.tf    Art  thou  afraid? 

Art  thou  afraid  of  Death,  my  Heart? 
Look  down  and  see, 
Wftat.the  corpse  on  the  bed. 
So  lately  dead. 

Can  teach  to  theel 
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If  '*  ^''^  <:'ose  of  the  strife, 
Or  a  new  beginning  of  Life? 

The  secret  is  not  betrayed  ;- 

But  Darlcness  makes  clear 

Think  of^ft'Jifr^frS-, 

thatched  rooft  were  neltlS  ,^'''  "^T'  ""'^  ^°"^^^  ^«h 
dropped  acorns  in  the  f /„  ''U  '^"  u''^^'  ^^^'^'"g  ""^^ 
so  many  old  saws  and  sayinLT  J, u'""'^  ^^  true.-there  are 
darkest  hour's  before  the  dawn '  r!  T\^'"'''  ^'''^  '^he 
console  myself  with  a  k  nd  of  T  '  ""^^  ''^^"'^  ^  '^^^  to 

I  have  no  black  hour  threaJenlr'   Tk"'^'^  Philosophy '? 
world  to  complain  of  o    t^T^^^^^  nothing  in  [he 

ciplined  nature,  which  even  Tr^  f"  ^^  "^^  °^"  ""dis- 

against  the  pricks '  atdrkel  fooVo^mt^  ""^  ^^  ^^"  '^^^^ 

by  a^ir2stnure:  r:.r  r'"'^  ^-  °-^^^^^<^ 

with  the  Reverend  Putw^od  lilo  ^  ^'^^  ^^'^  ^°  ^^^^ 
bank  by  the  roadside  with  ^,'7^°'  '^"^"^^  °"  ^be 
exposed  to  view  in  til  k  Sf^^^-P'anoforte  legs  wel' 
worsted  stocking!   was  beL    °""  ^"^^^kerbockers  and  grey 

bent  bicycle,  rS,^  ^^r:^^^''  '''  r^' 
wrong.  6  ^"'ch  had,  as  usual,  gone 

"Hullo,   Walden!"    he    saiH    i^^l- 
casually-"  Haven't  seen  vn!?'  "^    "P    ^"^    "adding 

been  doing  with    yfu  ^elfT  ^^^t^  ^'^     ^^^'  bave  you' 

suppose!     GreatattLtiontth    Manor'    I'  ^K''^"°^•   ^ 
A  certain  quick  irritation  ,.,     ,r^^"°'^'— be-he-he!» 

buzz  ofsomeVntrr;:  ;^'^^:^^^^^^^^^  ^be  teasing 

looked  at  the  porcine  proportions  of  hi  Ku"  '  "''■^^'-  ^^ 
an  involuntary  sense  of  physic^lL  ,  ^'°'^"'"  "^'"'^^^r  with 
stiffly-  ^  o^  physical  repulsion.     Then  he  answered 

"I  don't  understand  you.     I  have  not  been  visiting  at  the 
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Aye 
^nTZltut/  "'"'"  ''"^  ^^^  "'ght  before  last  for  the  first 

his^rnrii^Xrto^^^^^^^ rir'^^'  ^^-  ^^  ^e,an- 

sweated  profuse,/o;:/r  2  .^^1^-^  '^'^^^  ^^ 

"Is  that  so?"  he  sniggered     '  w  m    u      '"^''""^• 
you  .-you  do  well  to  Sep  awav^M    '''.  '"  ^'^  ^""  ^or 
not  to  be  seen  there  really'^        ^        ^'"  °^  °"^  ^'oth  ought 

brusLVt^el'sllri^i^'^J^f^  -'^h    e,e^^^^         ease,   he 
an  uncleanly  handkerchief  wh  ch Tn:^?  "'^'"'^  ^'''  ^'^'''  ^''h 
for  drying  oil  off  the  bicj^le  a   1 1       Vl"  "  ^'"^  ^^^"  "^ed 
"We  ought   not  t^  ^u?  ""' '''^"  ^^  o^ the  man. 

regarding  Walden's  steady  coWne"ss  or''''"~!''   ''^''''''^'   <^«- 
great  mistake  when  I  wLe  to  Th        '^'"""^^  "'yself  madea 
have  done  so.     But  of  c^rsl  r  L™T     ^  °"ght  not  to 
was  all  right."    And  the  re^erenj  tlr  '"°"-'  ^^^^^^t  it 
mammoth-like  innocence-^' Hl^    ''"'"""  ^^^""^^d  an  air  of 
I  never  suspect  anything  or  anybody^  T        '''  ^°"  ^"°'^'- 
a  friendly  way,  suggesting   'hat  i  L,    7'°'"  ^^  ^'^  '"  ^"ite 
papers  for  her-I  thought  she  Llu        '^'""^^  ^''  ^-'"i'/ 
anyone  else-and  she    neve'  ^!w  "/""  ''"f"°>'  -«    '^ 
answered  a  word!"  answered  my  letter -never 

"Well,  of  course  not!"  said  WoM 
his  blood  began  to  tingle  hofySrh  .^^'"P^-^'y.  though 
indignation-"  Why  should  2?    h.     ,:''"' ^'"'^  "^'"g 
|n  order,  and  no  doubt  she  con  ide"ed  '  ^'^"^  '''  -» 

ignorant  and  impertinent."         ""^^'^^  your  application  both 
Leveson's  gross  countenance  flushp.1  o  a 
"  Ignorant  and   impertin  "m  r "  h.      I   '?''  "'■'"^°"- 
that!    Why  she  ought'to  have    onsL:^^^^^^^^  '  'i^^e 

lucky  to  receive  so  much  as  a  dv  m  !f  ^"''^  ""^""''"only 
man -such  a  woman  as  she  is  VM"'^.'^°'"  ^  ^^P^ctable 
he-he!"  ^^^   's !-« Marylha   Van '-he-he-     " 

"Wht"rv:^"''^^^P^--clshim, 

you  to  speak  Jf  LT^  a  LtTp'^^''^"  ^^^  ^^'^  ^-e 
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r.<^prp -;- tt  ;r  •»■■" "  --»•• 

What  r,ght?»  he  «.n.n.ered-"  Wh,_,hv  ,h«  h 
mean  by  flarine  on  in  ..„i.       .       ""r— "Oy  what  do  jw 
matter  to  you  ?^  ^         "*  "  ""P"'  ""    What  does  it 

•>otiy_..yo„tavnrerLkrtrh  ""  "T"  '^""""• 
ab^u.  her,-so  hold  ;::rtn;"e!'       '"'""  '"""  """""'' 

amLeUt'"""'    '''""^■''    "'""''    ''«    protruded    with 

.ion-^'tyoV^r^l^-^rr'ti"  ^  kindof^tupefac- 
are  talking  to  ? "  ^     "'''™ '    "'<'  y™  "">»»  "ho  yon 

"tnr::;,XHf^i"«fdfi'r,t^Tr'""'^^ 
rro:ttori-i,,T? ::  ~  ^^^ 

ord«„ed  Christian  uiinister  bJ^"  k    ^"*, '"  '  ""'"  «'«'  «  " 
a  dog.  Which  a,  leasHsSfXtiStt?;.?'^""""^  "«" 

bet'tra-gCa^'d  ^  X  "TL^te"  tu  H^  'T"""« 
snigger.  *  "®"  ^®  ^"^"  back  on  his  old 

"He-he,  he-he-he  1"   he  bleateH     ««v 
Waldenl-orelse  vouVe  h!a    !f    ,"^   ^°"  ""'*  ''^  crazy* 
to  speak  of  the  AbbotVM  ""^'"^ '     ^'"^  ^  P^^^ct  righ 

-s^«^f:s!!e-':2;L:s*z,'r'  -^' 

uprd."'"i:t«on"4e"dtaok°I  r""'  ^'r^-^  «'' 
moment  they  stood,  st^X'^l^^XTThe'".  i"  ' 

r  ts^heriT-^ '-» ''-*e:*nhe^ru  r: 

towards  .tmt:trdtns"erLngK^:  tat"  T" 
eye  »  eye.  they  „nu™ed  for  a  L^»X«  2  S^S 
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ready  to  close  and  wrestle  — m.«       jj    , 

dropped  to  his  side     ™"''-*'^'^"  »"ddenly  Walden's  arm 

"hat  you  are  1    111  rcDorTv^  ,„  1    =■  !"'«"  '"'">'  '-"-at's 

woman  too !    Great  Scot."    .  »  °^''^  "*">  »"  "bout  a 

Church  one  ofS  Sy  r"*."'  T""' '""''''  ""^'  "  *« 
and  pulled  up  pretty  sha^iva^a'  TT*^  P""''  ^osely 
'ake  n,y  word  for  L    M^CTh,.  ^^      ""  ""'  """  •»- 

H;^.^.,hty  a.-i...  .L-:  -  r--;tno:'  s 

The  words  had  scarcely  left  his  month  «rV 
muscular  arms  seized  him  bv  th.  c^  ?!        "'"  *  P*''  ^^ 'ong 
and  emphatically,  and  rrnLVj„  ^    f'"'  '-*^°°^  ^^"^  *'"«% 
flat  in  the  dust.  ^  ^""  ^^'''^  °^".  deposited  him 

astride  across  his  fat  recumbenfSdyl^.L^^^^^  '^' 

there  you  are!    My  dear  Walde^  ^^„        ^""^  " ''-^"^ 
n;y  shaking  hands  'with  you-lfa^V^^^^^       '°"l  ^^^"^^ 

Orientals  say,  by  touching  unclean  r^ir  "'^'^^^'  *'  *^« 

For  a  moment  Wa'd^n  Zh   k     ^  ^  """'^  ^^  ^^^ ! » 

suddenness  oTuveso;?sunel  '°  '''^'"  "^"'^'^  ^^^  *he 

scarcely  realise  whThad  hapS'  7"^^°"  ^^^^^  ^e  could 
Reverend  '  Putty V  cobby  iSTf!-  Presently  when  the 

the  ground,  and' the  ReverS  ^fZ'V''':'  ""^"'>  °" 
sundry  blasphemous  oath    and  curses    he^'f  "'7  ^^"^  ^° 
humour  of  the  situation     A  brmH  !     ,    ,       ^^^^  ^^^  f"" 
"Thaf  „.»       "*"on-     A  broad  smile  lit  up  his  face 
That  was  a  master-stroke,  AdderleV"  L       T'    . 
smile  deepened  into  sudden  latter-' But  t        'u^"^  *^* 
did  you  come  here  ■• "  "Snier—  But  how  m  the  world 

"I  w«  here  all  Ue  ,i„^._«i,  a,,„,,^_  ,^„  ^^^.__^ 
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of  .ha,  v..„e„b,e  IZlT^J^'j  Z:^'l'l"  ^'^  '»"«'» 
I  enjoyed  it.     I   wn«    K«,,-        .  ™  *''  ^^*^  argument 

so  fresh  !  But  as  the  Xh  K.  ri"'?  ^''"  ^""  '^  "«*- 
bound  to  fall/Don't  r^.n  '''''^'''^''^^"'^'•°^ 
beseechofyouP'  Thsfo  I  ^'  ""^  'u'""'"'  sir!-don't,  I 
of  the  most'a'kward  cttort  ;rto"'  "'°  "'^  ^^'"«  '^  '"'^-^ 
"Vou  will  find  it  difficult  rmn  "^\^°  »  ^•"•"g  posture- 
knickers  will  bur  t  and  h7r  *^  °'^"'  '"'^'■°"""*^«  your 
Spare  yourself,!-and  us  r^'^'   '^  "°  ^"'°^  ^'^^  -^  band. 

"Oh  give  him   a  hand,  Adderlev'"    «jh  \v  ij 
naturediy.     "  Hdp  him  un  »     H  >   k^^  u-    .       ^''^^"'  «ood- 

«  He  hisn'f  »   *^  ?    ?   ,  "'-' '  ^^^  h«  beating ! " 
ne  nasn  t,  —declared  Julian    with   =   u.,u 
mtense  regret-"  I  wish  he  hnH  f     ,^         ,  'achrymose  air  of 

had  fallen  off  his  bicycle      H.       •  "'  ''  ^'''  '^"^  '^'^  ^^  ^^ 
•     ^'''-    "^  '^  '"  no  pain  ;-would  that  he 

"isLdt  -  Te T:''",  '°  P"''^"y  "^^  ^•'"^elf  on  one  side, 
/issauit !     he  stuttered — "  Assault    /.« 

dear  s,r-if  you  feel  ,o  inclined  '    I  lLTl.r      "'  ""■  '"'' 
the  whole  incident  in  court    ,nH    ,  '"''''^  '°  "P"''" 

There's  such  a  lot  of  you  .'-such  a  lot  t "  h^  .^  '"°"^y- 

"And  I've  only  sail  J  round  such  I    Ln    ^^''''^'  "'"'''"Sly. 
fleshy  coiument ! "  ^""^  P°'''°n  of  your  vast 

VValden  controlled   his  laughter    5,n^   .* 
assist  Leveson  to  get  up   '  uf  thi'  Z         °P'"^'  ""^''^^  ^° 
all  aid.  and  settinrhif'own   two  handsT  7""^'.-^-^ 
ground,  tried  again  to  rise  fi™ly  agamst  the 

stoId'^Tr^LTmt'  tpLenV'br  ^°  J""^"'  ^^^  -^" 
you-how  dare  Tou  Din  ^?H  abstraction -"  How  dare 
dare "  ^        ^'^  "'^    ^°«'n  '«   this  fashion  ?-how 

Here  his  voice  died  away  choked  by  rage. 
You  are  wnty  without  knowing  i,  ly  r.,  friend.-  said 
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Julian  languidly— "  r^>„.    ;«     , 

you  use  an  expressionwhTch  fr  f  ^  ^  'P'"  '  >''"  ^own. 
Hamie,  good'  Be  unpenned  'ood  '  ''"'^''*-''  ^"-'^'  '" 
tHat  you  must  be  prepared  To  1  vn  P"'''~^^^  '^-•'"cmber 
t""e  you  slander  a  w^n  , ''      ^  ^     '  P"^*^"  backwards,  next 

to  h- tr^^trz:  ^^^r  ^^^'^  ^r^^^  '--^^^^ 

gutter  where  it  had  fallen,  he  got  ht  r  "^',  ^"  ""^  ^^""^  ^he 
"lount  it.  He  presented  a  mo^ ..  ?"^^  ^"^  P'^P^'^^  »» 
swollen  and  crimson  wth  W  '  ^'^-'P^'^^^'^-'^^  ^^ce, 
his  little  piggy  eyes  rlj^' 1^7'JT:  'If  --'  ^-.^ 
threatened  with  apopIexy-ld  rh  ,  '^"^  '^°'''''  ^'^  ^  '"^n 
upon  his  brow  and  trickled  from  .  "^^  P^^^^I^^ration  stood 
drops.  "'^'^'^^  *^'°'n   his  carroty  hair  in  great 

"  Vou  shall  pay  for  this  ' "  Hp  -^  • 
shaking  his  fm  «  both  Walden  a7d  'lu  ,"'"''"'™  '-""• 
one  or  .wo  old  scorw  to  be  «i^d  ''"^.'^'^^"l^y-"  There  .« 
"ill  help  to  increase  the  acc^nMv  "'""""«'•••»"<' mine 
Manor  isn't  going  to  have  evemh  u""'  ""=  '"''>'  »'  ">» 
yoo^nor  ,o„  eitt,  X'l;:^;^?^  "  ^  "''^-  '  ^  "» 

hu'Sr-^SV^th^  -  ™„.  .ho,  shr„gging 

the  two  „,e„  he  had  kft  behind  L"'h°™  '""'  <""Pf«''"=<i. 
moved  by  the  same  riVible  .mo,*  T  "  ™'  """'h^.  and 
once  their  laughtl  Sn   ,r    "  '"""'  -"  '""8hing,-Land 

mellow.Ha-halhaPriS.  „!,';'"%''  '""  '""•  ''"'d™'^ 
^s.  and  heartiness  of  a  b?;fr4°"  *'  «"'  -' ""h  all  the 

- -K-°;if--  -  -  a  capital  ..hro.er.. 

art' r  rditirr„^::  r  ~  --":■ 
--icfeat,„ostaii::;rc:'.ed"."'"  '""•' " "-  - 

It  was-it  was,— I  think   so   mvselft"     »„,    ^   t  .- 
"lam  proud  of  my- own  skilH    Thit         "^^'^^^  J^^'an- 
>  u  yn  ikili !    That  p,ous  porpoise  wiU  not 
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out  of  some  scruple  of  Churrh  1  ""'  "'"^  ^"PP^^e 

different  conscienc^e  to  the  L"    'T'"''^  '^  ^"'^^  * 

to  act  promptly.  The  air  oJ^T^  '~^"^  "  ^'^  "^^^^^^y 
-iasma,  but  Lveson  was  Ltf  '  --arkably  free  from 
tongue  and  pe,^on  geneS Iv  tf^l^u  "''"^^^^  ^^°"^  ^s 
to  life  in  anmher  mfnu  ^'^  He  C  t  "•'""  '^"^^-- 
coming  my  way  ?  »  ""^^^  ^S^'"'     "  Were  you 

the"rl"d  l<:XS!f  J f •'''''  ^  ^'^y  beg-  to  walk  along 

to  call  andfay^ld^ToTu'' "'  '"  ^  "^'^  ^"^  '  --' 
Julian  glanced  at  him  curiously. 
Gomgaway?    For  long?" 

Bilop.™'    O-'^f"'--"  three  days.    I  w».  .„  ^  „, 
"  On  a  point  of  conscience  ?  " 
John  smiled,  btit  coloured  a  little  too. 

bu.  :°c'  „T::'e:  Jir ;r  t-*-  ^-'  -"  '- 

le  past,  don't  you  think  so  ? ''  ^  ^*  pleasing  as 

c.o!l^i^  Wstt'^    ^  '°-'-  "f  -"0"  and  U„geri„g  .egre. 

-in  the  present  I  am  old  with  alTih.       u\™"^  ^'"^  ™. 

"Does  it  matter?"  ani  ahh!        ,T""  '^""''  "« •'" 
languid  'm^i^~-'Z-;^^^^',  ''''"  '■'■^  «^«li<^  wi>h  a 
pas.  you  have  lost  .ometh  nn^?haM„"'d,rP"'  *»'  ■"  "» 
»m«hi„g  does  it  not  equaL  the  p    L*  .,"'"'»'  ^<»'  «-» 

The  ga,„„  very  lit,tei„P    "^id  r„s 
^jpoke  he  felt  .  pa„g  ,f  shame  «  h^t^'^Z'V""' 
H«i  he  not  ^cured  .  peaceful  home,  a  „  Jd  of  Itk  tr^ 
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how  f:H.':t^,.?l -'„-«-  -o"  much   .he  gain  i,  „, 
and  age  appear  .'o  ™Ttfe  t  r'' i'""*'''''""^-"  ^""'h 

am  in  haste  to  be  older  <.^  uT  *""  '"'""K'  but  I 
shall  never  want  tl  TiZt  I^"  '  f™  "!"  '  ""  ^"^  ' 
condition!"  ^  ^^'"-     ^*  '^  too  unsettled  a 

Walden  smiled,  but  made  no  answer     Th..      n    . 
comparative  silence  till   they  reached  A HH  7  T"'^"^  °"  '" 
humble  but  charmingly  artistic  tenemll       u'^^^  '  cottage-a 
and  a  small  garden  in  fron   Iv  k         ^''  """^  *  *^^^^hed  roof 
of  roses.  '°"*  ''^'^^  *^  J«"e  '"ore  than  a  tangle 

surroundings  suit  me     iLTr!  •      ^  •  ^'^  *"   ^'"^^f-     The 

ofthehoneUkLrande'c^rLTth'"'  1"  ^'^.  «^-""S 
wind  among  the  roses.     Wh.n  .k    ,        ^  whispering  of  the 

fade,  I  shall  hear  a  ^fferem  chord  Ti  ^'^^  ^"^  ^^^  ^°^-^ 
the  sleet  and  snow  b^rtlfarj  ill', '?''°'^°"^-  '^^- 
of  the  tears  of  Naturrw^^h  n/  V  ^"'^"  *°  ^^^  ^"PPing 
in  her  smiles.  I  avebe'n"^  ^'"'"''^  ^  '  "°^  ^-' 
Maryllia  they  are  nc^litd-bTtiTwm  come  b  T^  ''^ 
-yes  !-I  am  sure  they  will  come «  Thfc  •  k  T  /  ^""^^^^ 
and  leaning  on  the  lowla  e  n^K-  '' ''°''  ^^^^^  begin,"- 

softly.  with  W'osed  e^s  f  '°*^«'  '"^"^"^^  '^^  ^^<^"<^d 

In  the  flowering-time  of  year 

TnH ';h'''\^?T"'  **•■*  '^^^'al  clear. 
And  the  skylark's  singing  sweet 

C  ose  against  the  sun  did  beat,- 

All  the  sylphs  of  all  the  streams. 

A    the  fames  bom  in  dreams. 

A  1  the  elves  with  wings  of  flame, 

Troopmg  .orth  from  Cloudland  came 

J,  ^°  ">«  *oo">g  of  MaryUial 
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Woodland  sprites  of  ferns  and  trees. 
Anels  of  the  wandering  breeze.      ^ 
Kelpies  from  the  hidden  caves 
Coral-bordered  'neath  the  waves, 
Sylphs,  that  in  the  rose's  heart 
Laugh  when  leaves  are  blown  apart.- 
All  the  Faun  and  Dryad  crew 
From  their  mystic  forests  flew 

To  the  wooing  of  Maryllia  I 


,ZL^.^"f!""  '"l;*"'   «'«■  a    for«d 


smile — "I 


suppose  you  can  go  on  like  that  interiinabi^. 

I  will..-^said   TuHan-..So  l.„g  ,s  the  fi. 


"I  can,  and 
possesses  me.     But  not  now. 


wfsh  to  say  good-b7e.""Vo„"';mplyThe  P  pV  !""  "  ""*  '""' 
So_,be  U,    I  sban^see  you  on  sSn^yt  t^'pu.^/risX'- 

^r^-^-^-'"^  -  Mottoni^iX:trr.:^ 

"Sorry  for  it!"  said  Walden  abruptly-'' Hp  ch«  m 
his  own  'cure'— Mr.  Leveson."         ^  ^       ^®  *^0"^d  attend 
They  laughed. 

o.::^rsr^rri*f;s^-Mi-va„cou^s 

"I  am  slow  to  believe  anvthina  t  k      .f^''^^' '"^^^"'y- 
«But-is  it  quite  wUhrroS^'n^^^^  J<>^"- 

Adderley  looked  him  straight  in  the  eyes. 
Quite!     Very  quite!     Most  quite!    My  dear  W.M 
are  pale !    A  change,  even  a  brief  one  wHl  rfo  f '  ^°" 

and  see  your  Bishop  by  all  means  A^d  Llfhirhr"'  ?° 
how  very  nearly  you  gave  prestige  to  th!  •  ''°'^  "^''"''y' 
man  by  knocking  doln  a  r3»  ''"'"«  °'  ^  ^^"^h" 

They  parted  then ;  and  by  sundown  Walden  was  in  the  train 
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speeding  away  from  St.  Rest  at  the  rate  of  fifn,     •, 

to  one  of  the  great  manufacturing  c^es  wh/^  T^""  '"  '^^"^ 

swarm  together  more  thicklv  th/n  u  ^  *'"'"*"  ^'"g^ 

crowd  and  jostle  each  othe'^it^ouUn^"ed  "'"'  ^"'  °^^^ 
for  mere  bread.     Sainton  nni  xt  u^-       ^  ^^esperate  struggle 

of  the  rectory  and  i tsTard^'     "^""u    T'  '''''  '^'^  "^^rs 

depressed  inspirits  jndmoreVie      "'"l  '"'"  ^"^  ^°g  ^^^^ 
"'Tain't  what  i    used  °o  be  h'' '"'^'^^^  ^"*^  ^'^^ontented. 

-uttered   Bainton.   looking  wth  'a  "d  Tr  °'  '"^^'- 
orchard,  where  the  wall  fr^U  h^s  ban.    ^'    '"^  "''"  '^""^  ^^e 
promise-"Passon  don't  seem  to  r^'"^'^^''"""  ^'"^^^«  ^^ 
then  /don't  care!     Why  Til       '  '"  T^^"  ^  ^°"'t  <^e 
morning,  an'  he  wa«  li'v  ''  ?'       r""^  '  °'^"'"  ^^^  '^^^^  May 
leadin'fllthechil  ;nXhe  Eo^r  °"  "t'  ^^-'<^-.  an' 
an'  all  was  as  right  as  rigittuldT-y't^  ''^  "^^'°^' 
;n  August  an'  everything's  topsy-tur^l  iC    Lh   r  T^  ^"'' 
trifles  do  make  up  a  sum  o'  L  to  h  J  "^'  ^'^  '-'o^ 

sez-for  arter  aU,   what's   'ap^^^^^^^^    T  'k  '''  '°P>'^°°''« 
Partikler.     Miss  Vancourt 'as  c^.  ^  "t^^'  '"    ^">^  ^«e 

'ad  a  few  friends  fromtulr  ^a  ^^^^^^^^^^ 
enough,  as  simple  as  plantains  crrZ    >  f      ^^^^^  ^'^Ple 

Vancourt's  'usband  that "s  to  t  '"  ^  ^^"-  "^^^^  Miss 
old  Blusterdash  Pippft  at  the  ''aT"  'T  "^'  ^^^^  ^^^^^ 
sweet'art.  There  ain' nothin 'out  ^^hl^o"!  't  "'^^^  ''^ 
all  as  plain  as  piecrust.  An'  Passon  a,n>7  '"  '^'-  ^''^ 
but  jest  his  dooty  as  he  alius  doosT--he  ,tTh  "°''"'  "^'^' 
Manor  more'n  once.-he  ain't  Jl'  ^f  t  been  up  to  the 
Vancourt  she  ain't  Ln  'ere "li^  *"  '^"'-^"'  Miss 

his  best  lilac  for  her.'^o  ifcanT  e^^ ^l^^^  ^^  ^«  .'^o,. 
-nor  him,  nor  any  on  'em      So  t  c!    .  °"^  mischief 

What's  come  over  L  old  piace?    wl\''  "'^''^^'  ^^^^  '«  "? 
Neither  place  nor  man's  Thfc  ^* '  '^'^'"^  °^«^  f'asson  ? 

where  th^  chan  l^r  r^trrete^r;^^^^^^  ^^^  ^"- 
Lord,  past  findin'  out ' "  "^  °^  *^^  ^^^s  o'  the 
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listened  with  gravrfntel^      ^  '  '°^'  ""^"^°""  ^"^^  ^^ 
something  of  s^^w'     '"^  ""^'^'^y-  *°"«h  also  with 

"i'mLidn:"drjos:^'"3r""""^^ 

"And  I'm  telling  you  in  nK  !  T"""'"^'  ^'^^  *  s«h- 
father,andbecaisf  yousaw  '  r  ^'^  ^'^"^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^Y 
would  not  like  Tto  1?;^!!  J  ""?  '  ""'^  ^'^"^  ^°" 
is  bad  right  througranTwh^     i  ^  ^"'^^-^  ^"^  ^h« 

Which  helouldget^S^irnsteStrh-:^^"^^^^^  '"-^^' 
Josey,  you  don't  think  roonev  i,  L  k    .  f,^-      .       '  '""  ""«' 

-I  know  you  ^  with^C^v^^'  S,?*  ?.«''•  <">  ^^^ 
JrZ'^^^J:-'  "^"  ""  «■>-  *-  With  .  .„<«. 


you're  sure  to  geU  7  w'iuldnr.'  ""^  ''?",'^«'«"'«.  «>'"woi 
-.oney,  no,  not  if  i,  dsT^l"^,!""^'  «='  ■^'d  for 
•erin  '«  daisy  g^ve  fc„  ^  1 1°'?  """"-I'd  rather  see 
lord  nor  a  duke!Ll¥^  cont,, ,       '  .""■".  '"  '«  '"  "i*  a 

feeb  to  be  tight,  an'  all  things  ^^tk  t^l'"", ''°  "  "'^ 

.ong.'^^:/2^^;;to;r^:''  r  '^ '-  ---^ 

not  even  "-here  she  na„«p^     T~^  """"'*" '  sayavford, 

«n«eventoth:;lr^olerr^t?-'  """  ^"-"- 

Josey  looked  at  her  sidewav«i   v.;^u 
expression.  smeways,  with  a  quaintly  meditative 

«^p'r™^gtrL7wrLS^t\rr'  ^  '^  ™"' 
&ce-"He  b«n.  contin'  L^ms^y^"^'"'''^-'^'^ 
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sort  of  pladd  ^JhaZl^'l'^^'^^^'^r-r*  '  ""i"-" 
like,  an'  a  change  o'  scene  'urd„  '  ?"""  ''°™h«»"«i 

'in.  back  all  the  better  for  it    He  T  ^°°1  ■"''"^'  ^"'  >^ 
me  this  mamin' "  *  """  ""  "'^  goodbye  to 

.w^rrrt'rrfiirn-  ^--^-egone 

wonder.  ^  met  in  a  httle  puckered  line  of  puzzled 

be;.tfe'Lvr  t^^-^i^c  1?  J-?-  «'^g 

story  to  see  the  faint  colour  fl,?fl?^u  '''"  '"<'"'«  »  "ove- 
"Chu..h  business,  likey  Bu.l  "«'.«nsitive  mouth- 
be;,,^e -ere  to  p.icltVl-^^rs^nir.'--'^'- 

--X^T:'hS'*(:\i^-^r"'"'^d~-  ■- 

Give  my  love  to  Ipsie  ^"  "^^^     Good-bye,  Josey  I 

eair.'^s.i^c^Xymfsv'*  rr'^ 

-rer^-urm^;  r  ^'^f  -ovii^t."^ 

tte  world,  tat  yotCgrroZ^t^rd-*""^'  '»'' 
round  it!"  ^  ^  *^'  "^  dearie— you've  got 

hourJs  Ih:  X^iSi::;,;^^^^^^^^^^^^    -g  the 

the  hushed  woodland  Td  siCi^  T'  °^^""^'"^ce  over 
broad  awake.  resigneliircoS  7^"^^!:;;  ^°^^^  ^^^ 
thinking  soberly  of  the  beginning  and  phH  ?  rr  ^^'  ^^ 
and  fruition  of  love-the  w^nH^?^  k^  °^  l'fe,-the  dawn 
nnth  of  e.perience\ly:,tht  ;^^^^^^^^  ^^^  ^^^^- 
from  one  mystic  turn  to  annth     ^7^-  T^"  '°"^  '«  «"'ded 
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always  a  faction  faugh,  Z,  comidetbte  ^^  ""'""'  ™ 
any  guests  who  mfeht  haown  J  i!.  '"barassment  to 

assUted  by  the  ShlL^r„'  t=^e  SL'"!"!  ''«'""«'j 
excursions.'    With  Sir  M«rf«      .    u     ."^^^"O"  •alarums  and 

.he  acid  PersoJf^tJhtTX'MiXl*'  T'  """ 
there  was  very  little  chance  of  mo^  ^f  ^  "  ""*  *»<• 

^onver^rion,  whUa  anTweT  orj^  *  ™'''''  '»°"<»)''labic 
interchange  of  thought.  tftheLdT™''  *™'^"^  "  «^ 
came  to  birth.    The  aLTon  ^f  k  ^v  T""=''"'°"  ""^  ""er 

chiefly  conc«,tra.L  on  S^Uo^'r  T.  """'^  "" 
■he  servants  in  at.endanc^rlh",'^"'^  dehnquencies  of 
nods  and  becks  to  ,.ni,.  ™°  """  *■*  Sir  Morton's  fierce 
fi-^ing  n,e„.^%°b2  Ct  t'™"',  ""  "'^  ^abitha's 
those  who,  as  visitors    we^„TT"*^  "«''""  "«  Sutler. 

domestic  drde,r:rfen,  °S'a't''re'"*"''^  ""  "•' 
fact  that  other  people  were  Z^  .        '  *^    B"'  'he 

irascibility  movT  Sir  "Ct  T  ^^^fL^  "' *""'' 
peisonally  ..juld  eniov  hi,„..Tf  ■  ,.•  *  ^  '""8  as  he 
was  to  browCt  IZ  ZT  '"  *"'  °™  '■^•"O".  "hich 
hold  retainer  Aat  ttl  atoss  irjl  "'^1  "'P''"  '■°"- 
day.    He  was  more  tharZaSv  ZV"  '^"""^  °'  *' 

'"— --"Cr^^d^erxie:? 
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past  all  regeneration,  he  still  oresented  tK-  «  »  • 
of  a  gentleman,  and  was  ca  eful  tT-  »  ^**«"0' «PPe««nces 
composure  of  mien  ZZ^l  Z  ""*'"  '^'  imperturbable 
which  indicate  b"ee^^^"'Vo„^^^^^^^^  '"'  "r^*^  *^»P«^ 
evidences  of  sincerity  And  fh^  l  ^  "'^  ^"^  ^~"  ^'"^S 
that  in  the  comp^n  othip  o^  the  f  1  "%  T ""^'^  ^*PP«"^ 
Sir  Morton  did  not  sh  ne      H  "'^  ^""^^  °^  Ormistoune. 

by  side  with   hrchi  Sfsh  ^'  ""  •''  '"'^'"^>'  ^^'"^  ^'"^  "de 
studying  his  habits    cust^^^  ""^  ^°''"'>"^h,  after 

daysf  bfgan  to  fee    menteirbor^d  a^oT /^  '"°  ^^  ^'^^^^ 
"  Upon  mv  word  "    Z     ^  ?  °"^  °^  ^"'"°"'^- 

I-ngfoV"'ir;n7uX  a'  ^^^^^^^  T''^  Mariu, 

Vancourt  millions  »    Tnf^u     ^        ^^^  ^°'"  *^^  ^^^  ^^  the 

fro™  o„.  ctlrL  «»      ril:™^  £^'  ^«  ^^-ia 

me  .han  .his  terrible' oWBon^t"^.-"^'""  '"  """^  "»«  "^ 

the  affair  rather  S.    yTZTtI^^J  ''^^  ""™««* 
Va„co„„  had  announced  To  tr  au„rh^'^"  *'«*"'  ^ 
to  her  own  home,  you  sent  „?,  /       u     ""'"'"'"  "•  «»™ 
pUce  and  its  surround  ™    T,/T  "J'?  J"  "'""^ate  the 
Motion  Pippit,    seemed  to  1^  T  "^  '  """  """^     Sir 
general  benfofhircto««  to,    r  "'"'^P^'»•'  '«"»  «1« 
was,  (befo^  he  had  itTv"^'elXrhisto'"^  "■"  "^  ■«•"«= 
sure  you  would  be  able  to  us^  w '      Thl       '™'"'"-     '  '<'" 
place  in  the  neighbourh^  exro.   L*r  v "°  "*"  ""^^ 
Manor,  and  Ltlefhwaite  S^k-j^'S'    J^'l  1^"""''  «" 
have  employed  .he  I..le.hwai.il  to  mth'pur^!^"  """" 
no.  'Z'Zr  "*«""°"  '"  ^^^^^  «o™-5.-..I  shoul. 

or:ir;Lrto::^:-:--t:^--eed 
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He  would  sell  h^s'oul  tfl  S"  '  "'«''  *"^«  »-«  "-^ul! 
Roxmouth  gave  an  exclamation  of  minded  contemn.  ^ 
Impatience,  and  dropped  the  conveS  ^7  '""* 
intensely  weary  of  Sir  Mortnn'c  ."""^^'rV®"*  ^"*  *»e  was 
hated  hh,  red^aS  hs  wh  L  hl.V  v   ^°'"^  Personality '-he 

obsequiousness  t^rank  anT^riL'r'  ' m^' ''^  ^^"'"^ 
Darling  old  man  he  mght  be  bu  h.  ^"^  "^  """"'  ^^>'^- 
dull  old  man  as  well       cL     '    u         .""^  ""questionably  a 

luncheonTthe  dTy  now  named  H^^'/".'''"'  *''*'  '^^^-^  -' 
Mr  Netlips  w^ulfhTvI  s;rd\t^ti't^r"V 
petulant  mood,  being  tired  of  .h.  1      .  *  somewhat 

servant,  that  wm  on'aS^d  him  anTr"  1?'*"«  °'  "» 
to  a  sort  of  loathing  re^ukL  ?,' ,?  *  '''"''*  ""<»'«' 

Tabitha.  wa^y-dea/JHSw  'thtin^rraSdtr  ^1" 
Sternly  smooth  erev  hair      H-  „      ,  ^*'®^'  ^"d  bordered  by 

Whether  ,h.  hTIvXf'yorg^Lr  :r  '°  ''™^"' 
face,  wrinkles  and  arei-  hair  La  .  *""""  '"«  same  waiy 
cn«ile,-when  Ae  ria™.»    r        "^°"**'  •"'  »  "-er  verf 

salver,  distracted  h,7aTten.ion  ^  ""'  ''-™"  °"  "  """ 

dr:s'a*oir:ir:;  ;;t':hth'rhf  k^"""-  --"^ 

of  conveying  to  his  moX-"  wL  L 1^"       ""  ""' 
in  here  for,  eh?    Haven't  I  ,„u         ^  '  "  brmgmg  notes 

disturbed  by  mess^^^d  0^^^  WhTn. '"'  "'  '"^" 
Take  it  awiy-takl  it  awayTNo'-he"^',  "f'r^  '""" 
stop  a  minute!  Yes-yes  i-r  .£^1  mftlT^'^  '  """"''- 
W  Abbot's  Manor,  'wy  derio^^T'^^nlTl!""-'.""" 
h«  voice  to  a  rich  warbli--'!  beifeve  ftt  tnf '°  °  "'''* 
more  than  me-ha-ha-ha  !-yes  ™  '  -.  t  ~"«"' J-"" 
two!    'When  a  woman  will  sh?Jlf  L  J  "  "■'"«""• 

-  he  bX-op-  rseli^?^-^^^^^^^^ 

.  wnai  s  tnjs  ?    God  bless  my  soul  J »    And 
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his  round  eyes  protruded  in  astonishment  and  dismay-"  Ix,olc 
here  !_I  say-really!    You'd  better  read  this,  my  lord  !    G^ 
bless  my  soul!    She's  bolted ! » 
Roxmouth  Started  violently.     Mr.  Marius  Longford  looked 

whh  r  '~r'  M '''  '^^^'^'^^  '^'^  ^-'^  her  knife  and  fork 
w,th  the  regular  old  maid's  triumphant  air  of  '  I  told  you  so  > ' 

God  bless  my  soul!  "said  Sir  Morton  again-"  Was  ever 
such  a  b;t  of  damned  cheek  !-beg  pardon.  Ty  lord  !_" 
Don  t  apologise ! "  said  Roxmouth,  with  courteous  languor, 

h^ilT  ""'  '","'•'    "^^  ^"'  '^^''•^ha!"  and  he  .Led 
his  hand  expressively.     "  May  I  see  the  letter  ?  » 

n.«^H'^'"'r'"'*^i"'^'"  ^"^  ^'"  M°^*°"  '"  a  great  flusv^r 
fXws:  "'•      ''   ""    ^  ^^'^   ^"^^   "°^^  -<^   -n   - 

"Dear  Sir  Morton._I  quite  forgot  to  tell  you,  when  you 
and  your  friends  dined  with  me  the  other  day.  that  I  ar^ 
eaving  home  immediately  and  shall  be  away  for  the  rest  of 

It'thrr''  ,^^y^'':'^-«^  ^"d  Miss  Fosbyare  staying  on 
at  the  Manor  for  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks,  as  the  counti;  air 
does  them  so  much  good.  It  will  be  very  kind  if  you  and 
L^rd  Roxmouth  will  call  and  see  them  as  often  as  you  can.- 

Ini^jT'iT^  r  ^'u^  P'^P'"  '-""^  ^  ^"^  '^^  Miss  Tabilha 
mU  be  glad  to  have  them  near  her  as  she  already  likes  them  so 

r t:  n  K  "^  ^°"  "^^  ^"^  *°  8^^^  ^h^"  pleasure  while  they 
are  here,  will  be  esteemed  as  a  personal  favour  to  myself  I 
am  sorry  not  to  have  the  time  to  call  and  say  good-bye-^but 

vnTrf  •'  ^^K^""  "'''"'"  '''■''"°"y-  ^  ^h^»  ^^^^  Jefi  before 
you  receive  this  note—With  kind  regards,  sincerely  yours. 

"Marvllia  Vancourt." 

tofrrrw  '%''  '^'"  '"""''  ^""^  *°  h^'"^^^^'  ^"d  then  aloud 
stupc^^^^^^^     ^"  '  "^"^"^  *^^^^  ^^^  ^  ^"--  -^  ^b-l"te 

nJin?^"  tf  f"^'"  ^'  '^'*  '^'^  M'^^  Tabitha,  placidly 
nodding,  while  the  suspicion  of  a  malign  smile  crept  round 
the  hard  corners  of  her  mouth. 
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clench  of  his  hand.  *  "'"^°"''  "°*  »»  ^^y  .v'^ious 

He  was  inwardly  furious.     There  is  nothing  •     • 

a  man  of  his  tyne  as  tn  k«       J    '^P°*"'"g  so  imtatng  to 

done  this.  In  th^  LTtHfl""'^'  "^''^"'°"'-  ^aryllia  had 
had  compelled  ZTZ^'ZIZ!'  ^"^^'^-'^^-y  «he 
plans  were  completely  unset  JnA   r        /"  ^''  ^^"=^""y  'aid 

his  tool,  to  who'.  uiu!rLXc:nT,:^^^^^^^^  ^-«^-^. 

t«ons.  was  secretly  laughing  at  him  T^fh'  "^f  "^  ""^  •"**^»- 
tnved  a  stay  at  Badsworth^  Hall  with  ZT  f"'''^  '"^'  ^°"- 
order  to  have  the  opportunity  of  Is  J  T'°'''  ^'PP'"  '» 
every  turn,  and  compTmisinf  h:  namewitrh^^^'r'  ^' 
house  and  county,  and  then  to  finW  T-  Z  *"'  '"  ^er  own 
suggestion  that  L  shol". S,  "^'d ^e?  'h '^'' "^' ^'^^  ^^^^^ 
Gemma.  Lady  Wicketts  and  Miss  Foshv  '""'^"'  ^''*^" 

much  for   his  patience     Thp  M  ^'  ""^^  somewhat  too 

-the  open  slighVtrhiLl^.?  "^'^  *°^"">'  ""expected, 
very  bl<Sl  tingled  untrXVshtT  m'' n"  "^'  '^^"     «'» 
had  carried  a  point  again  t  him  «  h  ^'^."'*''  disdain-she 
could  hear  the'distanTl^'oTh^^^t^^^ 
His  brow  reddened,-he  gnawed  hf/    !,     ^"^^'""S  laughter. 

disn,a,?-foj;rio7ypTrr:.hrh  r'  ^^"'^^^'•"^  °^ 

wa3  able  to  push  things  on  in  c;rLin'n'^   f  P°''*'°"  '^'°"^' 
were  to  suddenly  turn  crustv  .nH  ^''^''^''  °^  *«  P^ess, 

his.  Longford's.  ^^^  ^  ^^^ht '  rro'^'  "!:T  ^°"'^ 
like  a  rushlight  in  a  gale!  Sir  MoLn  p  9"^"^hed  utterly 
comfortable  pause  of  silence  h.H  '^P'"  ^"""^  ^he  un- 

excitement.  He  knef  p^e^c  ,/;r 'r'' "'^"PP--d 
sented  to  it, -that  his  house  hrn'^^'^u'"  ^'  ^^^  <^°°- 
Roxmouth's  purposes  and  thTK  ""'^  ^^"   '"^ed'  for 

consideration^o^  In  Hke  /he  ^^  T'^Jf"^'  "^^  °^"°  '"ore 
than  a  landlord  for  The  time  be  nf  T  f"  °'  ""^'^^^^^^ 
entertainment  would  in  duTc^  ^'  u  °''  ''"^^  '""^'^o^^^g  ^r 
and  ceremonious  riionVn^^^!  ''^^^«'«^  in  some  ^lite 
-snioii.     And  he  realised  dolefully  that  his 
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•distinguished'  guest  might,  and  probably  would   soon  *.W 

^in^Tr  '""  ^''''"^'^  "'"'  ^'^^^  *^''  nr^ontr 
mrJo/sTJ^::^'^  ';  Il'^u ''*'''  "^*"^  annihilation^ 
r?„       •  " '  ^°"^^'*  ^'^P^-     He  had  set  his  heart 

ZTr'  "'  '""''^  g-den-partie,  in  the  neighlx^urh^ 
irihe  had'"'""  :"'   i"^^  ^°'''"°"^'^   ""^-  his  po^ 

oecause  they  had  not  had  the  honour  of  sheltering  his  lord.hin 
withm  the.rwalls._and  he  had  expected  to  a^d  consdm^^^ 

^tirroxZThT  ^  ''/^r«  °"'  ''^  des-'S':t„' 

111  T/J"  °^"'  ^"^  »^^  ^0"W  willingly  have  throZ 
pUtes  and  d«hes  and  anything  else  that  came  handy  at  ^ 
very  name  of  Maryllia  for  her  'impudence'  as  he  cLledl 
in  leavmg  them  all  ip  the  lurch.  ^ 

said  mJ'"  ^  ^"!;«f«y  to  ascertain  where  she  has  gone  »- 

"Id  T\^°"^°''^  P'"'^^""y'  "•  «°ft  conciliatorTaccenls- 
Lady  Wicketts  will  probably  know,  and  Miss  Fosby!^" 

Damn   Udy  Wicketts  and   Miss  Fosby!"  snaooed  nut 
S.r  Morton    this  time  without  any  apology-"  HSeo 
female  donkeys  1    'Kind  of  me  to  call  Z>n  themT^Gk^ 
bless  my  soul !    I  should  think  it  wou/d  1^  kind  1    KnS^ 

but  a  fool  would  go  near  them »  '    ^""^^ 

••They  are  very  pleasant,  good  women,''-said  Miss  Tabitha 
S^^Varurtr^^-'"---"^'  '  -^  P^et\h^tt 
^Sk^Morton  snorted  contempt;  Mr.  Longford  coughed  dis- 

"Miss  Vancourt  has  not  yet  ripened  sufficiently  to  bear 
companson  wuh   Udy   VVicketts."-he  said,  smoo^ly^"o 
wuh  Miss  Fosby.     But  I  think.  Miss  Pippitt.  there  is  a  grea 
deal  m  what  you  say ! "    Miss  Tabitha  bo«;d.  and  smilfd  a 
vinegary  sm.le     "Lady  Wicketts  has  a  fine  mi^d-ve^^fi^^^ 
Her  husband.  Sir  Thomas "  ^ 

••Oh  never  mind  her  husband  1"  blustered  Sir  Morton.- 
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"Nothing  I" 

course  of  ,ru.  love  never  rfFH  "^  '"''"  "">'  «"""    The 

ofwha.'s.hi,.„an,e-S^«^i;""HaT^p'"!:'  *'  """« 

o^.-r.otve'^-Er ?  -"  -^-J 
-rv^,„-ta"^''o.-C'C:.:t 

pleasure  and  e„,e2„„,r,  ""mT"'''''  '"'""'""  'o  »« 
frigidly-..  He  seelrt  "'"  ^'"~>'«-"-'>«  answered 
Miss  'vanco  rtTd  Lllu^^^J^'f  t"'""  ""■  >»* 
should  have.hough.hew:  H^v^b^:"^  «»'  ^"™-' 
departure."  ^^"  *°'°  °^  their  intending 

Mo™r-"s;.s'rbtft:ed'''Ss  1  .t"'  "'"'•■''  «- 

are.  Iha.e'eml  Re^la?;;.»t ,  f '"^  "^ '  f"*"  "«ays 
•bou.  .heir  morals^rrw  '^'S  T*'"*  """ 
-he  ought  .0  have  been  LlfiJ  "^  .  ""^  "'  """ 

ha-ha-hi,    We'U  ™me  1^  "■  "P-P<»"ively  locked  up, 

hto  by  surprUe  an?^s«ri°"  ^  ^•'''"•■'y-we'U  take 
*e  devil  heV  ^ayra^rbirgreir;!'  "•"  "■'  ""^ 

n;ou.h"ru°i;°'..f :^;' -t.  tiiS'hrt"""""^  «- 

than  we  do.     Maryllia-Miss  Van  ou«  ?'  "''  """« 

to  confide  her  movement  evl^        7"  f  "'  "  "^l^"" 
been  re.icem— -.    He^„S.    "  "  f™"<^-*e  »«  always 

for"^'j!&;j,^iiljf;'-:  fi"'*ing  hi,  sentence 
veoi  sly  I     The  firs,  toe    I    ever   ,.w    Mis, 
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Vanc„»  I  knew  she  wa,  decei,f„, .,    Her  ve:.  Wk  e,p,e«e, 

frankness-'Tmreallvafrn.H  f  affectation  of  great 

I  had  hoped  th^t  lto'u^:otrveTad:o'^'\  ''^'^^'^  •' 
-a  very  disagreeable  maL  wtich  1'^''^°'."  "^^"^^' 
night-but.  under  the  circumstances  it  T"tf  ''''  °*^^'- 
mention  it.     You  can  nrrh.nT  '   .  ^^^  ^  ^*  *«"  ^ 

beentome-di^Lrng'a  dt^^^^^^^  '^  has 

to  discover  the  lady  whom  ^  k  ^  ^  '"^^^*^  mcredible,- 
almost  .y  promise'!  ^IrL^  ^::Z  "^^  ^^  T^'- 
en^nglement  down  here  with  a  cfergyman,"  ''""™"' 

Sir  Morten  bounced  in  his  chair 
;;Godl.-ssmysoul!     A  clergyman?" 

A  clergyman?"  echoed  Miss  Tabitha  with  ,nHH«     u 
ness  in  her  tone—"  Wh^f  ^u  """na,  witn  sudden  sharp- 

«  WK«   u     ,!  r         ^  cJergyman  do  you  mean  ? " 
Whoshoud  Ime»ii»     a«^  r»  ""'canr 

«Ja.  sad  and  forSg  ^el^Z^^:^To::,'°^- 
"That  nn-or  ?  »  r  .     '"^^'y  blasphemous  oath. 

had  resolved  to  wed  «n«««,        i       '^"-oand  ?— the  man  she 

till  he  was  sel  and  dTnoTJ         T"  ''  ^'^^  '^^^  *°  --* 

led  to  the  altar    '  '  1   WaTdln  T  "^'  ''  "''  ^°"^  "'^" 
easily  allured "  ''  "°'  *  ""^^  ^^^  would  be 

"Perhaps    not,»-said   Roxmouth,    Quietlv-«Bnf    r 
hardly  refuse  to  accept  the  witness  of  m?  own  eves  «nH       Tn 
And,  attended  by  an  almost  breathless  'siW^n  the  ;':^i; 
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his  auditors,  he  related  with  an  air  «f  «  »• 
compassionate    regret    hTs    ol  ^     '"'  ^"^"^^"^^  ^nd 

between  Maryllia 'and  Walden  in'T"'-  °'  ''''  '"^-^'- 
gerating  something  here,  in  r^ucL  P-cture-galle^'.  exag- 
there  suppressing'the  si^^^^.!  TTT  '"t"^^'- 
mg  falsehood  wherever  convenLm  u  1  h:;  ^  '  ""^  '"'^'"- 
P^acmgWalden's  good  name  at  m!  Z  T.b  f^'  l^'*^^  '" 
[or  her  to  rend  and  pounce  udo  JT  '  ' ''•-^'^^^  "^ercy 
her  own  jaundiced  rag'e  and  Su  "ve L"""^  ^"^^  «^ 

Nothmg  could  equal  or  surpass  Sir  Mnr^     .' 
wrath  as  he  listened  to  the  mr„f^       '^" '  amazement  and 
literally  start  out  of  his  head     W,  7*     "'"  '^^^  '''"^'^  *<> 
fat  ridge  of  flesh  lolled  over  \";;  ^rr  T"^^  ^'^'^^'^  ^'"  ^ 
and  he  threw  in  various  oWationf  of  H  "  ^'''^  ^»'''-*-o"ar, 
?E.'ft"'  "^'^  ^^  'Snivelling  ';up;y^.'^'^°-/^      regard 
Elderly  humbug ! '     « Sneaking  upsfart  -" '  wh.  ^  ^^  '^'^' ' ' 
accordance  with  his  native  good  taste  anH    t       ''"'"  ^"'^^  '» 
And  when  at  last  his  stocf of  e' , 'fvefh     ''"'"^  °^  ^P^^^h. 

bemg  exhausted,  and  when  4T'  Sat  dr'b'"  '''  ^'- 
had,  hke  an  invisible  sculotor's   rhlc  i  ^^  viciousness 

lines  in  her  face  as  fitting  a^lL^''"''  ""^""^  ^"^den  deep 
malice  of  her  thoughts  tLrarr?'"''  *°  ^^^  ^^^P^ning 
and  went  their  several'  tays  in  1'  ""  '''  '""cheon  tablf 
concerted  confusion,  t^ce"  n'rvrtl^L"""^^  °^  *^- 
fresh  means  to  gain  new  and  unexlted  eln  '  V'"*^  °^ 
reluctantly  yielding  to  the  earnes!^  ''     ^^^mouth, 

walked  wuh  him'into  the  vlu^    7^^  ^^  '""«'°^^' 
enquiries  at   the  post-office  as   {n  wh  .t       w'^   ^""^  '"^«^*^ 
sudden  departure  was  known  ther^or  tt^  """' •  ""^"^^""'^ 
had  been  left  as  to  the  forwardL  of  \    '^ '"^ '"^^"'^•O"^ 
postmistress,   Mrs.   Tapple  TrSZf  K  ^  ''"'"•     ^"'  »he 
profoundly  to  the  'futufeDor  J^^.      J      '"^   ""^^^y'"« 
nothink,'    and    « 'adn't    ^     ^     ^,"^  '^'  "^^"'^  heard 
jeuers  and   telegrams  airten^ up^ t^he  Ma^    ^^"^°"^^'^ 
^V  hereupon,  still  guided  by  the  astute  I J    r  ^     °'  ^  "^"«1- 
far  obeyed  Maryllia's  partUg  su^  L    ^^''°''^'  ^^^'"""^h  so 
call '  upon  Lady  Wicketts td  mTv^  "  '\^"  ^"^  '  ''^"^J'y 

MISS  I  usby  at  the  Manor  itself. 
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The  beautiful  old  house  lookeH  tu^ 

no  shutters  up,  no  Ss  drawn    '"'"'"'"'"*' '  '^''^''''^ 
nothing  indicaSd  absete  on    hT  "t  7th°/  ^'^  .""'°^^'- 
of  the  fair  domain;  and  even  the  h1  p.      '^'«"'"«  "«'^«» 
snoozing  according  to  dan^  *  ,    ^    '^'"^  ^**  comfortably 
stones  in  the  Tudo    cou^    ^        '  °"  '^'  '"""^*^  ^"« 
them  with  his  usuafwelkrated  «  T'"'  °^"*^   ^'^^  ^^^^^  ^o 
"Miss  Vancour  1  nT  a,"".  'T""^''^^  demeanour, 
tentatively.  ""**   *'   ^^^^^^      began    Roxmouth 

"Miss  Vancourt    has  left  for    fh»  n    .- 
replied  Primmins,  sedatelJ^  Contment.   my  lord,'* 

Longford  exchanged  a  swift  aia«o^     -...  ,^. 
«  M.cc  «     ™^'  —oegan  Longford  thea 

This  was  baffling.  ' 

™kmPri„„,i„,.^;:i:^;fJ,'h-e  noticed  , he  „emor  of  . 
With  a  profound  siA    r'"       ^'^ """  *"'"""«-'«>'»•" 

We  should  hke  to  see  Miss  Fosby." 

"Tr::,"C*^r*'<-n,o.wide.. 

P»nc.i,K>„s„Lot;-.oSvTfhe^  ^broide.,.  ,«s.  ^.h 
Lady  Wicketts  is  not  well  »    eK«      •  j  • 

mose  accents-«Dear  ulAvTckeUsT^ ^i^'"^''"^^ '^'^'y- 
good  l-always  thinking  of  oth^Z!  ^^^  "  ^^^^^^  ^ 

things  l--shefatiresTi^^^^^^  ^°'"«  ^"^  kind 

so  very  delicate      «;1     U    ""^  '^^  ^'  ^^  delicate-ah '- 
to  sayT"  '    ^''  "  '"^^""«  fr-*"  neuralgia,  I  am^;^ 
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"Don't  mention  it."— sairf  p« 
not  disturb  her  for  the  w.  fd  ^^^^f  '.'"*"^-"'^«  ^^^'d 
Miss  Vancourt- »  ^^  ^*^*  's,  we  called  to  see 

"Yes?"    n      ■  A 

embroidery  agr^nd'^Ja'efu^r/t'ttinr^  '^''"^  "^  ^- 
Pe^^^l  of  a  rosebud  she  was  dj  f JnT  '' n '  "'"^'"  '"^°  ^^^ 
here  yesterday."  ***  *'^^'g"'ng-"  Dear  girl «    She  left 

touch  Of  hutLi^:,;^,/J-^J['  -^  -'led.     She  had  a 
sentiment,  and  she  was  just  now  e"      •  '""''^  '  '"^V  Victorian ' 

"I    think  notr    yoint  ^°^'"«  ^^"^'f' 

Maryllia  has  always  been  i.T^"  ^'^^    ^^^"^e  and  tmvel 

Thefirsttime  Udy  V^c^tts  and T^^  ''  ^°  ^'^°^^  ^  Au^^' 

^'ng  with  her  aunt'  of  no  I  donVt?  T'  '"'  ^'^  '^^  ^^^^el- 

"  Where  has  she  gone^'  aid   f  " '^ '*  ""  ^"^'J^"  •' '' 

much  ease  and  lightness  of  mannt  l^T'''\  "^^^^'"^  ^ 

the  question.  ^""'''  ^  he  could  in  putting 

Miss  Fosby  smiled  a  little  more. 

"I  ^-Tshrhlst^;:;^^^^  Civil  mildness^ 

allowed  Udy  Wick^°  S  mys'  ^"the   '"'  /'^  ^«  '^-^^'X 
three  weeks."  ^^^'^  t^^  use  of  the  Manor  for 

3f  ;^'  ^:^!"''"«?"  suggested  Longford. 
This  time  Miss  Fosby  laughed.     ^ 
"Oh  no!    When  «;/leave  it  tK    »>r 
again  for  quite  a  long  timelprlht  nT'  "  *°  ^  '^ut  up 
"  Miss  Bourne  has  gone  wkh  h     /•  'l"^*'  '"'"'"«•" 
"  No."-and    utss  %H      ^^'  ^"^"<^'  ^  suppose  ?  « 

embroidery  silks  ^^  .ot^S'^'TV^^"^  '^' 
Ccelyand  Monsieur  Gigue  h^U  °^  colour-'' Little 
only  this  morning."        ^    '      '  '"^'^^'•'  ^ent  away  together 

back  stiffened  instarSv      ™'""'''  ""g-uniedly.    Miss  Fosby. 


3* 


«hoold  I  even  make'*  ^'^"t  thaV-she  said 
even  make  it  my  busmess  to  enquiry.' 
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There    was    an    awkward    pause    after    thi.       -»     .. 
Longford  skilfully  changed   the  subiect  of      '   """^    '^^"^'^ 
generalities,  the  rest  of  fh.      f     -  ^  conversation    to 

slderablee^ba^rsLn       Mils  FoT  ""  '""^''  ""^  -"" 

She  was  distinctly  'old  LhTnJ^^  ""^^  "°'  *°  ^^  '<^^a^"-' 

•that  she  was  ab  Itdy^^^^^^^^^^  *^-^f°-  ^o  add 

Leaving  the  Manor    S   p  '\"'  ^"""^  ""^  ^^^^^s^- 

sought  fo?  informs  t  othtTane  "'k''^  ^'"^  ^"^^^ 
The  agent,  Mr.  Stanways?  'ktw  nothrn'^.^'S-^^"!;!  ^"*'«^y- 

to  communicate  all  his  business  to  MtTv        '  "^  ""''' 

in    London.     Finally  the  WtK         r  7^"'^°"'* '  ^''"^'^ors 

Adderley.     They  found  th  J  ^^'    "'^'^   '^""^    '"  J">'^" 

aback  JthemsXX  t^elCof  ^7?"^  ""^'^  ^^- 
had  been  told  nothin/ofTt  a  °^^f  ^"'^  «  departure.  He 
been  brought  to  h  m  Ll'  "°'^  ^'■°'"  ^'"^^^  ^^^^ne  had 
at  the  Maror-an"ho"w:d"' th'i  ''  °"^  °^  ^^^  ^-^-- 

mouth  and  Longford  with  ^fectf  T''"^  '°  ^°^^  ^°^- 
"r«r.^k       ,r  ^"'"  .*^""  perfect  frankness.     It  mpr^iv  r,« 

Good-bye  Moon-cal/ !    Am  going  awav     Vn\        ^ 
you  for  a  fond  fa  -well  i     h«       ^  ^  ^'     ^°  *™^  to  see 

come  back.     EncbLd  LrS '°"  "'"  '^  '^"°"^  '^^^-^  ' 
Rose  Tree '  "^  ''  "^  "^"^'^  ^^  your  '  Little 

aiiu'S\:tf:irrr'"^^^     --  s^"-^^^^ 

termination' of  his  XasaTS    0%^"?^"' ""^^^^^^^^ 
genuine  to  be  doubted.  ^^"°'"'  ^^■"^  ^^o 

"It  is  positively  remote!"  he  said    «!tar,n„ 

visitors-"Too  remote  for  reali^tion f'  Mr  l^rt'  "'  ''^ 
away  too."  *     ^'^-  balden  has  gone 

Roxmouth  started. 
"Mr.  VValden?" 

us  J  on  Sun^y/'  '"'  *''''°'^    «'  »"'  P'^^*-*  he,^  Z 

JuLn^flrbbr^fat' ""'1""'  '-^f--*.  *arp,y  scanning 
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'owtli^^X^''-^^^  "fted  hi,  ,ho„Ide.  '<•  'he 
"What  do  you  mean  m^  K  *'"''«™>^'»™'.- 
Purpose  shoJd  a  bS  T  JdH^;  tl?'  .^^  "'-' 
person  in  the  world  to  wish  ,„  f  u-  '•  "^*'^«"  «  *e  last 
"^  motives.    He  t  Se  stce^Z    /  '"''""™''  "  "^'^i* 

Adderl!y.o,^"Td<,;'he'.a^r  ""    '"'"""'"^      '^^ 
understood  his  cue.  '  '""'   """ingly,  and  he 

.et"rin:w::'-ht^^r..."^:rr  *'  """-'•  ^°"  - 

position^ »  "    ^'■^    qu'te    aware    of   the 

;;Qu^e!"  murmured  Julian,  lazily. 

"leaning  emphasis-^eTasLrr''"'^     ^°"^°^^'     ^'^ 
"Oh,   my  dear  Lonal  ?,        ^^''^^  *  ™^  ^^"lous ! " 

things  r»^iLt;te^"^t^^^^^^^^  "^^  ^P-*^   o^  these 

humility.     « Merif  always  "o^t:  ^l  ^  ""  "''"  °^  gentlemanly 
jion^and  Mr.  Adderl'fta iTas'a  Jt'  "^""*  ^'  ^"^- 
Here  he  waved  his  ha^d  and  alLXhr~?'"'^"'— ' " 
Itself.  "  allowed  the  sentence  to  finish 

"Tun'k7,''1«''i";*°"«''*''y- 

■>«M  in  my  Ufe-ni"  ""'"' T-  I"""  have  bin 
To  be  useful  would  b^„ew  and  '  ""  "'  ""'^  "«• 
here  he  smiled  dubiously-"  yZ  '",T°  "^'  ^'^>''"~ 
But  I  f«„_i  ven,    m~h  STT'^f ''"-^•*  •'"^''tful  I 

«ivance„enf  »l^^ sl^-fV  „f^'  "'"^^  ''"^^ 
myself  to  other  people's  olant  -^^  V."  """mmodate 
abilities?"  '^        P^""-      ^O"  ""I  excuse    my  in- 

Roxmouth    flushed    anerilv       H. 
would  so  mau,  ^^^^^l  ^^^^ 
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awaiting  thL  t^^Jf^  *'?  '°'^  »"  ''«''«  new, 

oaUirg  on  ,he  Itti?hwai,«  t^« '^''  i!!  •■"  '-'^  ^"'»' 
vain.  Nobody  knew  aTvS„^^J^^t""'  ^°''^"^  aU  in 
The  sudden  e^t  of  uZtZJ^^'  •""  "'^  '"^*'"«- 
surprise.  And  when  S  Pippitt  t^T  r'  '"^"■^  "^ 
whisper  concerning  John   vSdln  Th  »  «»<ialou. 

between  him  and  L  Udv  „f  ,1 '  ^  "  '^'^  "Wgue 

materia,  for  -local'  excWu  ^'^""    «"«  «» 

I.Urail'-ntlSrtl-r  t^-^is"  'T  -'^  »"■" 
"Ha-ha-hal    Old  ere™  L/    i,"       J^     °""''"    Mslers,— 

10-  her  pet  S  'J.'ItiU  "I  ™**  '^  '*^  ^"^ 
•uru  this  kind'^f  nons^T  /.^  V!r  •'"•^' 
would  be  somebody  else-nerl^n.  "?"'*'  cleigyman,  it 
perhaps  mel  Ha-l^-hal  &„»"*''""""'"»*"-« 
I  don't  believe  a  word  of  jm»  ^    i      .i    . 

but  I  am  quite  sure  he  is  an   excellent  t«  T'  '"^'"'^' 

gentleman.     Nothing  that  xTbitt  pllr""^*^  '  ^'^^ 

move  me  on  that  jwint!"  ^^"  *^  ^^"  ^^^  ^^ 

"I    always  had    my  suspicions ! "^said   Mrs    M,n^    •„ 

■■riTiiTfc^tcot.^--.  ^-1  -  — 

W,<f  on  Mr.  Walden's  risiS,rhe^„earr'f  "^'^"""^ 
trembled  for  him!  Jfy  girls  Lve"^  ""^  *•'•  ""'  ' 
Miss  Vancourt  eversin«  ttey  m«  LTsi  T  "^  "»"' 
garden-party,  but  /  have  ST,    t        f     '*'"'°"  ^^PP'"'' 

poor  mother  always  Xr'ot-fi  '"''  °P™°"-  ^^ 
And  Miss  Vancou«  is  a  des^L"  t^  '""■>'  f"""™,. 

of  it  She  affects  the  innofZ  ^TchiU  ^', "?  ^""^ 
Whether  I  have  ever  met  anyone  ^  Jso"  ^^^    L^"r 
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effort  to  wear  away  the  snrrH^l    '^  ^*"  ^^^^""^^  ^  the 

unblemished  Sation     T^^^^^^  °^ "  «°^  "^'"^  ^d 

vengefully  broXg l^:;  the  .rt^  whi  hT°°'  •^^^^°"' 
had  sustained  at  the  hand!  of  w  ,  J         ^^  considered  he 
Adderley,  rode  to  and  fro  ot  hfs  1^     f  "V  "^  "'"  *^  J""^ 
eve,   perspiring  prXr  and     h  2'^'  ^'■°'"  '"°"'  *'"  <i«^ 
almosPas  freely  The  t;ded^«1^  ^'"^n  P°'^°"°^    '^'^^'^ 
tainous  flesh.  aLre  tL  bvt  H      '1  ^"""^  ^'■°'"  ^'^  -"O""- 
ing  himself  with  the  Pipp^t°  bur',  ^'  "'J  "°^  ^"'J'  '"S^^''^*- 
through  whose  inflLn^ t  j^elnt  h'l't^'.  ^°^"°"*'^' 
or  two.'    Mordaunt  Appleby    thfR  L^r^M  k"*  ^''  *  *^« 
insignificant  spouse  irritat^Hl.       ^'^^^fo^d  brewer,  and  his 

'-eive.  I-^rKTimTuttr^^^^^^^^^  to 

service  and  d  d  their  rart  nf  .^„j  i      '  Pf  ^sed  into  the  same 

will  and  malignamSrc.Lr^T^T«  "*"«■•' ««^- 
hoots' time  thL  waJtrCe^,  oIh  r""  f  ?"  "^^'"^^ 
she  was  -miijed  w' wiATl  i^f/"  "'^''"™' ^aiyllia; 
entangle  him'!-,he„^l  Walden,-she  had  'tried  to 
Mano?.'-r  w^Xw^.,*^!"     \  !??»=  "'*  him  at  the 

Roxmoulh?    Why   tadLi    M  *'    ""'    ™'^  Lo^ 

chose  1  Ah  y^^t^l  ,.^"I  •^'"°  "'""'  '"'  "  ""V 
of  the  head  i'd  sh^r„gs  ^  Si  fXi^r  '"""!T  "■«'"8» 
n.o«  than  whole  vol„m«  of  libel       *''""^'"  ""■<*  •'^tM 

'r^^^ttZ:'^^^'''  village  listened,  sagaciously 

».isfied  that  w:;"erTr:r"ror  "p"""  't  •**"•' 

-iin  or  at.  Kest  m  the  'gospel  according  to  John. 
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It  was.  in  strict  reaUty  a  pXce  hUl  ll"'"^  ^'^^°P  «^<^"^ 
one  of  the  residences'of  Henl  VH  "«^^^^^  '"  ^^e  old  days 
had  been  injured  during  the7rl!  „  ""'^  ""^  '^^  ^""ding 
modem  repairs  to  ^wat  kTk  '"  P'"°^' ^"^  ^^^^^i" 
executed,  but  it  still  retafned  m,  /omewhat  clumsily 

windows,  and  a  cloister^court  of  rr'  ^?'  "^^  "'""'°"«d 
eminently  beautiful,  thouiri' 27  r"^'"^ '''''^ ''^' 
touch  of  the  melancholy  fand^^Ti"!  "ZT'^^  ""<J"  the 
had  formerly  been  King  Hen  J:  J'  *  ^^^  ^'^*^°P'^  ^^udy 
sessed  a  Hchly-wrought  cdW  of  .''?'  ?'"'^^'  ^"^^  Pos 
projecting  beams  smtthly  ^^^^^^^  °f^  -^ers.  ^d 

With  royal  emblems,  from  4ich  nmt  .         ^"*^'  ^"^  P^'^^ed 
periods,  many  a  b^nne^of  trfumnh  f  ^"^^  ^°"''*'  ^^  ^^^ly 
knightly  pennon.     Bishop  b",         ^     "^  '"^  """"^  ^ 
carefully  maintained    ts^anS  T   °"'  °'  ^^'^  ^^""^  -"d 
furniture  and  general  sLounZs     ^hl"  'H  ''^  ^^^^^  °^  '*« 
high  carved  chimney-piece  sudZmI    .     "^^  '"^'e-nook  and 
figures  of  heroic  size,  wa;  leftnnl  J^  '''°  ''"'P^"«d  «"gel- 
fhe  gaping  recess  was'Jed  wLZf  ?'"".'  ^"^  ^"  -'"'-^ 
-  olden  times,  but  in  summed  as^^o^   if  se  "h  ^  ^'^^">  « 

--greatest    taste    a^ri^S^Xr^S:^^ 
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a  wonderfully  i.ptsr^c.':  Tfhe  t"""^^  ""'^'  """« 
Placed  -Klow  thk  and  sllriwl.  ,1       ,    v       "«'"  '"<'  Child. 
«s  the  Bishop's  .ablel^k  and T         '  "-■"•"  "'  ""  '"»"•■ 
ever  he  raised'his  head   „™  ht  tS 'rf '  '"  T  ^''"•■ 
Mary  Bie^,  among  ^yon,.nXlS^^^i:Z"LT^'''  "^ 
And  here  just  now  he  sat  a    ev^n  n„  ?       ^        '  ""*  """• 
with  John  Walden,  who  „  th  t     ?."L:rr  7 '''^•'™ 
wa»an  ingrained  part  of  his  own'  'a  "r^  ^d  foJ fh".?  """" 
aside  or  forgotten  all  his  own  little  trn  n',!™  L°  """  P"' 

to  the  greater  ones  of  his  friend      He,  !,'  ,^"  """^  '"  ''^'™ 
the  change    wrought  in    seZ  "^  '^"  ''""^l'«'  « 

features.    Always  fht,   he  had  noT  °"  ^"''^"''^  '""'and 
to  have  reached  alm^'t  a  Doto  """     """  '°  attenuated  as 
^unk  far  back  unde^S  Sn  "h'™' u!'""'-''''  ^"^  ^y". 
brilliancy  which  gave  a„atttl.^'°r  '"'""'  "'"■  ^  f'™''* 
drawn  features,   and   his  hand    ,h       I  "'''"''='°"  •"  ^"  Pa'e 
woman's,  clenched  and  unclethoH  >  ?r"^'  '"'*  ''''''''^'»  " 
spoke,  with  an  involunta; t^^f  ;wr7"'^  ""^  "' 
unconscious.  ^"'^'^  '^e  was  himself 

^y'zx  h-  rcoCc^^fj::'^  r^'  ^''-^'^^- 

tenance  with  a  somewhat  Id  tZe  '  vL  '^"  '°""- 
same  blue  eyes  of  the  boy  that  nZ  wJ  T'  ^'^  '^^ 
so  long  ago  and  walked  JJh  me  thro  T.^^^^^g^  mine 
streets  of  'Alma  Mater-  That  tU^  '^'  ^'^^P^  °'d 
me  sometimes-and    again  tnl.  'f'"'  ^"'^^  ^'°««  *« 

appallingly,  faraway."  ^         °'"'''™''    '"'•    ^^^y-dismally. 

fort^^ltr^o-trg'^^  ^^  ^^"^  ^  ""^^  -^o-ly,  but 
quZl^Xr."^^^^^^^^^^^  Brent,  with  sudden 

nothing  but  generalities  Z  cTZ\Ze^\'''''  '^''^^^ 
sick  I  am  of  Church  matters  '■     Yet  T  T  "^^^^"s,  how 

in  me.     I  am  sure  you  do-and  you  wHI  °rI/°"  '"'  ^  "^^"^^ 
never  were  secret.e-you  r..^-^ZtJZZ 
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overworked  and  ov e'rwrought-but     thLT  °"'     ^°"  "^ 
else  at  the  root  of  the  evil  •    ,olu        I   'I''  something 

during  the  last  seven  vLrvT?^"^       '  ''''  ^"PP^"^^ 

were  when  you  came  fn  "^  "°*  ^""^  ^^^  '"an  you 

"St  rLm"  ^  consecrate  my  church  at  St.  Rest  " 

St.  Rest !    repeated  the  Bishop,  musinelv-"  Wh^T       . 

name  ,t  ,s-what  a  still  sweeter    uggedonr  R-*         - 

and  a  saint's  rest  too  '—that  nprflf  Rest— rest !— 

-«,„  for  chmu-howt  fe'^'r  "ifrr '° ""  "■' 

in  r;:r '  *  '■""  --  '"-'"^  an-  '--^ed  his  fnend  m 

gJ.ten«s."    '™"''-   H"^-'"    »=   asked,    wift    exceeding 

At  the  old  schoolboy  name  of  bveone    ,.  r.  n     . 
-.d^p^ed  hi,  hand  with  strong  .ZT  rSife'^LX 

you  thinic  I  fo^etl    FvemhW  ^        ^°1  ■^'  "  "^h'-    Do 

me  no  peace  day  or  nieht  •    I  «L,     .  '")',<^''"=°™«  leaves 
feel  thafthe  ChLchufelf  is  IZfr''  '"  "^  "  ^"^""P-'"  ' 
John  sat  quiet  for  a  minute.    Then  he  said- 

.0  buMhumluHpTa  ^l^L"^^^  '=  '  .T"  '«-P' 
limitations.    But  the  DivL  3el  endu'reT---''  '^  "^  '"'™" 
Brent  threw  himself  back  in  his  cha.V  »„^'  i      .. ,  • 
"The  Divine  model  endures-vt ,    h"  "^  ^''  "y"' 

Divine  foundation  remains  lJ'VuttheT""'''r"'''^ 
totters  and  is  insecure  to  the  poaV^'of  n  J  r  „  ""'"  ''""^'"^ 
tionr    Her.  opening  ^'^:lt:Z^Z:::^TZ 


:"'-z:Al:m 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN  j^j 

pictured  face  of  the  Madonna  above  him      «w  ,. 
useless  to  contend  with  facts  and  t h! 7  .  ^^'^«".  it  » 

of  mankind  are  as  unrege^ente  a  th  f^'  "''  ^'^^ ''''  '"^^^ 
before  Christ  came  into' the  ^IrW,  '^The^^h  '  T'  ^'^^  '^"^ 
to  stem  the  swelhne  tide  nfhu^ '  ^^"'^^'^  "  powerless 

Church  in  these  days  ^as  ttZeZlT  'f  r'^'  ^he 
for  hypocrites  who  think  to  w^T  ''^  ^  ^^'^"^  °^fef"ge 
neighbours  by  a/Tectg  t'lrvrTT' T^^ -^'^  *»^^^r 
of  whose   tenets   they  obevf    T^T/  k  '^''«'°"  »°'  o«e 

Waldenf  It  is  bad  enough  n  an^*"^'  '^'^  ^'^^r^emy. 
neighbour,  but  an  opeTatn^ptl  raMh?  C  f '  ^"^^ 
Universe  is  the  blackest  crime  of  aS  thoueh^r»S'''*°'  **^*^« 
the  criminal  calendar  i "  ^    "  ^  unnamed  in 

Waldan  watched  hir^ Jesslsln™     '  .'T  "  I-'  »<«'«• 
look  in  his  hones,  ^e^    PrS^>,l°  '^  ''^  *'"'  '  ''""^ 

"You  are  my  BishTn-alH  t  I    ,.   '''  '""""«  >  "«'«- 
from  you,  Branl.     Kr;„st  i„«       "  "•"  P"*^""-^ '»  differ 
'fIn;ayspea.f„mmTor,;:ir;!rr'^-    Ve. 

ofsimplesoulsse^under  ™'''!!  <«="  your  lot?  a  handful 
viU.ges.-souls  J.  iL' Tou  Z;'"  ""'  """'-""f 'itUe 
Compared  .i.h  .his.  X  41  y  We  .'"'"'«■'  °^^  ^o- 
d.ocese-mise,y  and  s.arvaUon  ^Vtdes  °7'"P^''^ 
mere  pHtances,-«.omen  nrostitutm.  k  7  "  """""S  for 
-children  s^rving-girXed  ^  hrtnV":?'"  "^ 
all,  my  wretched  self  a  leaHmrr  jeens— and  over   t 

Which  c^  do  nothS  to  remTI,  Sre^ rV?^  ^'^^^ 
all,  a  Church  in  which  some  of  'he  clerol  ^  "'^''^  '^^"^ 
come  under  my  rule  and  domin^nnr  ^  themselves  who 
and  dissolute 'than  many  oT  the  s-SllT^  ''"'^^"^^ 
society  whom  they  are  elected  tnt^  ^  ^''^P'"^^'^^'  ^^ 
Walden,  I  have  some   men  Tnder     '       "?  '    ^  *^"  y^^ 

"nder  my  jurisdiction  whom  I 
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should  hke  to  see  soundly  flogged  !-only  I  am  powerles. 
^  order  the  cast.gation-and  some  others  who  ought  to 
be  servmg  seven  years  in  penal  servitude  instead  of  preach- 

of  themi"'  '''"''"  '^^''"  "^'^  ^'^^'"'  smiling-"  I  know  one 
The  Bishop  glanced  at  him,  and  laughed. 
"You  mean  Putwood   Leveson?"  he  said-"  He  seems  a 

Tht  IHhr;-'" '  '°"'^  ^"^^°-  ^^-  ^^  -y  -•  ^-'" 

•'Real  harm?  "-and  John  flared  up  in  a  blaze  of  wrath- 
He  is  the  most  pernicious  scoundrel  that  ever  masqueraded 
in  the  guise  of  a  Christian ! "  ^  ^ 

The  Bishop  paused  in  his  walk  up  and  down,  and  clasp- 
mg  his  hands  behind  his  back,  an  old  habit  of  his,  looted 
qu.zz.cany  at  h.s  friend.     A  smile,  kindly  and  almos    boy  sh 
lightened  the  grey  pallor  of  his  worn  face  ^     ' 

"Why,  John!"  he  said-" you  are  actually  in  a  temper- 

^rl'"''"   ZT'^l  ''  '"^^"^'y  '^''   °f  ^i'-^ed  fists  ^nd 
Come  on  !      What  has  roused  the  slumbering  lion,  eh  ?  » 

W.M  f'  "^^^  f    "°"    '°    'P""g   ^'  Leveson,"-said 

Walden.  contemptuously-"  A  sheep  would  do  it !    The  tamest 

cur  that  ever  crawled  would  have  spirit  enough  to  make  a  dash 

for  a  creaf.     so  unutterably  mean  and  false  and  petty'     I 

may  as  we.. .  imit  to  you  at  once  that  I  myself  neariy  struck 

««You  did?"  And  Bishop  Brent's  grave  dark  eyes  flashed 
with  a  sudden  suspicion  of  laughter. 

"I  did.  I  know  it  was  not  Churchman-like,-I  know  it 
was  a  case  of  'kicking  against   the   pricks.'     But   Leveson's 

padence  r   '°°  "        "'''  '°'''  ^"''"  '"^  '"^  ^°  '^"^"^^  -"h 

The  Bishop  assumed  a  serious  demeanour. 

"Come,  come,  let  me  hear  this  out! "he  said-" Do  vou 
Stlr/^'"  "  thatyou-you,  John-actually struck  a  brother 
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cannot  say  I  an,  sorry  for  the  impulse  ■ "  "'     ' 

Walden,    WhlHt  it  °a„  aV^ '   "'='"■    '°    ""'"''   ^™' 

sure  that  I  quite  follow  you    Tohn  '     wZl        '       """  """^ 

r»„    •..    L-       ,-         •'^     '  J''""-     What  woman  is  thi«s>" 

Buf KsSU:t:r "'  '"'^"^  "■  ^^^'"-'"^ 

;'Miss  Vancourt,-of  Abbot's  Manor." 

^wirr^rssVafrj,"'^--;---^^ 

™ores,s.™atilritTedr»"""  ""  """"  ^^^'^  " 

tative  yet  kindly  air.  "*^  ^"  authori- 

"  Look  me  straight  in  the  face,  John  i " 
John  obeyed.     There  was  a  silence    wh;i«  t> 

-^ ..  Had.  Setet-:;  .r^^^ro^^^  s 
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wnue   vvalden,  m  his  turn,  bore  the  sad  and  searching  zsJ 

"  So  it  has  come,  John !"  he  said. 
Then  and  then  only  the  brave  eves  fell  —thn,  .^  .k 
only  the  flrn,  n,outh  uembled.     lu'  wlen  was  not^he 

"I  suppose  it  has ! "  he  answered,  simply. 
1  he  Bishop  sat  down,  and,  seemingly  out  of  lone  hahi. 
^  his  eyes  to  the  blandly  smiling  V^n  and  Chi?d  a^ve 

I  am  vry?:^'.:^^  n.urmured-..John,  my  dear  old  feUow. 
'•tZ^*™'k-'°"  •* """""''"'« o-'Walden,  imp- .ouslv 

p':ft'er"rit't  rarSy  f  ^Mr^^'th^j 

The  Bishop  raised  his  eyes.     Thev  were  full   «f      Vi 
melancholy.  ^  ^^'®  *""  °^  *  <Jeep 

r^T^  "^  11°'  ^'^^^-^e  ^re  men  !"  he  said-"  And  as  men 
G^  has  made  us  all  aware  of  the  love  of  woman,-theTrre"S' 
ible  passion  that  at  one  time  or  another  makes  Loc  or Tr^' 
of  our  live,!  It  is  the  direst  temptation  on  earth  Woif^ 
all  and  bitterest  it  is  when  love  comes  too  Ute.-rcK;  late  lln 
-I  say  m  your  case,  it  comes  too  late ! »  '  •'     " ' 

John  sighed  and  smiled. 

J'}^r~V^  ^  '^'''"^  *°  '"^  *t  «"-«  never  too  hte"-. 
-.ore  than  that  ^l^Jt^X^^ttt^-^ 
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scious  of  an  animation  and  glX  I  whe^"  7  ''?"' ''  ^°"- 
which  she  is  the  sole  cause  'C  hat  fs  aT^^^^^^^  "  ^'^  °' 
-her  utter  loneliness.-are  the  facte  of  h..  ""  P^^"^  '''^y' 
touch  me  to  pity  and  I  wnL       l  existence  which 

conscious  that  I  can  never  make  her  ««     w    ,?  ""  '^""^ 

kind  of  chill  sentiment  Movr?"         ^     "^^"'^  ^°"  ^"  *^« 
Brent  regarded  him  steadfastly 

'^^^^^l^tL^  can 

got  out  of  your  depth  in  the  waier  0(17.^^;^^"'  ^'^^  """^^ 
found  youLlf  battling  for  dear  life  .  !  '"  sentiment.' or 
volcanic  fire?"  ^  ^'^'  ^«"'"''  *"  «"tbreak  of 

Walden  was  silent 

viun-tuir;:  h':  sLtj;  Lr.r.  itis 

mlalligen,  clea„,o„,ea  and  purl.:taded  alr^iT;?' 
rest  of  -society  women  as  she  can  well  be.  she  b^i,!h  /i" 
having  the  very  virtues  her  rivals  do  nllt^ssesV  »  ""'"^  «" 

snow,  thou  Shalt  not  escape  caluMv  •    Do  ^~    '  ".P"!*" 
fnendship  by  repeating  anything  that  may  have  been  ^?i 

hr:;:^rstar '-'  ^'^'"«"  ■"  Mis;van»„r' 

nave  always  prayed  that  no  woman  might  ever  come  between 
us,  -and  here  a  fan.  tinge  of  colour  warmed  the  pal  W?° 
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fac^"  And,  so  far,  I  fancy  the  prayer  has  been  mnled 

John  ?-lh,s  g  amour  of  the  imagination  and  the  senses  wil 
over«,meyo.  m  any  detrimental  way.    I  cannot  pS™" 

as  the  victim  of  a  '  society '  siren ! "  ^ 

John  smiled     A  vision  rose  up  before  his  eyes  of  a  little 
figure  m  sparkling  white  draperies-a  figure  that' bent  app  a' 

^      W^        ;  "'"'"  ^°'^  ^'"^""^^  ^°'-  said -'it 

mZh  /     ^7  ^T""'  '""^'     '^'^^  *^"^^^  "nes  round  hrs 
mouth  deepened  and  softened  at  the  mental  picture 

bhe  is  not  a  society    siren,"— he   said,   eentlv— "Poor 

,    "  T'  '*'"  ''I'  ^/'"  '°"'^  ""^  ^°"ght  in  marriage  for  at 
«  H^rjr  ^I  "^'Z  Roxmouth,"-said  the  Bishop. 

quened  WaIden-"That  is  the  point  at  issue.     But  my  dear 

ofmte  rV''"  ^''''  ^'"^  '"  ^^''^'"g  over  this  litTle  foil 
of  mme-for  I  grant  you  it  is  folly.  I'm  not  sorry  you  have 
found  It  ou^  for  in  any  case  I  had  meant  to  mSe  a  de^ 

'r^l  «T^'"i7'  Parted."-he  hesitated-then  look^'^^ 
frankly-"  I  would  rather  you  spoke  no  more  of  it.  H^^ 
I've  made  my  confession.  I  admit  I  nearly  struck  lTvS 
for  slandering  an  innocent  and  defenceless  woman. -^T J 
believe  you'  1  forgive  me  for  that.    Next.  I  own  that  thoTeh  I 

ofa  heart,-and  that  I  feel  a  regretful  yearning  at  times  for 
he  joj^  I  have  missed  out  of  my  life-and  you'll  foiTv^ml 
for  tha  too.-I  know  you  will !  For  the  rest'  draw  aTrtal 
over  this  httle  weakness  of  mine,  will  you?  i  don't  w^u" 
speak  of  ,t-I  want  to  fight  it  and  conquer  it" 

c  Je 'gr!lp^°^  "'""'"^"^  °"'  '  ^'"^  '"^  ^"8^^  ^^'<J-»'«  «  a 
"Right! "-he  said-" Do  that,  and  you  wiU  do  well!    It 

LL'  T^"  ^?^''"«  ^"^  '^°"^"^-«'   or-being  eon! 
quered.     But  v^  will  never  give  in.  Johnl    You  are  not  the 

man  to  yield  to  the  wiles  of  the  devil    For  there  «Tdev7l  1 
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w"  Hg^r'  'a   co;'-'"  '"^  ^^-  '^^^'  -th  a  sudden' 

is  difficult-sometimes  ZZ    u         ""^  ^^^^'"^  ^°™s  that  it 

which  is  wrongT  Wa  d  rrlr  °  '^"  f '^^  '^  "^^^^  -^ 
we  must  escape  > "  "'^  ^''^^P^  ^'°™  this  devil- 

^^^^^^'Z^^^^^^^  w^ich  starfed 

"A  mocking  dj^'^^e  L     -     7"  ''^^  '^^"^  ^^ain. 
from  morning^iH  evenin/an7       '>''"S  ^^^'1 ''-whispering 
doubts  of  God!    DrbrLther  H?  r r"^  '"   '"°"''"^' 
reallyexists.--doubtsas  to  whether  h!^  the  C  e^tor  of  worlds, 
blind,  deaf  Force   erindinrf  '  °'"  ^^' ''  "°*  ^O'ne  huge 

eternal  ProducTon  f^d  Re  Ji'^  T  °"  ^'"'"^^  "'"'"-^  -^ 
tion!     Walden   you  mu!tT.^"?'°"  *°  °"^  end.-Annihila- 
doubts  are  driving  me  ^Id.r  ''"  ""^  ,^°"^^^«-"  '     These 
the  whirl  of  coumleTsun^eL    SmTi    t  ^'^  *'°"^^*  ^' 
crammed  with  tortured  iHor  jrh^K'  '°'"'  '^^*^'"«' 
hope,  no  care,  no  rescue   no  tture'/r  T  ''  "^  "° 
or  to  >/  comfort  for  th^  humar  r...  f    -^k      ""^^^  *°  P^^^^^ 
the  Cross  only  brings  me  to  onl        V     ?'  ^"^  ^^^^^  °f 
crucified.     The  world  pTefe  °  11TV%''  ^"^^^  '^  ^'^-^^ 
that  the  Christian  reli^:"^^^^^^^      '°  ""'^  ^  -<^-d 
structure  of  lies  raised   ,h«7  1  ""^'^  ^^^"  »  super- 

Truth.  I  toid%r  „  my^ "tt  Vhr'*^'"  °'  ^  ™"'^^-^ 

resigning  my   bishopric.   ' So  ThU      ^^^   ''^"^'^^   °^ 
Rome!"  "^^^'      %  spirit  turns  to 

"  Rome ! "  cried  VValden_««  wi,»*  t> 

of  going  over  .o  Rome?    Whl^' ^    '  ?''""-)""■  ">ink 
you?"  "^"^  "™««  fantasy  has  seized 

history  1  Filled  with  thfu  ^  r  ''"'  **"''  <"  «•»  ""rid's 
memories  o  S„I    she  is   ""^  "'  '^^'^  hallowed  by  ,he 

"matters  of  faith^^  supe«i &„  "  a^'hT  ^'  '"P"°«  '" 
-d  sorrowful  smile-"  "cTe^^Tdilatrylvo:  ^7'  """ 
.hsm,-sensado«,ism  in   religion  J^i^"*:!,^;'™; 
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creature  He  L  rn^e  Z  He  T^^  ""  ''='P'^  """"^ 
merely  eatinfcUkTa  chM  ?  ^  v*"'  '"""'^  f"  '''^  «>' 
And  after  S  «,  „  J^SlJ™  """'t''^  '^»  f"""*""' 
followed  in  the^raTof  thrvv  "''^'•''".^  ='^  "«'  ""^  ™« 
Tree.  NowtatheChul^f  F  .""^-r'^  ^'^'"  """^  *« 
these  thingsJJn  the  Si.    f  =  '  ''""°' "«""' 

I  ».«/l  I  wii  humb?rl?/    7'  '  ""'"  •^""^  •»<=»•«» 

^-au.  AnXt^-'rNoS^,t»^rx£ 

«>rme,ie  is  the  L;  wi;  f   To  Herf»°"LT'  ^^'!:;'- 
«o  the  picture  of  the  VirgL  aJd  Child-" t"„^'  '"'"'"'  "P 

Of  tatx^r"  terur;'""'™'  --^  wo.sr<:r;s:.re 

.hu,apost^;fc;JJt'3,rdr:;:?«1^J'«  '°  -^'P'"-  B,en. 
"When  did  you  have  that  painted,  Brent?" 

.ooteri^Tho^r^-s^—t-vTe^r-s  f 

answered,  slowly :  ^^       "°'^-     ^hen  he 

.  <^^!:Uf"  '«°-'"  '^'O'™-     Why  do  you  ask?    It  is 

.o.r^r:^-LX"4inraTr^^7:^t 

what^'rht^l'^jt  '""--^-"  Vou'have  not  seen 
died  so  lon74oTj.shflL  ''  '°'"'  *"  "^^  lately-she.  who 
she  has  told  me  t7p«vtr  r'  °  "'  "^^'^  *'^^^  "'«^^'  ^^ 
I  -y  help  to  save  ^o'r  ^ul  r     inTV^''."Vr^  ''^' 

bids.     I  mus^  get  aw^v  from  .K      f  '*  '"'^^^  ^°  ^  ^^« 

us    get  away  from  this  place-away  from  this  city 
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you  bad  gonenlt  ^  o'U^ln^- ,  "  ^^  '  "'°"^' 
ago !    I  thought  you  ZLZ^ ,^  ^^"  °'  >"•""  'oug 

loved  a  noble'.flZ^.ZlL^.TT"  °'^  ""^  ^O" 
would  be  possible  for  vo?,  ,1 T  "■  •,  '  "'™  ^'^'^  «>«'  " 
you  made  it  a  Su^  of  n  J  .  °?  '"'''°''''  °"  )"""  '»™,.  till 
and  strange  toTr  fa  tCf  ^T' °'^''  ""' '  """^  "»«' 
Church  of  Rome  for  heltlrT"  '"'"  °''^""  '"  «^  '»  *e 
™-y.  and  U.^  "urseJTvrr"  '"''•'°"'  ^^"" 

till,  like  the  -stigmau' it  i,  ,?  .  ^-  «"""«  """'  ^ 
yoor  heart?  My  deal' B™,  f  °''!^'^  '"  '"'^  "Po" 
shaken  and  your  so^I  »  f  \f  "v"^'""'  5"""  ""^  "^ 
refuge  in  a  kTnd  oftCSf  ,11?'  ""''  "■"''  "«<''  «»"■ 
is  absolute  rank  blasphemy?"      '  '^-*"'"'"'»  I""™,  which 

autt'onV.'"  ^"'""'  "^  "''  ""^  "*  »  -  -"-Perious 

your  place—-  '^   °  me  m  such  a  tone-it  is  not 

his'S^he't^LfhiTtl'T'''  r"  "■"™«  "'■"«"  «'» 

--w.ha,„...d-:^-:;„^-f-;;;^- 


■«>^*#^- 
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been,  so  deep  and  ardent  was  his  sorrow-a  sorrow  that  co«M 

girl  whom   her  lover  had  thus  sanctified.     Presently  Br^ 
nused  h.  head.-his  face  was  white  and  womire^tre 

"  Forgive  me,  John ! »  he  said—"  I  have  h#.i.n  „«.i,-      u  ^ 
of  late,  and  my  nerves  are  unstnine     And     T  .  i"^  ^^ 

an  awed  whisper.     « I  Innot !     T  k  ^l^'^^'f^'^^^ ^o^ds  in 
oe  so  cruel  ?    Of  what  purpose  to  kill  on«  so  youne  ?    If  OnH  ;» 

™.";:rwSd  rsii"^"  "'«■  *■"• «"' «« '«  h^» 

di-Kese?!  l«ve  SJl  ,1     f"""'  '  """'  "^^  bishop  of  this 

hope  "S.Tr.^;;*,5odS™.::i° ""  ''"'^'  ,'i»p'"«>«»'"« 
husbands  hav:rr.o°Lott::":her:ots  *?:ifr'"" 

..re  bab«-„e  afflicted  wi.h  dT^  fof  which  o^'" 

rescue  with  prayere  and  tea^  »S^        ^^  °"'"*  "•»"  f" 
impenetrable  si£     It  r.7r'  T    t*"'  »'■»='«»!"  cloud,  of 

Ti.^  i.  Why  myrugbL'  r™'  t^To'^Litr.^:etr ' 

-.ess,y.Llet^y  ^Z^drse^^r^rt^rof^S^ 


.^-^■.T^ 
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higher,  vaster,  purer  and  better  than   what  the  Phnrrh  „f 
England  calls  Christianity  at  this  presTnt  daj  - »       ^    "^  ^^ 

«,J'u"*^  *^^*,  IT^**''"^  ^'8her,  vaster,  purer  and  better'- 
would  you  call  It  the  Church  of  Rome?"  a^ked  Walden 

said  Brinf  "'T  V"  ""°i'""  *"^  P°^^'^  inspiration,  yes  !"- 
said  Brent-"  In  Ueory  and  in  practice,  no  I " 

There    was  a  pause.     Walden   sat    for   a    few    moments 

ct:rai:::  "^"°"^  ^'°"^^^-  ^^-  ^^  ^-^^^  -p  ^ra 

thll^"^'-,,^'  said-'. Will  you  do  me  a  favour?  Promise 
hat  you  wm  postpone  the  idea  of  seceding,  or  as  you  puT  t 
returnmg '  to  Rome,  for  six  months.     Will  you  ?    itZ     a 

of  that  time  we'U  discuss  it  again."  ^  '  *^^  ^""^ 

The  Bishop  looked  uneasy. 

J^I  would  rather  do  what  has  to  be  done  at  once,"-hc 

brJItT  '  T'  "^^  '°  y°"  straightly."_continued  John, 
bracmg  himself  up,  and  squaring  his  shoulders  resolutely-"  i 

man  All  the  facts  of  the  case  can  be  summed  up  in  one 
word-Selfishness !  Pure  Selfishness,  Harry  t-^2  T  net- 
thought  I  should  have  had  to  convict  you  ofl^i'"  "^ 

Brent  drew  himself  slowly  up  in  his  chair. 

"Selfishness!"  he  echoed,  dreamily-"!  can  take 
SnL^"^°"'    ^°^'-^    ^^    -    college, -but! 

«„ff.!'^^'*^T'"  ''P'"'.'^  John,  firmly-"  You  have  had  to 
suffer  a  grief-a  great  gnef,-and  because  it  was  so  sudden  so 
tragic  and  overwhelming,  you  draw  a  mourning  veil  of  your  o^^ 
across  the  very  face  of  God !  You  try  to  rule  your  dioce  eT 
the  measure  of  your  own  rod  of  affliction.  And,  finding  that 
nothing  IS  clear  to  you.  because  of  your  own  obstrucdvel^rft 
you  would  set  up  a  fresh  barrier  between  yourself  and  Etemd 
Wisaom,  by  deserting  your  post  here,  and  separating  youielf 

loved!    Harry,  my  dear  old  friend,  unless   I  had  heardT^ 
from  your  own  lips;  I  should  never  have  believed  it  of  you  I" 


'It^  -.%!i      • 


516 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


heavily    in    his    chair,    sunk    in    a    brooding 


Brent    sat 
melancholy. 

"•The  heart  knoweth  its  own  bitterness' !  "—he  murmured 
weanly— «  Your  reproaches  are  just,— I  know  I  deserve  them, 
but  they  do  not  rouse  me.     They  do  not  stir  one  pulse  in  my 
soul !    What  have  /  learned  of  Eternal  Wisdom  ?— what  have 
/seen  ?    Nothing  but  cruelty  upon  cruelty  dealt  out,  not  to  the 
wicked,  but  to  the  innocent  I    And  because  I  protest  against 
this,  you  call  my  spirit  an  obstructive  one  ?— well !— it  may  be  so ! 
But,  Walden,  you  have  never  loved !— you  have  never  felt  all  your 
hfe  rush  like  a  river  to  the  sea  of  passion  !— not  low,  debasing 
passion,   but  passion   bom   of  vitality,    ardour,   truth,   hope, 
sympathy !— such  emotion  as  most  surely  palpitates  through  the 
whole  body  of  the  natural  creation,  else  there  would  be  naught 
created.     God  Himself-if  there  be  a  God-must  be  conscious 
of  Love !     Do  we  not  say  :  « God  is  Love '  ?— and  this  too  while 
we   suffer   beneath.  His  heavy  chastisements  which  are  truly 
more  like  Hate,!     I  repeat,  Walden,  you  have  never  loved,— 
till  now  perhaps— and  even  now  you  are  scarcely  conscious 
of  the  hidden  strength  of  your  own  feelings.     But  suppose- 
just  for  the  sake  of  argument— suppose  this  ♦  little  girl'  as  you 
call  her,  Maryllia  Vancourt,  were  to  die  suddenly,  would  you 
not,  as  you  express  it,    'draw  a  mourning  veU  of  your  own 
across  the  face  of  God '  ?  " 

Walden  started  as  though  suddenly  wounded.  '  If  Maryllia 
were  to  die!'  He  shuddered  as  the  mere  thought  passed 
across  his  brain.  'If  MaryUia  were  to  die!'  Why  then- 
then  the  world  would  be  a  blank-there  would  be  no  more  sun- 
shine !-no  roses  !-no  songs  of  birds  .'-nothing  of  fairness 
or  pleasure  left  in  life— not  for  him,  whatever  there  might  be 
for  others.  Was  it  possible  that  her  existence  meant  so  much 
to  him  ?  Yes,  it  meant  so  much  !-it  had  come  to  mean  so 
much!  He  felt  his  old  friend's  melancholy  eyes  upon  him 
and  looking  up  met  their  searching  scrutiny  with  a  serious  and 
open  frankness. 

"Honestly,   I   think    I    should    die    mvself.   or   lose   my 
senses!"— he  said-" And  honestly,  I  hardly  realised  thia,- 
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which  is  just  as  much  selfishness  on  my  part  as  any  of  which  I 
hasUly  accused  you  -till  you  put  it  to  mr  I  wil7no    prots 
to  have  a  sto.asm  beyond  mortal  limits,  Harry,  nor  should! 

wrknlr'  '~"  T-    ^"^  '  """'^y'  ^^^^  d-P'^-  °- human 

Z  T;r  T"  u  ^'"'  '^"'■"^^  --"''  ^'  "°t  "»«"  without  It 
And  whether  faith  stands  fast  or  falters,  whether  God  seems 
far  off  or  very  near,  we  must  face  and  fight  our  destiny-no 
run  away  from  itl  You  want  to  run  away.»-and  he  smiled 
gravely  "or  rather  Just  in  the  present  mood  of  youi  you 
thmk  of  doing  so-but  I  believe  it  is  only  a  mood-and  th.t 

bZronhfa7d"""'^°"'^"'  ^°  the  plough,  turn  lILl 
because  of  the  andness  or  ungratefulness  of  the  soil  -that 
would  not  be  like  you.     If  one  must  needs  perish,  it  s  heUer 

Imy?   ''  ""''  ^^'  °'  '"^^  ^^^"  ^--*  o-  to  the 
musilX"°'  '"'  '^''  ^°'"'  ^'  '"  enemy;"-said  the  Bishop, 

^n^IlK^''  ^^'^?  ^^''^  "°  '^P^y'  ^"^  *h^  conversation  fell 
nto  other  channels.  But,  during  the  whole  time  of  his  vi^ 
John  was  forced  to  realise,  with  much  acute  surprise  ^d 
distress  that  constant  brooding  on  grief.  _  and  excess^e 
spiritual  emotion  of  an  exalted  and  sensuou;  kind.  withTuch 
perplexed  pondering  on  human  evils  for  which  there  seemed 
no  remedy,  had  produced  a  painful  impression  of  life's  despair 
Sdiffi    ;!r"^r'^  .i„d.-an  impression  which  hSd 

^^^  A-  ^'fTu'  ""^"^^^'^  ^°"'^  °"^y  be  softened  and 
possibly  dimmished  by  tenderly  dealing  with  it  as  though  2 
were  an  illness,  and  gradually  bringing  about  restoration 
and  recovery  through  the  gentlest  means.     Though  sometime 

L'lT    "  'f  r^  *''*  '"  P^""^^'°"  "°"^^  be' useless,  ^nd 

to   hi  rH^'^K    fo'P"''"''"  °^""  ^"S^^^'^  Bishop  seceding 

L?    ?"'^     °^  ^u^'""  "^°"'^  ^^  ^'^bibited  with  an  almosf 

whth"?h  '?l'  ""  '•'  '"'"^'^  ^^'  ^°^  ^be  ornate  ritui 
which  the  Bishop  maintained  in  his  Cathedral  services  was 
almost  worthy  of  a  Mass  at  St.   Peter's,     The  old    s Lib 

Matms,  -choristers  perpetually  chanted  and  sang,-^rosses 
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Zm    "^"^i  %*"d  fro.-banne«  waved-processions  were 
oi  the  clergy  and  congregation  every  Friday. 

wr.i  "T'  ';*''*  *^''  '°'^  °^  *'"8  '"   ""y  church,"-said 
n^f  urdWsS;..^"  °"^  ----"My  parishioncS  would 

"  Why  not  teach  them  to  understand  it  ?  "  asked  the  Bishop, 
dreamily  They  were  standing  together  in  the  beautiful  oS 
Cathedral,  now  empty  save  for  their  presence,  and  Brent's 

!nM  "^'''./''^'^  "''^  *  J'ind  of  sombre  wistfutaess  on  a  great 
gold  crucifix  set  up  on  the  altar.  ** 

"Teach  them  to  understand  it?"  echoed  Walden,  with  a 
touch  of  sorrow  and  indignation-"  You  are  my  BishoaTut  if 

^°\w!^Tu^'^  """  '°  *^^^  '^'^  ^hese  'vain  repetitions' 
prohibited  by  the  Divine  Master,  I  should  disobey  ^ou" 

The  Bishop  flushed  red. 

"  You  disapprove?  " 

"I  disapprove  of  everything  that  tends  to  put  England  back 
agam  mto  the  old  religious  fetters  which  she  so  bravely  broke 
and  cast  aside,»-said  John,  warmly-"  I  disapprove  of  all  that 
even  hmts  at  the  possibility  of  any  part  of  the  British  Empire 
becoming  the  slave  of  Rome  I "  ^ 

Brent  gave  a  weary  gesture. 

frel' "  tt  m'  ""T"  •' !"  '^"'^  *°  ^'  ""^^^  ^"bJ^'^^O"  tl^^n 
tMnt  '  "^'^  a  sigh-«I„  a  state  of  freedom  we  may 

thmk  as  we  please-and  freedom  of  thought  breeds  doubt- 
whereas  ma  state  of  subjection  we  think  as  we  ^usf,  and  so 
we  are  gradually  forced  into  an  attitude  of  belief.  The  spread 
of  atheism  among  the  English  is  entirely  due  to  the  wUd  liberty 
of  opinion  allowed  them  by  their  forms  of  faith." 

"  I  do  not  agree  with  you !  "—declared  Walden,  firmly-"  The 

^  \^  J  '™P^y  *°  *^^  ^^y  ^"<*  ^^akness  of  the  clergy." 
The  Bishop  looked  at  him  with  a  smile. 

"You  always  speak  straight  out,  John!"  he  said-" You 
always  did !  And  strange  to  say.  I  like  you  all  the  better  for 
It    I  could,  if  I  chose,  both  reprove  and  command  you-but  I 
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;^«  Zf"  Bu.  l7  ■""",'*''  ^°»'  o™  -^y-  "  y-  "ways 

before  ,L.XruX»  """"  •^""™'"   '"«' 

it  It  contains  the  body  of  a  ^!t\nt »    ^„iA   *u     «•  . 
slowlv— "  it  «,.«/  k       •       ,  *•  —said  the   Bishop, 

Slowly-  ,t  must  be  miraculous !    If,  in  the  far-gone  centuries 
the  prayers  and  tears  of  sorrowful  human  beings  have  LTewed 

2^^'of  r"'  '°"'  '''"^^'  ^^'"^  ^^"^«--«.  some  vftanty' 
bom  of  these  prayers  and  tears,  must  yet  remain !     Walden 

'''f'T'^'^'  supematural-do  we  not  believe  in  iV?"       '^'"' 

"BuT—?'"""^  supernatural -yes!"   answered    Walden,- 

^  Jhe  Bishop  interrupted   him   by  a  gesture  of  his  delicate 

auiedv'''w^"°  '^"'''  '"  '^'  "^"^^'  John."-he  said, 
Sli:  r  w  ''  ^"P^r  ^"^-1  i^  so  by  its  own  nature.  The 
Dmne  is  the  Human,  the  Human  is  the  Divine  In  all  «n^ 
through  an  things  the  Spirit  moves  and  m'^lTits  w^"  Sir 
^rth  and  ourselves  are  but  particles  of  matter,  worked  by  ihe 

see  nor  touch,  therefore  we  call  it  supernatural.  But  it  per- 
meates all  things,-the  stone  as  completely  as  the  flowe       It 

tf  the  lrJ^'°"^  •^°"'  °^"  "^'"«  ^^'"^-  Hence,  as  I  say 
tf  the  mortal  remams  of  a  saint  are  enshrined  Within  thi 
ehquary,  the  spirit  or  'soul'  enveloping  it  ^ny  work  '  mirac  es' 
for  al  we  dare  to  know !"  He  paused,  and  fooking  ktdly  at 
Walden  s  grave  and  somewhat  troubled  face,  added-"  sLe 
day  when  we  are  in  very  desperate  straits,  John,  we  will  si 
what  your  saint  can  do  for  us ! "  »  J       »        «"»  see 

He  smiled.     Walden  returned  the  smile,  but  nevertheless 
was  conscious  of  a  sorrowful  sense  of  regre't  at  whThe  Jon! 
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sidered  h.s  fnend's  leaning  towards  superstitious  observances 
and  Idolatrous  ceremonies.  At  the  same  time  he  well  knew 
tha  any  violent  opposition  on  the  subject  would  be  worse  than 
useless  ,n  the  Bishop's  present  mood.  He  therefore  contented 
himself  wih,  as  he  mentally  said,  'putting  in  the  thin  end  of 
the  wedge  -and.-H:arefully  steering  clear  of  all  controversial 
matters,-contnved  in  a  great  measure  to  reassert  the  old 
magnetic  sway  he  had  been  wont  to  exercise  over  Brent's  more 
phable  mmd  when  at  college-so  that  before  they  parted,  he 
had  obtained  from  him  a  solemn  promise  that  there  should  be 
no  secession  or  even  preparation  for  secession  to  Rome,  till 
SIX  months  had  elapsed.  ' 

"And  if  you  would  only  put  away  that  picture."-said 
Walden,  earnestly,  pointing  towj^rds  the  'Virgin  and  Child '- 

Or  rather,  if  you  would  have  another  one  painted  of  the 
sweet  woman  you  loved  as  she  really  was  in  life,  it  would  be 
wiser  and  safer  for  your  own  peace." 

The  Bishop  shook,  his  head. 

«,-7^»mT  *"^™**  "'"  ^  '>""^°'  °f  *"  humanity.^-he 
r  M~.K  K  '  ^^  Son. -Present  and  Future!  Woman 
huds  the  human  race  m  her  arms-at  her  breast  !-without 
.wS^°fi  ^o"ld  come  again  !  And  for  me,  all  Womanhood 
is  personified  m  that  one  face ! " 

He  raised  his  eyes  to  the  picture  with  an  almost  devout 
passion-and  tnen  abruptly  turned  away.  The  conversation 
was  not  renewed  again  between  them,  but  when  Walden 
parted  from  his  friend,  he  had  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  tha" 
he  left  him  ma  brighter,  more  hopeful  and  healthful  condition 
cheered,  ioothed  and  invigorated  by  the  exchange  of  thaJ 
mutual  confidence  and  close  sympathy  which  had  linked  their 
two  hves  together  in  boyhood,  and  which  held  them  still  subtly 
a.'-d  tenderly  responsive  to  each  other's  most  intimate  emotions 
as  men.  ^."iuiiuns 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

hin,s.lf   the   ne«    morning   in   c^ql^'  "errfoT't?! 
preparations  for  the  eleven  o'clodt  servi~  „. 
somewhat  hurried,  and  he  had  nM  1!^^,  "««»>"ly 

cheer.  ■  Good^orl-ing  ■  e^n't  ^int  17^^  *d"„„" 

i^L'hrrxr;.iror.h^--rf^^^^ 
s:.irhrtr.e--rre,-^^^^^^^ 

gregation.     None  that  he  could  see  were  mi^inTfrol  T 
usual  place.     Maryllia  certainly  was  "^    Z^^l-^TJtl 
was  admitted^  not  a  church-goer,  he  did  not  expect  her  o  be 
pr^ent     Badsworth   Hall  was   entirely  unrepresented    luch 
to  his  relief;  neither  Sir  Morton  Pippitt  nor  I  nrHP  u 

nor  Mr.  Marius  Longford  „a.  a„X  ""lib"^"*  O  dTotj 
Letherbarrow  sat  in  his  usual  corner  —evorvthi,.^  ■   V 

&e  same  as  it  was  won.  .oTTlnd  7e7  a/en"  o^'  '' 
trouble  oppressed  hin,,_he  saw,  or  thought  he  sa„  an    ™fr 

hto  "a^IdTnf  *^''""  "'  ■>''  Parishioner  4  ch  was  nZt 
him  and  he  felt  instinctively  that  some  disturbing  elemeMlad 
found  ..s  way  into  the  peace  of  the  vUlage.  though  Xt  the 
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trouble  could  be,  he  was  at  a  loss  to  imagine.  He  chose  as 
his  text:  'What  went  ye  out  for  to  see?  A  reed  shaken 
with  the  wind  ? '  and  preached  thereon  with  wonderful  force, 
simplicity,  eloquence  and  fervour— though  all  the  time  he 
spoke  he  wondered  why  his  people  stared  at  him  so  persistently, 
and  why  so  many  round  eyes  in  so  many  round  faces  appeared 
to  express  such  a  lively,  not  to  say  questioning  curiosity. 

After  service,  however,  the  whole  mystery  was  cleared  up. 
Bainton,  in  his  Sunday  best,  with  hat  in  hand,  presented  him- 
self at  the  garden  gate  on  his  master's  return  from  the  church 
to  the  rectory,  and  after  a  word  or  two  was  admitted  into  the 
study.  Bainton,  honest  as  the  daylight,  and  sturdy  in  his 
principles  as  an  oak  in  its  fibres,  had  determined  to  have  '  no 
humbuggin'  wi*  Passon.'  And  in  a  few  words,  spoken  with  a 
great  deal  of  feeling  and  rough  eloquence,  he  had  told  all, — 
how  Miss  Vancourt  had  gone  away  '  suddint-like '  from  the 
Manor, — and  how  it  was  said  and  reported  all  through  the 
county  and  neighbourhood  that  she  had  gone  because  her 
engaged  husband.  Lord  Roxmouth,  had  caught  her  'makin' 
love '  to  a  parson,  that  parson  being  no  other  than  St.  Rest's 
own  beloved  'man  o'  God,'  John  Walden.  And  that  Lord 
Roxmouth  had  at  once  gone  after  her,  and  that  neither  of 
the  twain  'weren't  never  comin'  back  no  more.'  So  said 
Bainton,  twirling  his  cap  round,  and  fixing  his  eyes  sympathetic- 
ally on  his  master's  face, — eyes  as  faithful  as  those  of  the  dog 
Nebbie,  who  clambered  at  his  master's  knee,  equally  gazing 
up  at  him  with  a  fondness  exceeding  all  speech. 

John  Walden  sat,  white  and  rigid,  in  his  chair  and  heard 
the  tale  out  to  its  end. 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  he  asked,  when  Bainton  had  concluded. 

"  That's  all,  an'  ain't  it  enough,  Passon  ?  "  t]ueried  Bainton 
in  somewhat  dismal  accents.  "  Not  that  I  takes  in  'arf  wot 
I  hears,  but  from  the  fust  I  sez  you  should  know  every  bit 
on  it,  an'  if  no  one  else  'ad  the  'art  or  the  pluck  to  tell  ye 
straight  out,  I'd  tell  ye  myself.  For  that  old  Miss  Tabitha's 
got  a  tongue  as  long  as  a  tailor's  yard-measure  wot  alius 
measures  a  bit  off  to  'is  own  good,  an'  Sir  Mortrn  Pippitt  he  do 
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everywhere,  an   old  Putty  Leveson,  he's  up  at  the  'All  dav  m 
an   day  out.  tellin'  W  you  was  goin'  to  hU  'im  in  the  et- 

LTn  ;'rea[  7"   7'^  '''"'^  ^'^  ^°  "'  Passon  pl'twouTd  ^ 
Wourt  HU  m'^  r?'-""'   '°^   '^"^^  ^»  -^"t  Miss 
inTher-^H      ^'■-  "f^^"'«y  'e  come  up  an'  throwed  'im  over 
n  the  road  on  '.s  back  which  makes  me  think  all  the  better  o' 
that  young  man.  'owsomever.  I  never  took  to  'im  afore     But 
though  he's  all  skin  an'  bone  an'  long  'air  as  r^dTa  bild 
carrot  he's  got  a  fist  of  'is  own.  that's  pretty  pVjn  an'  .f  he 
knocked  down  old  Putty  Leveson  it  shows  'e's  got  some  sens^ 
n  '.m  as  well  as  sperrit.     For  it's  all  over  the  place  haTthere^ 
trouble  about  Miss  Vancourt,  an'  you  may  take  my  wumi  fo 
It,  Passon.  they  don't   leav--  the  poor  litUe  leddy'alone   no 
you  neuher  an  never  takes  into  their  minds  as  'ow  W^  Z 
enough  to  be  'er  father.     That  Miss  Tabitha  don't '3e  no 
wurrds  ag.n  'er-ar,'  as  ye  know.  Passon.  sAe's  a  1  Xwot's 
hke  curdled  cream  all  gone  wro-  ^  in  a  thunderstomT    Iny 

tTScin'     r?  Y  r  '"^  ''  ^^"  ''  -^^'^^^  -^  an'  n^lyin^o'; 
tnckm.--an'  ,f  I've  stepped  over  my  doot  ,   I  'umbly  axes 

pardjn.  but  I  means  well.  Passon,-!  means  well.-rdo' r^^^ 

paran"""  "''"'"  ''"  ""^  gHttering-hi,  lips  were 

Youre  an  honest  fellow.  Bainton  1- and  -  and  - 1  thank 
you !  You  not  only  mean  well-you  have  done  well.  Buu"^ 
a  Ije,  Sainton  l-it's  all  a  wicked,  daftinable  lie  • " 

flast^;;!^:li!;i^iX:^g''^  -^^  ^^^^^  ^^^  -•^  ^n  His  eye. 
ab:i\l?rii:rf  ''^'^'~"^^y<^-  -^^erstandP    A  cruel. 
Bainton  twirled  his  cap  sympathetically. 

♦K*!^n'*,^'  ^"«»°"'"-he  murmured-"  So  it  be-I  know'd 
hat  all  along !    It's  a  lie  set  goin'  by  that  fine  gentleman^^^ 
I^ord  Roxmouth.  wot  can't  get   Miss  Maryllia  and  'er  aunt's 
money  nohow.     Lor  bless  ye.  I  sees  that  pUin  enough  IBu 
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take  it  'ow  we  will,  a  lie's  a  nasty  sort  o'  burr  to  stick  to  a 
good  name,  'speshuUy  a  name  like  yours,  Passon,— an'  when 
it  comes  to  that  I  feel  that  moithered  an'  worrited-like  not 
knowin'  'ow  to  pick  the  burr  off  again.  An'  Lord  Roxmouth 
he  be  gone  away  or  mebbe  you  could  a'  had  it  out  wi' 
him " 

"That  will  do,  Bainton  ! "— said  Walden,  interrupting  him 
by  a  gesture—"  Say  no  more  about  it,  please !  I'm  glad  you've 
spoken,— I'm  glad  I  know!  But,— let  it  rest  there!  Never 
allude  to  it  again  I " 

Bainton  glanced  up  timorously  at  his  master's  pale  set 
face. 

"Ain't  nothin'  goin'  to  be  done?"  he  faltered  anxiously— 
"  Nothin'  to  say  as  'ow  it's  all  a  lie " 

"Nothing  on  my  part !"— said  Walden,  quickly  and  sternly, 
"The  best  answer  to  such  low  gossip  and  slander  is  silence. 
You  understand  ?  " 

His  look  was  a  command,  and  Bainton  felt  it  to  be  such. 
Shuffling  about  a  little,  he  murmured  something  about  the 
'apples  comin'  on  fine  in  the  orchard'— as  if  Walden's  three 
days'  absence  had  somehow  or  other  accelerated  their  ripening, 
and  then  slowly  and  reluctantly  retired,  deeply  dejected  in  his 
own  mind. 

"For  silence  gives  consent,"— he  argued  dolefully  with 
himself—"  That's  copybook  truth !  Yet  o'  coorse  'tain't  to  be 
expected  as  Passon  would  send  for  the  town-crier  from 
Riversford  to  ring  a  bell  through  the  village  an'  say  as  'ow  he 
'adn't  nothin'  to  do  with  Miss  Vancourt  nor  she  with  'im. 
Onny  the  worst  of  it  is  that  in  this  wurrld  lies  is  alius  taken 
for  truth  since  the  beginnin',  when  the  Sarpint  told  the  fust 
big  whopper  in  the  Garden  of  Eden  an'  took  in  poor  silly  Eve. 
An'  ye  can't  contradict  a  lie  somehow  without  makin'  it  look 
more  a  truth  than  ever,— that's  the'way  o'  the  thing.  An'  it 
do  stick !— Passon  himself  'uU  find  that  out,— it  do  stick,  it  do 
reely  now  I " 

Meantime,  Walden,  left  alone,  gave  himself  up  to  a  tumult 
of  misery  and  self-torture.     His  sensitive  nature  shrank  from 
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on  in  ,l,e  neighbourhood,  a„7dSe  thf,        ,1°^'^  ^"'"^ 

no.  only  had  she  gone  .wa,  Zi"°'  T".""""  ''•  '*"" 
been  concoceed  cof«m,"?  her    n  "^""'^  '"^  ^'^ 

which  was  being  InZ' about  onTT"  "'*  "'"""^'f' 
viliage  and  coumy.  How  ifC^  al^Vf'  '"r^"  °'  *' 
stand.     He  was  of  m„rJ  ?^    '  ""'''  "ot  under- 

had  plaj^  rihe  ZTer  T'  °!."''  1^"  '^"^  «"«"«>"«• 
source  of  ."e  misS  ',o™V,"  H  "l  «"°™^'  <"  "«  ""' 

fancies  and  Pen-S' JiTrhtiM  totlrT 
annoyance  and  a2itati<>M      Pn^Jn^     ",  ^,P^°  *o  increase  his 

»."dy.  hi,  eyes  pSly  fell  ™TT.  rhln'o^^^^^ 

had  accumulated  on  L  tabTe  duJng  .^^.^f    'hr         " 

pen-strokes  with  all  the  passion  of  a  boy     Then  o! 

he  read:  "•  «  ooy.     i hen  opening  it, 


"Dear  Mr.  Waldev,- You  will  be 
I  have  gone  away  from  the  dear  home 


surprised  to  find  that 
I  love  so  well,  and  I 
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daresay  you  will  think  me  very  capricious.  But  please  do  not 
judge  me  hastily,  or  believe  everything  you  may  hear  of  me 
from  others.  I  am  very  sorry  to  go  away  just  now,  but  cir- 
cumstances leave  me  no  other  choice.  I  should  like  to  have 
bidden  you  good-bye,  as  I  could  perhaps  have  explained  things 
to  you  better,  but  old  Josey  Letherbarrow  tells  me  you  have 
gone  to  see  the  Bishop  on  business,  so  I  leave  this  note  myself 
just  to  say  that  I  hope  you  will  think  as  kindly  of  me  as  you 
can  now  I  am  gone.  Please  go  into  the  Manor  gardens  as 
often  as  you  like,  and  let  the  sick  and  old  people  in  the  village 
have  plenty  of  the  flowers  and  fruit  By  doing  this  you  will 
please  me  very  much.  My  agent,  Mr.  Stanways,  will  be  quite 
at  your  service  if  you  ever  want  his  assistance.  Perhaps  I 
ought  just  to  mention  that  Lord  Roxmouth  overheard  our 
conversation  in  the  picture-gallery  that  night  of  the  dinner- 
party. He  was  very  rude  about  it.  I  tell  you  this  in  case  you 
should  see  him,  bufc  I  do  not  think  you  will  Good-bye !  Try 
to  forget  that  I  smoked  that  cigarette !— Your  sincere  friend, 

"  Marvlua  Vancourt." 

As  he  perused  these  lines,  Walden  alternately  grew  hot  and 
cold — red  and  pale.  All  was  clear  to  him  now ! — it  was  Lord 
Roxmouth  who  had  played  the  spy  and  eavesdropper  I  He 
recalled  every  little  detail  of  the  scene  in  the  picture-gallery 
and  at  once  realised  how  much  a  treacherous  as  well  as  jealous 
and  vindictive  man  could  make  of  it.  Maryllia's  hand  laid  so 
coaxingly  on  his  arm,— Maryllia's  face  so  sweetly  and  plead- 
ingly upturned,— Maryllia's  half-tender  tremulous  voice  with 
its  'Will  you  forgive  me?'— and  then— his  own  impetuous 
words  !— the  way  he  had  caught  her  hand  and  kissed  it !— why, 
his  very  look  must  have  betrayed  him  to  the  'noble  and 
honourable '  detective,  part  of  whose  distinguished  rdle  it  was 
to  listen  at  doors  and  afterwards  relate  to  an  inquisitive  and 
scandal-loving  society  all  that  he  heard  within.  By  degrees 
he  grasped  the  whole  situation.  He  realised  that  his  name 
and  honour  lay  at  the  mercy  of  this  man  Roxmouth,  who 
under  the  circumstances  of  the  constant  check  put  upon  hii 
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mercenary  aims,  would  certainly  spare  no  pains  to  injure  both. 
And  he  felt  sick  at  heart 

Jnt^'"^  Maryllu's  note  carefully  in  his  desk,  he  stepped 

mto  Ins  garden  and  walked  up  and  down  the  lawn  slowly\Sth 

bent  head,  Nebbie  trotting  after  him  with  a  sympathetically 

disconsolate  a:r.    And  gradually  it  dawned   u^n   him  that 

Maryllia  had  poss.bly-nay  very  probably-gone  away  for  his 

^^o^Jk    T      thmgs  easier  for  him-to  remove  her  presence 

altogether  from  his  vicmity-and  so  render  Roxmouth's  tale- 

.wr^^'?  '"^  consequent   malicious  gossip,  futile,  till  of 

Itself  It  died  away  and  was  forgotten.    As  this  idea  crossed 

his  mind  and  deepened  into  conviction,  his  eyes  filled  with 

a  sudden  smarting  moisture. 

child^P°'  ''^^^^"  ^^  "^"^  ^*'^  aloud-" Poor    little  lonely 

Then  a  fresh  thought  came  to  him,-one  which  made  the 
blood  run  more  quickly  through  his  veins  and  caused  his  heart 
to  pulsate  with  quite  a  foolish  joy.     If_if  she  had  indeed 
gone  away  out  of  a  sweet  womanly  wish  to  save  him  from  what 
she  unagmed  might  cause  him  embarrassment  or  perplexity 
then-then  surely  she  cared!    Yes-she  must  care  for  him 
greatly  as  a  friend,-though  only  as  a  fnend-to  be  willing  to 
sacrifice  the  pleasure  of  passing  all  the  summer  in  the  old 
home  to  which  she  had  so  lately  returned,  merely  to  reUeve 
him  of  a^y  difficulty  her  near  society  might  involve.     If  she 
cared!    Wa^  such  a  thing-could  such  a  thing  be  possible? 
Tormented  by  many  mingled  feelings  of  tenderness,  regret  and 
pain,  John  pondered  his  own  heart's  problem  anxiously,  and 
tried  to  decide  the  best  course  to  pursue,-the  best  for  her- 
^e  best  for  himself     He  was  not  long  in  coming  to  a  decision, 
and  once  resolved,  he  was  more  at  ease. 

When  he  celebrated  the  evening  service  that  Sunday  the 
garrulous  Bainton  saw,  much  to  his  secret  astonishment,  that 
the  effect  of  his  mommg's  communication  had  apparently  left 
no  trace  on  his  master's  ordinary  demeanour,  except  perhaps 
to  add  a  httle  extra  gravity  to  his  fine  strong  featur^  and 
accentuate  the  reserve  of  his  accustomed  speech  and  ™i,„er 
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His  habitual  dignity  was  even  greater  than  usual,— his  com- 
posed mien  and  clear  steadfastness  of  eye  had  lost  nothing  of 
their  quelling  and  authoritative  influence,— and  so  far  as  his 
own  manner  and  actions  showed,  the  absence  or  presence  of 
Miss  Vancourt  was  a  matter  to  him  of  complete  unconcern. 
His  visit  to  his  friend  the  Bishop  had  'done  'im  a  power  o' 
good'— said  his  parishioners,  observing  him  respectfully,  as, 
Sunday  being  over  and  the  week  begun,  he  went  about  among 
them  on  his  accustomed  round  of  duty,  enquiring  after  the 
poultry  and  the  cattle  with  all  the  zeal  expected  of  him.    The 
name  of  Miss  Vancourt  seldom  passed  his  lips,— when  other 
people    spoke    of   her,   either    admiringly,    questioningly  or 
suggestively,   he   merely  listened,   offering   no  opinion.     He 
denied  himself  to  all  'county'  visitors  on   plea  of  press   of 
work,— he  never  once  went   to  Abbot's   Manor  or  entered 
the  Manor  grounds— and   the  only  persons   with  whom  he 
occasionally  interc|?anged   hospitalities  were  Julian  Adderley 
and  the  local  doctor,  'Jimmy'  Forsyth.     Withdrawing  himself 
in  this  fashion  into  closer  seclusion  than  ever,  his  life  became 
almost  hermit-like,  for  except  in  regard  to  his  daily  parish 
work,  he  seldom  or  never  went  beyond  the  precincts  of  his  own 
garden. 

Days  went  on,  weeks  went  on,— and  soon,  too  soon, 
summer  was  over.  The  melancholy  autumn  shook  down  the 
once  green  leaves,  all  curied  up  in  withering  death-convulsions, 
from  the  branches  of  the  trees  now  tossing  in  chill  wind  and 
weeping  mists  of  rain.  No  news  had  been  received  by  Any- 
one in  the  village  concerning  Maryllia.  The  'Sisters  Gemini,' 
Lady  Wicketts  and  Miss  Fosby,  had  departed  from  Abbot's 
Manor  when  the  time  of  their  stay  had  concluded,  and  neither 
of  the  twain  had  given  the  slightest  hint  to  any  enquirer,  as  to 
the  probable  date  of  the  return  of  the  mistress  of  the  domain. 
Sir  Morton  Pippitt  at  last  got  tired  of  talking  scandal  foi 
which  there  seemed  no  visible  or  tangible  foundation,  and 
even  his  daughter  Tabitha  began  to  wonder  whether  after  all 
there  was  not  some  exaggeration  in  the  story  Lord  Roxmouth 
had  given  her  to  sow  like  rank  seed  upon  the  soil  of  daily 
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circumstance?    She  never  saw  Walden  by  any  chance -nn 

s>em  aspect,  hesitated  to  speak  to  hi^exto,"  ot^u       °" 

"tr  n""^'  ^:-°f '-"-4  hudu;s  „™. ""  -^ 

w„.,dsaywastt,at,he  " didn't  kno^Uint    m",  M.„t 

do -'-she  concluded,  with  much  fervour.  Bennett  *" 
groom,  was  entrusted  with  the  car*,  of  »k/  ''^""f »»  the 
Daffodil,  and  might  be  sel'  tr^^l^^  ^rdS^t 

l'lato,-and  so  far  as  the  general  management  of  affaira  «! 

concerned,  that  was  ably  undertaken  bv  the  ^L^,  e. 

who  though  civil  and  ob^ging  t^UheCa'n^Xd 'nT^^S 

of  the  lady  of  the  Manor.  The  Reverend  PutwoTd  L^i,o™ 
occas,onally  careered  through  the  village  on  h„  W^ 
accompa„,ed  by  Oliver  Uach  who  bestrod!  a  .ij^^2^ 
»d  both  mdmduals  made  a  point  of  grinning  broadirTthCT 
I««ed  the  church  and  rectory  of  St.  Res,,  jerking  thdr  fi„«« 
«d  tambs  at  both   buildings  with  expiessivfly  .^Z 


r 


And  by  and  by  the  people  began  to  settle  down 
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normal  quietude  which  had  been  more  or  less  their  lot,  before 
Maryllia,  with  her  vivacious  little  musical  pTot6g6e  Cicely 
Bourne  had  awakened  a  new  interest  and  animation  in  the 
midst  of  their  small  community, — and  they  began  to  resign 
themselves  to  the  idea  that  her  '  whim '  for  residing  once  more 
in  the  home  of  her  childhood  had  passed,  and  that  she  would 
now,  without  doubt,  marry  the  future  Duke  of  Ormistoune, 
and  pass  away  from  the  limited  circle  of  St  Rest  to  those 
wider  spheres  of  fashion,  the  splendours  of  which  mere 
country-folk  are  not  expected  to  have  more  than  the  very 
faintest  glimmering  conception.  Even  in  that  independent 
comer  of  opinion,  the  tap-room  of  the  '  Mother  Huff'  her 
name  was  spoken  with  almost  bated  breath,  though  Mr. 
Netlips  was  not  by  any  means  loth  to  spare  any  flow  of 
oratorical  eloquence  on  the  subject 

"I  think,  Mr.  Buggins,"  he  said  one  evening,  addressing 
'  mine  host '  with  due  gravity—"  I  think  you  will  recall  to  your 
organisation  certain  objective  propositions  I  made  with  regard 
to  Miss  Vancourt,  when  that  lady  first  entered  into  dominative 
residence  at  Abbot's  Manor.  Personally  speaking,  I  have  no 
discrepancies  to  surest  beyond  the  former  utterance.  Matters 
in  which  I  have  taken  the  customary  mercantile  interest  have 
culminated  with  the  lady  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  sides. 
Nothing  has  been  left  standing  controversially  on  my  books. 
Nevertheless  it  would  be  repudiative  to  say  that  I  have 
sophisticated  my  previous  opinion.  I  said  then,  and  I 
confirm  the  observation,  that  a  heathen  cannot  enjoy  the  pro- 
spective right  of  the  commons." 

"I  s'pose," — said  Mr.  Buggins,  meditatively  in  reference 
to  this  outburst — "you  means,  Mr.  Netlips,  that  Miss  Vancourt 
is  a  kind  of  heathen?" 

Mr.  Netlips  nodded  severely. 

"'Cos  she  don't  go  to  church? "  suggested  Dan  Ridley,  who 
as  usual  was  one  of  the  tap-room  talkers 

Again  Mr.  Netlips  nodded. 

"Well,"  said  Dan,  "she  came  to  church  once  an*  brought 
her  firiends " 
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u^tl^^^T"^  late,"~interposed   Mr.    NetHps,    solemnly— 
Ihe  tardiness  of  her  entrance  was  marked  by  the  strongest 
decorum.    The  strongest,  the  most  open  decorum  I    Deolor- 
able  decorum  I"  ^^pwi 

"What's  decorum?"  enquired  Mr.  Buggins,  anxiously. 

Mr.  Netlips  waved  one  fat  hand  expressively. 

«  Decorum,"— he  said—"  is— well !— decorum  ! " 

Buggins  scratched  his  head  dubiously.  Dan  Ridley  looked 
perplexed.  There  was  a  sUencc-the  men  listening  to  the 
waUmg  of  a  rising  wind  that  was  beginning  to  sweep  round  the 
house  and  whistle  down  the  big  open  chimney,  accompanied 
by  pattenng  drops  of  rain. 

"Summer's  sheer  over,"-said  a  labourer,  lifting  his  head 
from  his  tankard  of  ale-"  Howsomever,  we're  all  safe  this 
winter  m  the  worst  o'  weather.  Rents  are  all  down  at  'arf 
what  they  was  under  OUver  Leach,  thanks  to  the  new  lady 
so  whether  she's  a  decorum  or  not  don't  matter  to  me.  She's 
a  right  good  sort— so  here's  to  her ! " 

And  he  drained  oflF  his  ale  at  one  gulp  with  a  relish,  several 
men  present  following  his  example. 

"Passon   Walden,"— began    Dan    Ridley— "  Passon   Wal- 
en " 

But  here  there  was  a  sudden  loud  metallic  crash.    Buggins 
had  overturned  two  empty  pewter-mugs  on  his  counter. 

"No  gossiping  o'  Passon  Walden  allowed  'ere,"— he  said.— 
"  Not  while  I'm  master  o'  this  public ! " 
« J^f^  majwtas,"- proclaimed  Mr.  Netlips,  impressively— 

You  re  right,  Buggins-you're  quite  right!     Leeze  maj^jtas 
would  be  entu^ly  indigenous — entirely  so ! " 

An  awkward  pause  ensued.  '  Leeze  majVrtas '  in  all  its  dark 
incomprehensibility  had  faUen  like  a  weight  upon  the  tavern 
company,  and  effectually  checked  any  further  conversatioa 
It  was  one  of  those  successful  efforts  of  Mr.  Netlips,  which, 
by  Its  ponderous  vagueness  and  inscrutability,  produced  an 
overwhelming  effect.     There  was  nothing  to  be  said  after  it 

The  gold  and  crimson  glory  of  autumn  slowly  waned  and 
died,— and  the  village  began  to  look  very  lonely  and  dreary. 
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Heavy  rains  fell  and  angry  gales  blew, — so  that  when  dark 
November  came  glooming  in,  with  lowering  skies,  tliere  was 
scarcely  so  much  as  a  leaf  of  russet  or  scarlet  Virginian  creeper 
clinging  to  roof  or  wall.  The  woods  around  Abbot's  Manor 
were  leafless  except  wiiere  the  pines  and  winter  laurel  grew  in 
thick  clusters,  and  where  several  grand  old  hollies  showed 
their  scarlet  berries  ripening  among  the  glossy  green.  The 
Manor  itself  however  looked  wide-awake  and  cheerful, — smoke 
poured  up  from  the  chimneys  and  glints  of  firelight  sparkled 
through  the  windows, — all  the  shutters,  which  had  been  put 
up  after  the  departure  of  the  *  Sisters  Gemini,'  were  taken  down 
— blinds  were  raised  and  curtains  drawn  back, — and  as  soon 
as  these  signs  and  tokens  were  manifested,  people  were  not 
slow  in  asking  Mrs.  Spruce  whether  Miss  Vancourt  was  coming 
back  for  Christmas  ?  But  to  all  enquiries  that  estimable  dame 
gave  the  same  answer.  She  'didn't  know  nothink.'  The 
groom  Bennett  wa^  equally  reticent.  He  had  received  'no 
orders.'  Mr.  Stanways,  the  agent,  and  his  wife,  both  of  whom 
had  become  very  friendly  with  all  the  villagers,  were  cheerfully 
talkative  on  every  subject  but  one, — that  of  Miss  Vancourt 
and  her  movements.  All  they  could  or  would  say  was  that 
her  return  was  'quite  uncertain.'  Fires  were  lighted  in  the 
Manor— oh  yes ! — to  keep  the  house  well  aired — and  windows 
were  opened  for  the  same  purpose, — but  beyond  that — 
'really,'  said  Mr.  Stanways,  smiling  pleasantly — 'I  can  give 
no  information ! ' 

The  days  grew  shorter,  gloomier  and  colder, — and  s6on, 
when  the  chill  nip  of  winter  began  to  make  itself  felt  in  grim 
damp  earnest,  the  whole  county  woke  up  from  the  pleasant 
indolence  into  which  the  long  bright  summer  had  steeped  it, 
and  responded  animatedly  to  the  one  pulse  of  vitality  which 
kept  it  going.  The  hunting  season  began.  Old,  otherwise 
dull  men,  started  up  into  the  semblance  of  youth  again, 
and  sprang  to  their  saddles  with  almost  as  much  vigour 
and  alertness  as  boys, — and  Reynard  with  his  cubs  ruled 
potently  the  hour.  The  first  '  meet '  of  the  year  was  held  at 
Ittlethwaite  Park, — and  for  days  before  it  took  place  nothing 
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else  was  talked  of.    Hunting  was  really  the  one  occupation 
of  the  gentry  of  the  district,— everything  else  distinctly  '  bored ' 
them.     Many  places  in  England  are  entirely  under  the  com- 
plete dominion  of  this  particular  form  of  sport,— places,  where, 
if  you  do  not    .t  least  talk  about  hunting  and  nothing  but 
hunting,  you  are  set  down  as  a  fool.     Politics,  art,  literature,— 
these  matters    brought    into    conversation    merely   excite'  a 
vacuous  stare  and  yawn,— and   you   may  consider  yourself 
fortunate  if,  in  alluding  to  such  things  at  all,  you  are  not  con- 
sidered as  partially  insane.     To  obtain  an  ordinary  reputation 
for  common-sense  in  an  English  hunting  county,  you  must  talk 
horse  all  day  and, play  Bridge  all  night,— then  and  then  only 
will  you  have  earned  admission  into  these  'exclusive'  circles 
where  the  worth  of  a  quadruped  exceeds  t^e  brain  of  a  man. 

The  morning  of  the  meet  dawned  dully— yet  now  and  then 
the  sun  shone  fitfully  through  the  clouds,  lighting  up  with  a 
cold  sparkle  the  thick  ivy,  wet  with  the  last  night's  rain,  which 
clung  to  the  walls  of  Walden's  rector)-.     There  was  a  chiU 
wind,  and  the  garden  looked  bleak  and  deserted,  though  it  was 
kept  severely  tidy,  Sainton  never  failing  to  see  that  all  fallen 
leaves  were  swept  up  every  afternoon  and  all  weeds    'kep' 
under.'    But  there  was  no  temptation  to  saunter  down  the 
paths  or  across  the  damp  lawn  in  such  weather,  and  VValden, 
seated  by  a  blazing  fire  in  his  study,  with  Nebbie  snoozing 
at  his  feet,  was  sufficiently  comfortable  to  be  glad  that  no 
'parochial' duties  called  him  forth  just  immediately  from  his 
warm  snuggery.     He  had  felt  a    little   ailing   of  late— 'the 
oncoming    of  age  and   infirmity,'  he   told  himself,   and   he 
looked  slightly  more  careworn.     The  strong  restraint  he  had 
imposed  upon  himself  since  he  knew  the  nature  of  the  scandal 
started  by  Lord  Roxmouth,  and  the  loyal  and  strict  silence  he 
had  maintained  on  the  subject  that  was  nearest  and  dearest  to 
his  own  heart,  had  been  very  trying  to  him.     There  was  no  one 
to  whom  he  could  in  any  way  unburden  his  mind.     Even  to  his 
closest  friend,  Bishop  Brent,  he  had  merely  written  the  briefest 
of  letters,  informing  him  that  Mi=:,  Vancourt  had  left  Abbotts 
Manor  for  a  considerable  time,— but  no  more  than  this.     He 
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longed  passionately  for  news  of  Maryllia,  but  none  came. 
The  only  person  to  whom  he  sometimes  epoke  of  her,  but 
always  guardedly,  was  Julian  Adderley.  Julian  had  received 
one  or  two  letters  from  Cicely  Bourne, — but  they  were  all 
about  her  musical  studies,  and  never  a  word  of  Maryllia  in 
them.  And  Julian  was  almost  as  anxious  to  know  what  had 
become  of  her  as  Walden  himself,  the  more  so  as  he  heard 
constantly  from  Marius  Longford  who  never  ceased  urging  him 
to  try  and  discover  her  whereabouts.  Which  request  proved 
that,  for  once.  Lord  Roxmouth  had  been  foiled,  and  that  even 
he  with  all  his  various  social  detectives  at  work,  had  lost  all 
trace  of  her. 

On  this  particular  morning  of  the  opening  of  the  hunting 
season,  Walden  sat  by  the  fire  reading,— or  trying  to  read. 
He  was  conscious  of  a  great  depression, — a  *  fit  of  the  blues,' 
which  he  attributed  partly  to  the  damp,  lowering  weather. 
Idly  he  turned  over  the  leaves  of  a  first  edition  of  Tennyson's 
poems, — pausing  here  and  there  to  glance  at  a  favourite  lyric 
or  con  over  a  well-remembered  verse,  when  the  echo  of  a 
silvery  horn  blown  clear  on  the  wintry  silence  startled  bim  out 
of  his  semi-abstraction.  Rising,  he  went  instinctively  to  the 
window,  though  from  that  he  could  see  nothing  but  his  own 
garden,  looking  blank  enough  in  its  flowerless  condition,  the  only 
bright  speck  in  it  being  a  robin  sitting  on  a  twig  hard  by,  that 
ruffled  its  red  breast  prettily  and  blinked  its  trustful  eye  at  him 
with  a  friendly  air  of  sympathy  and  recognition.  He  listened 
attentively  for  a  moment  and  heard  the  approaching  trot'and 
gallop  of  horses,— then  suddenly  recalling  the  fact  that  the 
hounds  were  to  meet  that  day  at  Ittlethwaite  Park,  he  took  his 
hat  and  went  out  to  see  if  any  of  the  hunters  were  passing  by. 

A  wavering  mass  of  colour  gleamed  at  the  farther  end  of  the 
village  as  he  looked  down  the  winding  road; — scarlet  coats, 
white  vests  and  buckskin  breeches  showed  bravely  against  the 
satiny  brown  and  greys  of  a  fine  group  of  gaily  prancing  steeds 
that  came  following  after  the  huntsmen,  the  hounds  and  the 
whippers-in,  and  a  cheery  murmur  of  pleasant  voices,  broken 
with  an  occasional  musical  ring  of  laughter,  dispersed  for  a 
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nJL«!l;'  *""!,""'   "^^  '^"^  "'"y  '''•     Something  unusually 

plemnt  «emed  to  animate  the  faces  of  all  who  composed 

he  hunting  tram  as  they  came  into  view,_Miss  Aribella 

h^     r/   '    J  ^"^""f"^"'  P^'^'y  °^  ''""^  ^^'^"g*^  «he  was.  sat  in 

faTf!!!^   n  ''"!;  ""  *'C1?''  "'"^^"'  "8»^*"*«»'  her  good-natured 
fat  face  all  «m.les.-wh.le  her  brother  Bruce,  laughing  heartily 
over  something  which  had  evidently  tickled  hi.  fancy,  looked 
more  hke  thirty  than  sixty,   so   admirably  did    his   'pink' 
become  him,  and  so  excellently  well  did  he  ride.     Walden 
saluted  them  as  they  passed,  and  they  gave  him  a  pleas... 
good-day.     But,-.what  was  that  sudden  flash  of  deep  uu  p'^ 
which  the  fitful   sun,   peering   sulkily  through   grey    ^u '" 
struck  upon  quickly  with  a  slanting  half-smile  of  r,  i    „^^ 
What--and  who  was  the  woman  riding  lightly,  wi^h  cplli^  v' 
head  hke  a  queen,  in  the  midst  of  the  company,  s.r       id.d 
by  all  the  younger  men  of  the  neighbourhood  w,    ,  kee  mt 
their  horaes  close  on  either  side  of  her,  appeared  .  >  h^  n  1,4' 
to  outrival  each  other  in  eager  attentions,  in  questionr  a..d 
answers,  in  greetings   and  hat-liftings,  and  general  exchaa-^ 
of  curtesies?      Walden   rubbed  his   eyes,    and  gazed    r 
gazed,— anon  his  heart  gave  a  wild  leap,  and  he  felt  himself 
growing  deadly  pale.     Had  the  portrait  of « Mary  Elia  Adelgisa 
de  Vaignecourt'  in  Abbofs  Manor  come  visibly  to  life?--or 
was  It,  could  it  be  indeed,--Maryllia  ? 

He  would  gladly  have  turned  away,  but  some  stronger  force 
than  his  own  held  him  fast  where  he  stood,  stricken  with 
surprise,  and  a  gladness  that  was  almost  fear.  The  swaying 
gleam  of  purple  came  nearer  and  nearer,  and  resolved  itself 
at  last  into  definite  shape,— Maryllia's  fjice,  Maryllia's  eyes! 
Almost  mechanically  he  half  opened  his  gat^  as  all  the  hunters 
went  trotting  by,  and  she  alone  reined  in  her  mare  'Cleopatra' 
and  spoke  to  him. 
"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Walden  I » 

He  looked  up— and  looking,  smiled.  What  a  child  she  was 
^er  all  I— full  of  quaint  vanities  surely,  and  naive  coquetry  1 
For  her  nding-dress  was  the  exact  copy  of  that  worn  by  her 
pictured  ancestress  '  Mary  Elia,'-even  to  the  three-cornered 
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hat  and  the  tiny  rose  fastened  in  the  bodice  which  was  turned 
back  with  embroidered  gold  refers,— so  that  the  '  lady  in  the 
vi'Iet  velvet '  appeared  before  him  as  it  were,  re-incarnated, — 
and  the  pouting  lips,  sweet  eyes  and  radiant  hair  were  all  part 
of  the  witch-glamour  and  mystery !  Mastering  his  thoughts  with 
an  effort,  he  raised  his  hat  in  his  usual  quietly  courteous  way. 

"This  is  a  great  surprise,  Miss  Vancourt !"  he  said,  lightly, 
though  his  voice  trembled  a  little—"  And  a  happy  one ! 
The  villagers  will  be  delighted  to  see  you  back  again  1  When 
did  you  return  ?  " 

"I^st  night," — she  answered,  fixing  her  frank  gaze  fully 
upon  him  and  noting  with  a  sliarp  little  pang  of  compunction 
tl  at  he  looked  far  from  well — "  I  felt  I  musl  be  here  for  the  first 
meet  of  the  season !  I've  been  staying  in  an  old  convent  on 
the  Breton  coast, — such  a  dear  quaint  place !  And  I  think," 
— here  she  nodded  her  pretty  head  wisely — "  I  /AinA  I've 
brought  you  ett9ugh  stained  glass  to  quite  finish  your  rose- 
window  I  I've  been  busy  collecting  it  ever  since  I  left  here. 
Gently,  Cleo !— gently,  my  beauty ' " — this,  as  her  mare  pawed 
the  ground  restlessly  and  sprang  t'or^/ard — "  Come  and  see  me 
to  morrow,  Mr.  VValdcn !     I  shall  exjK-ct  you  1 " 

Waving  her  gloved  hand  she  cantered  off  and  rejoined  the 
rest  of  the  hunters  going  on  a!iead.  Once  she  turned  in  her 
saddle  and  looked  liack, — and  again  waved  her  hand.  The 
sun  came  out  fully  then,  and  sweeping  aside  the  grey  mists, 
shed  all  its  brightness  on  the  graceful  figure  in  the  saddle, 
striking  a  reflex  of  rose  from  the  soft  violet  riding-dress,  and 
sparkling  against  the  rippling  twists  of  gold  brown  hair, — 
then, — as  she  disappeared  l)etwecn  two  rows  of  Uafless  trees, 
—withdrew  itself  again  frowningly  and  shone  no  more  that 
day 

Walden  re-entered  his  house,  hardly  able  to  sustain  the 
sudden  joy  that  filled  him.  He  felt  himself  trembling  nerv- 
ously, and  was  angry  at  his  own  weakness. 

"I  am  more  foolish  than  any  lovesick  boy!"  he  said  to 
himself  with  inward  romonstrnnce— "  And  C.od  knows  I  am 
old  enough  to  know  better  1     Hut  I  cannot  help  being  glad 
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she   has   come    ho.m-  •     I    cnnn<,t    help   it  f      For  with   her 

over  and  Konc.  the  flowers  apj^ar  on  the  earth,  and  the  tinu- 
of  the  s,n«,ng  of  h.rds  is  come 'I     She  is  ,0  /uU  of  life  Z 

SrStTst'-fH'"^^  ""'^•"'^  °^  ^""  ^^^^  -  ^-- 

sKies  m  St.  Rest  if  she  stays  with  us,- though  oerhans  for 
me  .t  m.«ht  be  wiser  and  safer  to  cWe  the  dulfdays  and 
g  oomy  sk,es  rather  than  tempt  my  soul  with  the  mIgS 
hght  of  an  embodied  spring  in  winter-time  !  But  I  ZnZ 
carefuL-careful  of  mysdf  and  of  he,-I  shall  guard  h-rnam^ 

irZowT' ""  "'^ ''-'''' '-' '  -  »^-  «»>:";:; 

ton?"  '"T"'^  .''•'  '■"'"^"'"  '''''  ^'y  '^^  ''^"dy  fire,  and  again 
Th/^  K-  '1"'""  "'  '''^*""y^°"-  A"d  opening  the  iS^k 
at  hazard,  h.s  glance  fell  on  that  exquisite  'Fragment '  wS 
I^erhaps  excels  in  its  own  way  all  the  •  Idylls  of  the  xTng  'l 

"As  she  fled  fast  thro'  sun  ami  shade, 
The  happy  winds  upon  her  play'd 
BIowinK'  the  rinKJct  from  the  braid : 
She  look'd  so  lovely  as  she  sway'd 

The  rein  with  dainty  finger-tips. 
A  man  had  given  all  other  bliss, 
And  all  his  worldly  worth  for  this. 
To  waste  his  whole  heart  in  one  kisi 
Upon  her  perfect  lips." 

"Quite  truer  he  said,  as  he  read  the  lines  half  aloud.  « 
tender  smtle  hghtmg   up  the  gravity  of  his  deep  thouSu! 
eyes-«True  to  the  life,  so  far  as  the  (Juinevere  of  to  day  ^ 
concerned!     lUtt   let  the  sinule   stop   there,  John,  my  L 
non't  carry  .t  any  further !     Don't  deceive  youielf  as  to  y^u 
own  dements!    You  are  nothing  but  an  old-fashioned  coumry 
parson~a  regular  humdrum,  n.iddle-aged  fogey  l-ihafs  what 
you  are  !-so  even  though  you  Aave  fallen  in  Le  (wh  ch  a 
your  t.me  o  hfe  s  a  folly  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of)  don' 

I't  doT    "''  '""'•"  ^'"""^^"^  *  '^-'^'^  J-h  '- 
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CHAPTER  XXIX 

OVER  the  moist  ground,  and  under  the  bare  branches 
that  dripped  slow  tears  of  past  rain,  the  brilliant 
hunting  train  swept  onward,  Maryllia  riding  in  the  midst, 
till  they  came  out  on  a  bare  stretch  of  mooriand  covered  with 
sparse  patches  of  gorse  and  fir.  Here  they  all  paused, 
listening  to  the  cry  of  the  huntsman  in  the  bottoms,  and 
watching  the  hounds  as  they  drew  up  wind. 

The  eyes  of  every  man  present  wandered  now  and  again 
to  Maryllia  in  admiration, — none  of  them  had  ever  seen  her 
look  so  lovely,  so  bright,  so  entirely  bewitching.  She  was 
always  at  her  best  in  the  saddle.  When  she  had  paid  her 
first  visit  to  America  with  her  uncle  and  aunt  as  a  girl  of 
sixteen,  she  had  been  sent  for  the  benefit  of  her  health  to 
stay  with  some  people  who  owned  a  huge  Califwnian  '  ranch,' 
and  there  she  learned  to  ride  on  horses  that  were  scarcely 
broken  in,  and  to  gallop  across  miles  and  miles  of  prairie, 
bareheaded  to  the  burning  sun,  and  had,  in  such  pastime, 
felt  the  glorious  sense  of  that  savage  and  splendid  freedom 
whS'^h  is  the  true  heritage  of  every  child  of  nature,— a  heriUge 
too  often  lost  in  the  tangled  ways  of  over-civilisation,  and 
seldom  or  never  regained.  The  dauntless  spirit  of  joyous 
liberty  was  in  her  blood,— she  loved  the  fresh  air  and  vigorous 
exercise,  and  was  a  graceful,  daring  rider,  never  knowing  what 
it  was  to  feel  a  single  pulse  of  fear.  Just  now  she  was 
radiantly  happy.  She  was  glad  to  be  at  home  again, — and 
still  more  glad  that  her  plans  for  eluding  the  pursuit  of  Lord 
Roxmouth  had  completely  succeeded.     He  had  been  left 
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absolutely  in  the  dark  as  to  her  whereaboirts.     His  letters  to 
her  had  been  returned  unanswered  thr«..„'   kl    "'.'*"«"  ^° 

ce  U,„  poor  nuns  in  a  Brittany  convent,  who  were  oX  t(S 

Tnd  "s,'°asrr  o"  r  ^  ^^'-^  ^-^^^  ^^^  ^  -p.:  ^f  mttt 

s^ve^    wTth         ^  T  °"'  concerning  her.     There  she  had 
stayed    w,th    exemplary    patience    and    resignation,  -  lonely 

.me  bemg.  and  as  she  imagined,  to  have  saved  John  Walden 
from  any  poss.bihty  of  annoyance  chancing  to  him  through 
her,  or  by  her  means.     She  would  not  consent  to  have  evfn 

tl^^  ^Z'  ^'''  ''''  ^^^'^^"^^^  <^'"-  'o  her  hidLpUc^ 
might  be  found  and  followed.  "'ngpiace 

A.  soon,  however,  as  she  heard  that  Roxmouth  had  actually 
left  England,  she  made  haste  to  return  at  once  to  the  home 
she  had  now  learned  to  love  with  a  deep  and  clinging  affecdr 
and  she  had  timed  her  reappearance  purposely  for  the  fim 
meet  of  the  hunting  season.  She  would  Tow  herself  ^  she 
resolved  as  a  free  ^d  independent  woman  to  all  the  county 
-and  ,f  people  had  gossiped  about  her,  or  were  prone  to 
gossip,  they   would   soon   find  out  the  error  of  their  wav^ 

Sl"o  hT""":  °'.^'^  ^^^'"^"^  ^'^'^^  velvet  rid  n^: 
dress,  copied  from  the  picture  of  her  ancestress  in  Abbott 
Manor  gallery.     She  had  determined  to  make  an  'effectivl' 

she  possibly  could,  and  to  show  that  she  was  herself  and 
nobody  else,  bound  to  no  authority  save  her  own 

her  enS"  ^She  wf!Th"'"'  T^''^  '^'  ''"""'y  -«>">PHshed 
^Z\i!%Z  u  "'"']'  ""^  ^"raction.-alI  the  members 
Of  the  Riversford   Hunt,  dispersed  round  and  about  her  Z 
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near  or  distant  groups,  discussed  her  in  low  tones,  even  while 
watching  the  working  of  the  pack,  and  scanning  every  yard 
of  open  ground  for  the  first  sign  of  a  fox.  Gradually  the 
crowd  of  horses  and  riders  increased, — men  from  the  county- 
town  itself,  farmers  from  the  more  outlying  parts  of  the 
neighbourhood,  and  some  of  the  Badsworth  Hall  tenantry, 
having  arrived  too  late  at  Ittlethwaite  Park  for  the  actual 
meet,  now  came  hurriedly  galloping  up,  and  among  these 
last  was  Oliver  Leach.  It  was  the  first  time  Maryllia  had 
seen  her  dismissed  agent  since  her  rescue  of  the  Five  Sister 
beeches,  and  s>  lad  thought  of  him  so  little  that  she  would 
not  have  recogn.sed  him  now  had  not  his  horse,  a  vicious- 
looking  restive  creature,  started  plunging  close  to  her  own 
hunter  'Cleopatra,'  and  caused  that  spirited  animal  to  rear 
almost  upright  on  her  haunches.  In  the  act  of  reining  the 
mare  out  of  his  way  she  looked  at  him,  while  he,  in  his  turn 
stared  full  at  her  in  evident  astonishment  As  he  appeared 
gradually  to  realise  her  identity,  his  face,  always  livid,  grew 
more  deeply  sallow  of  hue,  and  an  ugly  grin  made  a  gaigoyle 
of  his  mouth  and  eyes.  She,  as  soon  as  she  recollected  him, 
remembered  at  the  same  time  the  curse  he  had  flung  at  her — 
*  a  May  curse,'  she  thought  to  herself  with  a  superstitious 
little  shudder — 'and  a  May  curse  always  begins  to  work  in 
November,  so  the  gossips  say ! ' 

Moved  by  an  instinctive  distrust  and  dislike  of  the  man, 
she  turned  her  back  upon  him,  and  patting  Cleopatra's  neck, 
cantered  quickly  ahead  to  join  the  rest  of  the  field  which 
was  now  moving  towards  another  cover,  while  the  hounds 
ran  through  some  j  r  thickets  of  brushwood  and  tangled 
bracken. 

She  was  in  a  curious  frame  of  mind,  and  found  her  own 
emotions  difficult  to  analyse.  The  momentary  glimpse  she 
had  just  had  of  John  Walden  had  filled  her  with  a  strangely 
tender  compassion.  Why  did  he  look  so  worn  and  worried  ? 
Had  he  missed  her?  Had  her  two  months  and  more  of 
absence  seemed  as  long  to  him  as  they  had  to  her?  She 
wondered!    Anon,   she  asked    herself   why  she    wondered  1 
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What  did  it  matter  to  her  what  he  thought,  or  how  he  passed 
his  days  ?  1  hen  a  sudden  rush  of  colour  warmed  her  cheeks 
and  a  hght  came  into  her  eyes.  It  did  matter !- there  wa^ 
no  gettmg  away  from  it,-it  did  matter  very  much  what  he 
thought,  and  It  had  become  of  paramount  importance  to  her 
to  know  how  he  passed  his  days ! 

Deep  in  her  heart  a  secret  sweet  consciousness  lay  nestled, 
—a  consciousness,  subtly  feminine,  which  told  her   that  she 
was  held  in   precious  estimation  by  at  least  one  man.-and 
that  she   had  advanced  towards   her  most  cherished  desire 
of  love   so  far  as  to  have   become   'dear  to  someone   else.' 
And  that  '  someone  else  '—who  was  he  ?    Oh,  well  !-nobody 
m   particular  !-onIy  a  country   clergyman.-a  poor  creature, 
so  the  world  might  say,  to  build  romances   upon  !     Yet  she 
was   building  them   fast.     One  after  the  other   they  shaped 
themselves   like  cloud-castles   in   the  airy  firmament   of  her 
dreams,  and  she  permitted  herself  to  dwell  on  the  possible 
joys   they  suggested.     Very  simple  joys   too  !-such   as   the 
completion  of  the  rose-window  in  the  church  of  St    Rest  — 
he  would  be  pleased  if  that  were  done-yes  !-she  was  sire 
he   would   be  pleased !— and  she  had  managed,  during  her 
sojourn  m  Bnttany  to  secure  some  of  the  loveliest  old  stained 
glass,  dating  from   the  twelfth   century,  which  she  meant  to 
give  him  to-morrow  when  he  came  to  see  her.     To-morrow! 
What  a  long  time  it  seemed  till  then !    And  suppose  he  did 
not  come?    Well,  then  she  would  go  and  see  him  herself 
and  would  tell  him  just  why  she  had  gone  away  from  home 
and  why  she  had  not  written  to  him  or  to  anybody  else  in  the 

neighbourhood,— and  then— and  then 

Here  she  started  at  the  sound  of  a  sudden  '  telly-ho  I  '—the 

hounds  had   rallied a  fox   was  'drawn,'— the  whole  field 

was  astir,  and  with  a  musical  blast  of  the  horn,  the  hunt 
swept  on  m  a  flash  of  scarlet  and  white,  black,  brown  and 
grey,  across  the  moor.  Maryllia  gave  herself  up  to  the 
excitement  of  the  hour,  and  galloped  along,  her  magnificent 
mare  Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt '  scenting  sport  in  the  wind 
and  enjoying  the  wUd  freedom  allowed  her  by  a  loose  rein 
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and  the  light  weight  she  bore.  On,  on !— with  the  wet  chill 
perfume  of  fallen  leaves  rising  from  the  earth  on  which  the 
eager  hoofs  of  the  horses  trampled,— on,  always  on,  in  the 
track  of  stealthy  Reynard,  over  dips  and  hollows  in  the  ground, 
•and  shallow  pools  fringed  with  gaunt  sedges  and  twisted 
brambles, — on,  still  on,  crossing  and  re-crossing  lines  of  scent 
where  the  hounds  appeared  for  the  moment  at  a  loss,  till 
they  dashed  off  again  towards  the  farther  woods.  Putting  her 
mare  to  a  fence  and  clearing  it  easily,  Maryllia  crossed  a 
meadow,  which  she  knew  to  be  the  shortest  way  to  the  spot 
where  she  could  just  see  the  pack  racing  silently  ahead, — 
and,  coming  out  on  one  of  the  high-roads  between  St  Rest 
and  Riversford,  she  drew  rein  for  a  moment  Several  of  the 
hunters  had  chosen  the  same  short-cut,  and  came  out  of  the 
meadow  with  her,  calling  a  cheery  word  or  two  as  they  passed 
her  and  pressed  on  in  the  ardour  of  the  chase. 

Quickly  resuming  her  gallop,  and  yielding  to  the  exhilara- 
tion of  the  air  and  the  pleasure  of  movement,  she  urged  her 
mare  to  a  pace  which  would  have  been  deemed  reckless  by 
all  save  the  most  skilled  and  daring  riders,  unaware  of  the 
unpleasant  fact  that  she  vas  being  closely  followed  by  Oliver 
Leach.  He  rode  abot  twenty  paces  behind  her,  every 
now  and  then  gaining  on  her,  and  anon  pulling  back  his 
horse  in  an  apparent  lesire  not  to  outstrip  her.  The  r^t  of 
the  hunting  party  were  w  ahead,  and  they  had  the  road 
to  themselves,  with  the  exc  4  ion  of  a  fat  man  on  a  bicycle, 
who  was  careering  along  in  front  of  them,  looking  something 
like  a  ton  on  wheels.  Maryllia  soon  flew  past  this  moving 
rotundity,  and  even  if  she  had  had  time  to  look  at  it,  she 
would  not  have  known  that  it  was  the  Reverend  Putwood 
Leveson,  as  she  had  never  seen  that  gentleman.  Catchii^ 
a  glimpse  of  the  hounds,  now  racing  round  the  edge  of  a 
sloping  hill,  she  galloped  faster  and  faster,— while  Oliver 
Leach,  with  an  odd  set  expression  in  his  face  and  eyes,  and 
his  hat  well  pulled  down  on  his  brows,  followed  her  at  an 
almost  equally  flying  speed.  A  ploughed  field  lay  between 
them,  and  the  smooth  dark  slope  of  land  edged  with  broken 
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fiine,  where  the  pack  could  be  plainly  seen  ncing  for  blood. 
A  moderately  low,  straggling    hedge  intervened.    Such    an 
obsuck  was  a  mere  trifle  for  'Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egvpt' 
to  clear,  and  Maryllia  put  her  to  it  with  her  usual  easTand 
buoyancy     But  now  up  came  Oliver  Leach  on  his  ill-formed 
but  powerfd  beast  ;-and  just  as  the  spirited  mare,  with  her 
lightly  poised  Oder  on  her  back,  leaped  the  hedge,  he  set  his 
own  animal  at  precisely  the  same  place  in  deliberate  defiance 
of  all  huntmg  rules,  and  springing  at  her  Uke  a  treacherous 
enemy  from  behmd,  closed  on  her  haunches,  and  pounded 
straight  over  her  I    Maryllia  reeled  in  her  saddle,--for  one 
half  second,  her  blue  eyes  wide  with  terror,  turned  themselves 
full  upon  her  pursuer-she  raised  her  hand  appealinKly— 
wammgly-in  vain  I  -With  a  crash  of  breaking  brushwood 
the  mare  went  down  under  the  plunging  hoofs  that  came 
thudding  so  heavily  upon  her,— there  was  a  quick  shriek— a 
blur  of  violet  and  gold  hurled  to  the  ground-and  then.- 

then  Leach  galloped  on alone  I    He  dared  not  look  back  I 

His  nerves  throbbed-his  heart  beat  high,-and  his  evU  soul 
rejoiced  m  its  wickedness  as  only  the  soul  of  a  devil  can. 

"Verdict-accidental  death  I"  he  muttered,  with  a  fierce 
laugh-"  No  doubt  it  will  be  thought  singular  that  the  daughter 
should  have  met  the  same  end  as  her  father!  And  nothing 
more  will  be  said.  But  suppose  she  is  not  killed,  since  eve^ 
cat  has  nine  hves?  No  matter,  she  will  be  disfigured  for  Ufe! 
That  will  suit  me  just  as  well!" 

He  laughed  again,  and  passed  on  in  the  wake  of  the 
hunt  which  had  now  swept  far  ahead  round  the  bend  of 
the  hill. 

Meanwhile,  'Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt,'  rendered  stunned 
and  dizzy  by  her  fall,  began  to  recover  her  equine  senses, 
bniffing  the  air  and  opening  her  wild  bright  eyes,  she  soon 
perceived  her  loved  mistress  lying  flung  about  three  yards 
distant  from  where  she  herself  had  rolled  over  and  over  on  the 
thick  wet  clods  of  the  field.  With  a  supreme  efl-ort  the  gallant 
beast  attempted  to  risr.-and  presently,  with  much  plunging 
and  kicking,  m  which  struggles  however,  she,  with  an  almost 
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human  intelligence  pushed  herself  farther  away  from  that  prone 
figure  on  the  ground  so  that  she  might  not  injure  it,  she 
managed  to  stand  upright,  quivering  in  every  strained,  sore 
limb.  Lifting  her  head,  she  whinnied  with  a  melancholy 
long-drawn  plaintiveness,  and  then  with  a  slow,  stiff  hobble, 
moved  cautiously  closer  to  Maryllia's  fallen  body.  There  she 
paused  and  whinnied  again,  while  the  grey  skies  lowered 
and  rain  b^an  to  ooze  from  the  spreading  leaden  weight  of 
cloud. 

And  now  assistance  seemed  near,  for  the  Reverend  Putwood 
Leveson,  having  had  to  lead  his  bicycle  up  a  hill,  and  being 
overcome  with  a  melting  tallow  of  perspiration  in  the  effort, 
hove  in  sight  like  an  unwieldy  porpoise  bobbing  up  on  dry 
land.  Approaching  the  broken  gap  in  the  hedge,  he  quickly 
spied  the  mare,  and  realised  the  whole  situation.  Now  was  the 
chance  for  a  mmister  of  Christ  to  show  his  brave  and  gentle 
ministry !  He  h^d  a  flask  of  brandy  in  his  pocket, — he  never 
went  anywhere  without  it  He  felt  it,  where  it  was  concealed, 
comfortably  pressed  against  his  heart, — then  he  peered  blandly 
over  the  hedge  at  the  helpless  human  creature  lying  there 
unconscious.  He  knew  who  it  was, — who  it  must  be, — for, 
ds  he  had  cycled  through  the  village  after  the  hunt  had  started, 
he  had  heard  everyone  talking  of  Miss  Vancourt's  unexpected 
return,  and  how  she  had  been  the  *  queen '  of  the  meet  that 
morning.  Btoides,  she  had  passed  him  on  the  road,  riding 
at  full  gallop.  He  wiped  his  forehead  now  and  smiled 
pleasantly. 

"  Queens  are  very  soon  discrowned ! " — he  said  to  himself— 
"And,  fortunately,  vacant  thrones  are  soon  filled!  Now  if 
that  sneak  Walden  were  here " 

He  paused,  considering.  The  remembrance  of  the  indignity 
he  had  suffered  at  the  hands  of  Julian  Adderley  was  ever  fresh 
with  him, — an  indignity  brought  about  all  through  the  very 
woman  who  was  now  perhaps  dying  before  his  eyes,  if  she  was 
not  already  dead.  Suddenly,  pushing  his  way  through  the 
broken  hedge,  he  approached  'Cleopatra'  cautiously.  The 
malignant  idea  entered  his  brain  that  if  he  could  make  the 
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animal  start  and  plunge,  her  hoofs  would  crush  the  body  of 
her  mistress  more  surely  and  completely.  Detesuble  as  the 
impulse  was,  it  came  quite  naturaUy  to  him.  He  had  helped 
to  kill  butterflies  often-why  not  a  woman?  The  murderous 
mstmct  was  the  same  in  both  cases.  He  tried  to  snatch  the 
mare's  bridle-rein,  but  she  jerked  her  head  away  from  him,  and 
stood  like  a  rock.  He  could  not  move  her  an  inch.  Only 
her  great  soft  eyes  kindled  with  a  warning  fire  as  he  hovered 
about  her,— and  a  decided  movement  of  one  of  her  hind  hoofs 
suggested  that  possibly  he  might  have  the  worst  of  any  attempt 
to  play  pranks  with  her.     He  paused  a  moment,  considering. 

"Oliver  Leach  came  this  way,"— he  mused— "He  passed 
me  almost  immediately  after  she  did.  Is  this  his  work,  I 
wonder?"  Here  he  drew  out  his  always  greasy  pocket- 
handkerchief  and  wiped  his  face  with  as  much  tender  care  as 
though  it  were  a  handsome  one— "I  shouldn't  be  surprised,"— 
he  continued,  in  a  mild  sotto-voce— "  I  shouldn't  be  at  all 
surprised  if  he  had  arranged  this  little  business !  Clever- 
very  !    Fatal  accidents  in  the  hunting-field  are  quite  common 

He  knows  that.    So  do  I.    But  I  shall  find  out. ves  I— I 

shall  find  out "  ^ 

Here  he  almost  jumped  with  an  access  of  'nerves'— for 
'Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt'  suddenly  stretched  out  her  long 
arched  neck  and  whinnied  with  piteous,  beseeching  loudness. 
A  pause  of  intense  stillness  followed  the  mare's  weird  cry,— a 
stUlness  broken  only  by  the  slow  pattering  of  rain.  Then  from 
the  near  distance  came  the  baying  of  hounds  and  a  far  echo 
of  the  hunting  horn. 

Seired  by  panic,  the  Reverend  'Putty'  scrambled  quickly 
out  of  tha  ploughed  field,  through  the  broken  hedge  and  on 
to  the  high-road  again,  where  taking  himself  to  his  bicycle, 
he  scurried  away  like  a  rat  from  falling  timber.  He  had  been 
on  his  way  to  Riversford  when  he  had  stopped  to  look  at  the 
little  fallen  heap  of  violet  and  gold,— guarded  so  faithfiilly  by 
a  four-footed  beast  twenty  times  more  'Christian*  in  natural 
feeling  than  his  '  ordained '  clerical  self,— and  he  now  resumed 
that  journey.  And  though,  as  he  neared  the  town,  he  met 
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many  persons  of  the  neighbourhood  on  foot,  in  carts,  and 
h'ght-wheeled  traps,  he  never  once  paused  to  give  news  of 
the  accident,  or  so  much  as  thought  of  sending  means  of 
assistance. 

"  I  am  not  supposed  to  have  seen  anything,"— he  said,  with 
a  fat  smile — "and  I  am  not  supposed  to  know!  I  shall 
certainly  not  be  asked  to  assist  at  the  funeral  service.  Walden 
will  attend  to  that ! " 

He  cycled  on  rapidly,  and  arriving  at  Riversford,  went  to  tea 
with  the  brewer's  wife,  Mrs.  Mordaunt  Appleby,  at  Appleby 
House,  and  was  quite  fatherly  and  benevolent  to  her  son,  a 
lumpy  child  of  ten,  the  future  heir  to  all  the  malt,  hops,  barrels, 
vats,  and  poisonous  chemicals  comprising  the  Appleby  estates 
in  this  world. 

The  afternoon  closed  in  coldly  and  mournfully.  A  steady 
weeping  drizzle  of  rain  set  in.  Some  of  the  hunters  returned 
through  St.  Rest  by  twos  and  threes,  looking  in  a  woeful 
condition,  bespattered  up  to  their  saddles  with  mud,  and 
feeling,  no  doubt,  more  or  less  out  of  temper,  as,  notwith- 
standing a  troublesome  and  fatiguing  run,  the  fox  had  escaped 
ihem  after  all.  It  was  about  five  o'clock,  when  Walden,  having 
passed  a  quiet  day  among  his  books,  and  having  felt  the  sense 
of  a  greater  peace  and  happiness  at  his  heart  than  he  had  been 
conscious  of  since  the  May-day  morning  of  the  year,  pushed 
aside  his  papers,  rose  from  his  chair,  and,  looking  out  at  the 
dreary  weather,  wondered  if  the  '  Guinevere '  of  the  hunt  had 
got  safely  home  from  her  gallop  across  country. 

"She  will  be  wet  through,"— he  thought,— the  tender  smile 
that  made  his  face  so  lovat>?e  playing  softly  round  his  lips — 
"  But  she  will  not  mind  that  I  She  will  laugh,  and  brush  out 
her  pretty  hair  all  ruffled  and  wet  with  the  rain,— her  cheeks 
will  be  glowing  with  colour,  and  htr  lips  will  be  as  red  as  the 
cherries  when  they  first  begin  to  ripen,-  .-"'.r  eyes  will  be 
bright  with  health  and  vitality,— and  life— vo'i.ig  life— life  full  of 
joy  and  hope  and  brightness  will  radiate  from  her  as  the  light 
radiates  from  the  sun.  And  I  shall  bask  in  the  luminance  of 
her  smile — I,  cold  and  grey,  like  a  bumt-out  ember  of  perished 
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possibnities,-!  shall  warm   my  chill  soul  at  the  sweet  fire 
of  her  presence— I  shall  see  her  to  morrow  ! " 

in^^l  J'^l.l  u?  ^^^  ?f  "*"  ^""^  '''"^^^  ^^^  smouldering  logs 
into  a  bnght  blaze.     He  was  just  about  to  ring  for  fresh  fud 
when   there  came  a  sudden,  alarmed  knocking  at  the  streel 

hTh.  ^T^t  ''"■'''^'  ^'  "'*'^"^'^  »^^  hand  on  the  bell. 
He  heard  the  l.ght  step  of  Hester  the  housemaid  tripping  along 
the  passage  qu.ckly  to  answer  the  imperative  summ'i,ns.- 
there  was  a  confused  murmur  of  voices-and  then  a  sudden 
cry  of  horror,— and  a  loud  burst  of  sobbing 

trelS""""^!!-  K~*^r''*'  ^  ^"'^^'"  ^'d  a  hoarse 
trembl  ng  vo.ce  which  U  w^  difficult  to  recognise  as  Sainton's, 
For  the  Lords  sake,  don't  make  that  noise,  gel !  Think  o' 
Passon  -do'ee  think  o'  Passon!  We  must  break  it  to  'im 
gently  hke—"  But  the  hysterical  sobbing  broke  out  again 
and  drowned  all  utterance.  ^ 

affi^n?.^H  h-"  ^^'''''"  c''^^'^'  "'''"'"«•  A  curious  rigidity 
affected  h«  nen.es.  Something  had  happened-but  what? 
His   dry   hps  refused   to   frame  the   question.     All   at  once 

little  study  he  threw  open  the  door  and  went  out  into  the 
passage.  There  stood  Hester  with  her  apron  thrown  over  her 
head,  weeping  convulsively-while  Bainton,  leaning  against 
the  med  porch  of  entrance  to  the  house,  was  trembling  like 
a  woman  m  an  ague  fit.  * 

oeZnt'^  ;he  -natter?"  said  Walden,  in  a  voice  of  almost 
peremptory  Ioudness,-a  voice  that  sounded  harsh  and  wild 
on  his  own  ears— •' What— what  has  happened?" 

«Oh-oh-Oh-oh!"    wailed    Hester-"  Oh,   Mr.    Walden, 
oh,   SU-,  I  can't  tell  you!     I  can't   indeed !-it's  about  Mis^ 

Vancourt- oh-poor  dear  little  lady  !-oh-oh  1    I  can't-I 

cant  say  iti     I  can't!"  ^^m     i 

aini^fi?'Jr    ^'.""^  ^'^'^    "^^    ^*'"^°"'   gently-" You 
amt  fi    for't.-don't  ye  try!    Which   I   might  a'  known  a 

woman  s  art  couldn't  abear  it,-nor  a  man's  neither ! "    Here 

he  turned  his  pale  face  upon  his  master,  and  the  slow  teaia 

oegan  to  tnckle  down.bis  furrowed  cheeks. 
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"  Passon  Walden," — he  began,  in  shaking  accents — "  Passon 
Walden,  sir,  I'm  frir  beside  myself  'ow  to  tell  ye ! — but  you're 
a  brave  man  wot  knows  the  ways  o'  God  an'  'ow  mortal  'ard 
tl^ey  seems  to  us  all  sometimes,  poor  an'  rich  alike,  an'  'ow 
it  do  'appen  that  the   purttiest  flowers  is  the  quickest  gone, 

an'  the  brightest  wimin  too,  for  that  matter, — an' — an' " 

Here  his  rough  halting  voice  broke  into  a  hoarse  sob — "  Oh, 
Passon,  it's  a  blow ! — it's  a  mortal  'ard  blow  ! — she  was  a  dear, 
sweet  lady  an'  a  good  one,  say  what  they  will,  an'  'ow  they 
will — an'  she's  gone,  Passon  ! — we  won't  never  see  her  no 
more ! — she's  gone  !  " 

A  swirling  blackness  came  over  Walden's  eyes  for  a  moment. 
He  tried  to  realise  what  was  being  said,  but  could  not  grasp 
its  meaning.  Making  a  strong  attempt  to  control  himself  he 
spoke,  slowly  and  with  difficulty. 

"Gone?     I  don't  understand  you, 1 " 


(I 


Here,  as  he  stood  at  the  open  doorway,  he  saw  in  the 
gathering  dusk  of  evening  a  small  crowd  of  villagers  moving 
slowly  along  the  road.  Some  burden  was  being  carried 
tenderly  between  them,— it  was  like  a  walking  funeral.  Some- 
one was  dead  then  ?  He  puzzled  himself  as  to  who  it  could 
be  ?  He  was  the  parson  of  the  parish, — he  had  received  no 
intimation !  And  the  hour  was  late, — they  must  put  it  oflF 
till  to-morrow!  Yes — till  to-morrow,  when  he  would  see 
Maryllia !  Startled  by  the  sudden  ghastly  pallor  of  his  master's 
face,  Bainton  ventured  to  lay  a  hand  on  his  arm. 

"  She  was  found  two  hours  ago," — he  said,  in  hushed  tones — 
"  Up  on  Farmer  Thorpe's  ploughed  field — all  crushed  on  the 
clods,  an'  no  one  nigh  'er  'cept  the  mare.  An'  the  mare  was 
as  sensible  as  a  'uman,  for  she  was  a-whinnyin'  loud  like  cryin' 
for  'elp — an'  Dr.  Forsyth  'e  came  by  in  his  gig,  drivin'  'ome 
from  Riversford  an'  he  'ad  his  man  with  'im,  so  'tween  them  both, 
they  got  some  'elp  an'  brought  'er  'ome — but  I'm  feared  it's 
too  late ! — I'm  awesome  feared  it's  too  late ! " 

Walden  looked  straight  down  the  road,  watching  the 
oncoming  of  the  little  crowd. 

"  1  think  I  begin  to  know  what  you  mean,"— he  said,  slowly, 
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"There  has  been  an  accident  to  Miss  Vancourt.  She  has 
been  thrown— but  she  is  not  dead!  Not  dead.  Of  course 
not!    She  could  not  be!" 

As  he   spoke,  he  pushed  aside  Sainton's  appealing  hand 
gently  yet  firmly,  and  walked  out  bareheaded  like  a  man  in 
a  dream  to  meet  the  little  ghost-like  procession  that  was  now 
approachmg  him  nearly.     He  felt  himself  trembling  violently  • 
had  he  been  called  upon  to  meet  his  own  instant  destruction 
at  that  moment,  he  would  have  been  far  less  unnerved.     Low 
on  the  wet  autumnal  wind  came  the  sound  of  men's  murmuring; 
voices,  of  women's  suppressed  sobbing  ;-in  the  semi-obscurity 
of  fadmg  light  and  deepening  shadow  he  could  discern  and 
recognise  the  figure  of  his  friend  the  local  doctor,  'Jimmy' 
Forsyth,  who  was  walking  close  beside  a  hastily  improvised 
stretcher  composed  of  the  boughs  of  trees  and  covered  with 
mens  coats  and  driving-rugs,-and  he  could  see  the  shadowy 
shape   of  'Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt,'  being  led  slowly  on 
m   the  rear,   her  proud   head   d.ooping  dejectedly,  her  easy 
•  stride    changed   to  a    melancholy   limping    movement.-her 
saddle  empty.     And,  as  he  looked,  some  nerve  seemed  to  tighten 
across  his  brows,-a  burning  ache  and  strain,  as  if  a  strong 
cord  stretched  to  a  tension   of  acutest  agony   tortured  his 
bram,— and  for  a  moment  he  lost  all  other  consciousness  but 
the  awful  sense  of  death  !-death  in   the  air,-death  ii    the 
cold  ram— death  in  the  falling  leaves— death  in  the  deepening 
gloom  of  the  night,-and  death,  palpable,  fierce  and  cruel  in  . 
the  solemn  gliding  approach  of  that  funeral  group,— that  hearse- 
like burden  .    the  perished  brightness,  the  joyous  innocence,  the 
sunny  smile,  the  radiant  hair,  the  sweet  frank  eyes— the  all  of 
beauty  that  was  once  Maryllia!     Then,  unaware  of  his  own 
actions,  he  went  forward  giddily,  blindly  and  unreasoningly 

-till,  coming  face  to  face  with  the  little  moving  group  of 

awed  and  weeping  people,  all  of  whom  halted  abruptly  at 
sight  of  him,  he  suddenly  stretched  forth  his  hands  as 
though  they  held  a  book  at  arm's  length,  and  his  voice, 
tremulous,  yet  resonant,  struck  through  the  hush  of  sudden 
silence. 
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"  I  am  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life,  saith  the  Lord :  he 
that  believeth  on  Me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he 
live:  and  whosoever  liveth  and  believeth  in  Me  shall  never 
die  ! " 

A  tragic  pause  ensued.  Every  face  was  turned  upon  him  in 
tearful  wonder.     Dr.  Forsyth  came  quickly  up  to  him. 

"  Walden  ! "  he  said,  in  a  low  tone—"  What  is  this  ?  What 
are  you  saying  ?     You  are  not  yourself !     Come  home  ! " 

But  John  stood  rigidly  inert.  His  tall  slight  figure,  fully 
erect,  looked  almost  spectral  in  the  mists  of  the  gathering 
night.     He  went  on  reciting  solemnly, — 

"  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth,  and  that  He  shall  stand 
at  the  latter  day  upon  the  earth.  And  though  worms  destroy 
this  body,  yet  in  my  flesh  shall  I  see  God :  whom  I  shall  see 
for  myself,  and  mine  eyes  shall  behold  and  not  another ! " 

Here  there  was  a  general  movement  of  consternation  in 
the  little  crowd.  Parson  Walden  was  beginning  to  read  the 
burial  service  !  The  men  whispered  to  one  another,— and  some 
of  the  women  burst  out  crying  bitterly.  Dr.  Forsyth  became 
alarmed. 

"John!"  he  said,  imperatively— "  Rouse  yourself,  man! 
You  are  ill— I  see  you  are  ill,— but  I  cannot  attend  to  .you 
now !  Try  not  to  delay  me,  for  God's  sake  !  Miss  Vancourt 
is  seriously  injured— but  I  may  save  her  life.  She  is  not 
dead!" 

Something  snapped  like  a  broken  harp-string  behind 
Walden's  temples, — the  horrible  tension  was  relieved. 

"  Not  dead— not  dead  ?  "  he  muttered—"  Not  dead  ?  For- 
syth, are  you  sure  ?  " 

"Sure!" 

His  face  changed  and  softened, — a  sudden  sweet  moisture 
freshened  his  eyes. 

"  Thank  God ! "  he  murmured. 

Then  he  looked  about  him  like  a  man  suddenly  wakened 
from  sleep.  He  was  still  unable  quite  to  realise  his  surround- 
ings or  what  he  had  done. 

"Forgive   mer'he  said,  pathetically— " I'm  afraid  I  have 
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been   a  trouble  to  you !     I've  been  studying  too   much  this 
aftemoon,-and-antl-I  don't  know  why  I    came   out   here 

just  now-ni-ni  go  in !     Will  you  let  me  know  how 

how -" 

Forsyth  nodded  comprehensively. 

"You  shall  know  everything-best  or  worst-to-mori-ow  "- 
he  saul~«  But  now  go  in  and  lie  down.  Walden  !  You  want 
rest!" 

At  an  imperative  sign  from  him,  Walden  obediently  turned 
away,  not  darmg  to  look  at  the  men  that  now   passed  him, 
carrymg  Marylha's  senseless  form  back  to  Abbot's  Manor  the 
beloved  home  from  which  she  had  ridden  forth  so  gaily  that 
mormng.     He  re-en^ered  the  still  open  doorway  of  his  rectory, 
wholly  unconscious  that   his  parishioners,  deeply  affected  by 
his  strange  and  sudden  mind-bewilderment,  were  now  all  as 
anxious  about  him  as  they  were  about  Maryllia,-he  was  too 
dazed  to  see  that  the  faithful  Bainton  still  waited  for  him  on 
his  own  threshold,  or  that  his  servant  Hester  was  still  crying  as 
though  her  heart  would  break.     He  passed  all  and  everyone- 
and  went  straight  upstairs  to  his  own  bedroom,  where  he  closed 
and  .ocked  the  door.     There,  smiling  down  upon  him  was  the 
portrait  of  his  dead  sister.-and  there  too,  just  above  his  bed 
was  an  engraving  of  the  tragically  sweet  Head  crowned  with 
thorns,  o     Guido's  'Ecce  Homo.'    On   this  his  gaze  rested 
abstractedly      His  temples  ached  and  throbbed,  and  there  was 
•  Th        "°'^ j^f  ^'"^f  ^^,t  his  heart.     Keeping  his  eyes  still  on 
the  pictured  face  of  Christ,  he  dropped  on  his  knees,  clasped 
his  hands,  and  tried  to  pray,  but  could  not.     How  should  he 
appeal  to  a  God  who  was  cruel  enough  to  kill  a  bright  creature 
hke  Marylha  in  the  very  zenith  and  fair  flowering-time  of  her 
womanhood  l-an  innocent  happy  soul  who  had  no  thought  or 
wish  to  do  anyone  any  harm  !     And  then  he  remembered  his 
own  reproaches  to  his  friend  Bishop  Brent,  whom  he  had  accused 
of  selfishness  for  allowing  his  life  to  be  swayed  by  the  memory 
of  an  inconsolable  sorrow  and  loss.     '  You  draw  a  mourning 
veil  of  your  own  across  the  very  face  of  God!'     So  he  had 
.said,-and  was  h&  not  ready  now  to  do  the  same  ?    Suddenly 
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like  the  teasing  refrain  of  a  haunting  melody,  there  came  back 
to  his  mind  the  verse  he  had  read  that  morning : 

•*As  she  fled  fast  thro'  sun  and  shade, 
The  happy  winds  upon  her  play'd, 
Blowing  the  ringlet  from  the  braid: 
She  look'd  so  lovely  as  she  sway'd 

The  rein  with  dainty  finger-tips. 
A  man  had  given  all  other  bliss, 
And  all  his  worldly  wealth  for  this, 
To  waste  his  whole  heart  in  one  kiss 
Upon  her  perfect  lips ! " 

Over  and  over  these  rhymes  went,  jingling  their  sweet  con- 
cord in  his  brain, — till  all  at  once  the  strong  pressure  upon 
his  soul  relaxed, — a  great  sigh  escaped  his  lips— and  with  the 
sigh  came  the  sudden  breaking  of  the  wave  of  grief.  A  rush  of 
scalding  tears  blinded  his  eyes — and  with  a  haid  sob  of  agony 
his  head  fell  forward  on  his  clasped  hands. 

"  Spare  me  her  life,  O  God !  "  he  passionately  p:ayed — "  Oh 
God,  oh  God  1    Save  Guinevere  1 " 
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CHAPTER   XXX 

AND  now  a  cloud  of  heavy  sorrow  and  foreboding  hung 
over    the    little    village.      All    its     inhabitants    were 
oppressed   by  a  dreary  sense  of  helpless  wretcheo.iess  and 
personal  loss.     Maryllia  was  not  dead,— but  it  was  to  be  feared 
that  she  was   dying,— slowly,  and   by  inches  as  it  were,   yet 
nevertheless  surely.     A  great  specialist  had  been  summoned 
from   London   by  Dr.   Forsyth,   and  after  long  and  earnest 
consultation,  his  verdict   upon  her  case  had   been  well-nigh 
hopeless.     Thereupon   Cicely  Bourne  was   immediately  sent 
for,  and  arrived  from   Paris   in  all   haste,  only  to  fall  into  a 
stote  of  utter  despair.     For  there  seemed  no  possible  chance 
of  saving  the  dear  and  valuable  life  of  her  beloved  friend  and 
protectress  to  whom  she  owed  all  her  happiness,  all  her  future 
prospects.     And   thus   confronted  with   a  tragedy  more  dire 
and  personal  than  any  she   had  ever  pictured  in  her  wildest 
imaginative  efforts,  she  sat   by  Maryllia's  bedside,  hour  after 
hour,   day  after    day,   night    after    night,   stunned    by  grief 
watching,   weeping,   and    waiting    for    the    least  glimmer  of 
returning  consciousness  in    that   unconscious  form  which  lay 
so  terribly  inert,  like  a  figure  of  life-in-death  before  her,  till 
she  became  the  mere  gaunt  little  ghost  of  herself,  her  large 
melancholy  dark    eyes    alone    expressing    the    burning  vital 
anguish  of  her  soul.     A  telegram  conveying  the  sad  news  of 
her  niece's  accident  had  been  sent  to  Mrs.  Fred  Vancourt  at 
the  Gezireh  Palace   Hotel.  Cairo,  to  which,  with   the  happy 
vagueness  which  so   often   characterises  *  the  ultra-fashionable 
woman,  Mrs.  Fred  tiad  replied  direct  to  Maryllia  herself  thus: 

fits 
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"So  glad  to  know  where  you  really  are  at  last,  but  sorry 
you  have  met  with  a  spill.  Hope  you  have  a  good  doctor  and 
nurses.  Will  write  on  return  from  expedition  to  Luxor.  Lord 
Roxmouth  much  regrets  to  hear  of  accident  and  thinks  it  lucky 
you  are  back  in  your  own  home." 

Of  course  this  'sympathetic'  message  was  not  read  by  its 
intended  recipient  at  the  time  of  its  arrival.  Maryllia  lay  blind, 
deaf  and  senseless  to  all  that  was  going  on  around  her,  and 
for  many  days  gave  no  sign  of  life  whatever,  save  a  faint  uneasy 
breathing  and  an  occasional  moan.  Cicely  was  left  alone  to 
face  all  difficulties,  to  receive  and  answer  all  messages  and 
to  take  upon  herself  for  the  time  being  the  ostensible  duties 
of  the  nistress  of  Abbot's  Manor.  She  bent  her  energies  to 
the  tasl:,  though  she  felt  that  her  heart  must  break  in  the 
effort, — and  with  tears  blinding  her  eyes,  she  told  poor  Mrs. 
Spruce,  who  was  quite  stupefied  by  the  sudden  crash  of 
misfortune  that  had  fallen  upon  the  household,  that  she  meant 
to  try  and  do  her  best  to  keep  everything  going  on  just  as 
Maryllia  would  wish  it  kept,  "  till— till— she  gets  better," — she 
faltered  sobbingly — "  and  you  will  help  me,  dear  Mrs.  Spruce, 
won't  you  ?  " 

Whereupon  Mrs.  Spruce  took  the  poor  child  into  her 
motherly  arms,  and  they  both  cried  and  kissed  each  other, 
moved  by  the  same  common  woe. 

The  Manor  was  soon  besieged  with  callers.  Everyone  in 
the  county  flocked  thither  to  leave  cards,  and  express  their 
sympathy  for  the  unfortunate  mischance  that  had  overtaken 
the  bright  creature  who  had  been  the  cynosure  of  all  eyes  for 
her  beauty  and  grace  on  the  morning  of  the  first  fox-hunt  of 
the  year.  All  the  ill-natured  gossip,  all  the  slanderous  tittle- 
tattle  which  had  been  started  by  Lord  Roxmouth  and  fostered 
by  Miss  Tabitha  Pippitt,  ebbed  and  died  away  in  the  great 
wave  of  honest  regret  and  kindly  pity  that  pervaded  the  whole 
neighbourhood.  Even  Sir  Morton  Pippitt,  smitten  by  com- 
punction for  certain  selfish  motives  which  had  inspired  him  to 
serve  Lord  Roxmouth  as  a  willing  tool,  was  an  indefatigable, 
almost  daily  enquirer  as   to   Maryllia's  condition,  for  though 
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pompous  blusterous,  and  to  a  very  great  extent  something  of 
a  snob  his  nature  was  not  altogether  lacking  in  the  milk  of 
human  kmdness  like  that  of  his  daughter  Tabitha.     She  still 
smarting  under  the  jealous  conviction  that  John  Walden  was 
secretly  enamoured  of  the  lady  of  tiie  Manor,  had  heard  the 
strange  story  of  his  having  so  far  forgotten  his  usual  self  as 
to  wander  cut  bareheaded  in  the   evening  air  and  recite  the 
commencement  of  the  burial  service  like  a  man  distraught 
when  Marylha's  crushed  bod     had   been  brought  home,  and 
she  thought  of  it  often  with  an  inward  rage  she  could  scarcely 
conceal.     Almost,-such  was  her  acrimony  and  vindictiveness 
—she  wished  Maryllia  would  die. 

"Serve  her  right!"  she  said  to  herself,  setting  her  thin  lips 
spitefully  together—"  Serve  her  right ! " 

vf^*'?\T.  *  ^'■'■'^*  ""^"y  eminently  respectable  ladies  of 
Miss  Tabitha s  temperament  who  always  sav  'Serve  her  right ' 
when  a  pretty  and  charming  woman,  superior  to  themselves, 
meets  with  some  misfortune.  They  regard  it  as  a  just  dis- 
pensation of  Providence. 

John  Walden   meanwhile  had   braced   himself  to  face  the 
worst  that  could  happen.     Or  rather,  as  he  chose  to  put  it 
strength,  not  his  own,  had  been  given  him  to  stand  up,  albeij 
feebly,  under  the  shock  of  unexpected  disaster.     Pale,  com- 
posed, punctilious  in  the  performance  of  all  his  duties    and 
patiently  attentive  to  the  needs  of  his  parishioners,  he  went 
about  among  them  as  usual  in  his  own  quiet,  sympathetic  way 
just  as  if  his   heart  were   not  crying  out   in  fierce  rebellion 
against   inexorable   dcstiny,-and   as   if    he   were   not   wildly 
clamouring  to   be  rear  her  whom,  now  that  she  was   being 
taken  from  him,  he  knew  that   he  loved  with  an  ardour  far 
deeper  and  stronger  than  the  same  passion  common  to  men 
m  the  first  flush  of  their  early  manhood.     And  though  he  sent 
Sainton  every  day  up  to  the  Manor  to  make  enquiries  about 
her,  he  never  went  near  the  place   himself.     He  could  not 
Brave  as  he  tried  to  be,  he  could  not  meet  Cicely  Bourne 
He  knew  that  one  look  into  the  little  sinj^trs  piteous  dark  eyes 
would  have  broken  him  down  completely. 
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Every  night  Dr.  'Jimmy'  Forsyth  came  to  the  rectory  with 
the  latest  details  'ispecting  Maryllia's  condition,— though  for 
weeks  there  was  no  change  to  report.  She  was  suffering 
from  violent  concussion  of  the  brain,  and  was  otherwise 
seriously  injured,  but  Forsyth  would  not  as  yet  state  how 
serious  the  injuries  were.  For  he  guessed  VValden's  secret; 
and  was  deeply  touched  by  the  quiet  patience  and  restrained 
sorrow  of  the  apparently  calm,  self-contained  man  who,  not- 
withstanding his  own  inward  acute  agony,  never  forgot  a  single 
detail  having  to  do  with  the  poor  or  sick  of  the  parish, — who 
soothed  little  Ipsie  Frost's  bewildered  grief  concerning  her 
'poor  bootiful- white  lady-love,'— and  who  sat  with  old  Josey 
Letherbirrow  by  his  cottage  fire,  trying  as  best  he  could  to 
explain,  ay,  even  to  excuse  the  mysterious  ways  of  divine  Provi- 
dence as  apparently  shown  in  the  visitation  of  cruel  affliction 
on  the  head  of  a  sweet  and  innocent  woman.  Josey  was  a  little 
dazed  about  it  all,  and  could  not  be  brought  to  realise  that 
*  th'  owld  Squire's  gel '  might  never  rise  from  her  bed  again. 

"  G'arn  with  ye ! "  he  said,  indignantly,  to  the  melancholy 
village  gossips  whc  came  in  to  see  him  and  shake  their  heads 
generally  over  life  and  its  brief  vanities— "  Th'  Almighty  Lprd 
ain't  a  pulin',  spiteful,  hoppitty  kicketty  devil  wot  ain't  sure  of 
'is  o^^  mind !  He  don't  make  a  pretty  thing  just  to  break  it 
agin  all  for  nowt  1  Didn't  ye  all  come  clicketin'  to  me  about 
the  Five  Sister  beeches,  an'  ain't  they  still  stannin'  ?  An'  Miss 
Maryllia  'ull  stan'  too  just  as  fast  an'  firm  as  the  trees, — you 
take  my  wurrd  for't !  She  ain't  goin'  to  die !  Why  look  at 
me — ^just  on  ninety,  an'  I  ain't  dead  yet ! " 

But  a  qualm  of  fear  and  foreboding  came  over  him  whenever 
'Passon'  visited  him.  John's  sad  face  told  him  more  than 
words  could  express. 

"  Ain't  she  no  better,  Passon  ?  "  he  would  ask,  timidly  and 
tremblingly. 

And  John,  laying  his  own  hand  on  the  old  brown  wrinkled 
one,  would  reply  gently, 

"  No  better,  Josey  !  But  we  must  hope, — we  must  hope 
always,  and  believe  that  God  will  be  merciful  • " 
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"An' if  He  ain't  merciful,  whafll  we  do?"  persisted  Josey 
once,  with  tears  in  his  poor  dim  eyes. 

"We  must  submit!"  answered  John,  almost  sternly— "  We 
must  beheve  that  He  knows  what  is  wise  and  good  for  her- 
and  for  us  all!  And  we  must  live  out  our  lives  patiently 
without  her,  Josey  !-patiently,  till  the  blesse^  -.ad!— till  that 
peace  cometh  which  passeth  all  understanding ! ' 

And  Josey,  looking  at  him,  was  awed  by  the  pale  spiritual 
serenity  of  his  features  and  the  tragic  human  grief  of  his  eyes 

One  person  m  the  neighbourhood  proved  himself  a  mainstay 
of  help  and  consolation  during   this   time  of  general  anxiety 
and  suspense,  and  this  was  Julian  Adderiey.     He  was  always 
at  hand,  and  willing  to  be  of  service.     He  threw  his  'dreams ' 
of  poesy  to  the  winds  and   became   poet  in  eamest,-poet 
m  sympathy  with  others.-poet  in  kindly  thought,_poet  in 
constant  delicate  ways  of  solace  to  the  man  he  had  learned  to 
respect  above  all  others,  and  whose  unspoken  love  and  despair 
he  recogmsed   with  more   passionate   appreciation  than   any 
grandly  written  tragedy.     He  had  gone  at  once  to  the  Manor 
on  Cicely  s  arrival  there,  and  had  laid  himself,  metaphorically 
so  to  speak,  at  her  feet.     When  she  had  first  seen  him.  all 
oppressed  by  the  weight  of  her  sorrow  as  she  was,  she  had 
burst  out  crying,  whereat  he  had,  without  the  slightest  hesita- 
tion or  embarrassment,  taken  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her 
Neither  he  nor  she  seemed  the  least  surprised  at  the  spontan- 
eity of  their  mutual  caress,— it  came  quite  naturally.     "  It  was 
so  new-so  fresh!"  said  Julian   afterwards.     And  from  that 
eventful  moment,  he  had  installed  himself  more  or  less  at   ' 
the  Manor,  under  Cicely's  orders.     He  wrote  letters  for  her 
answered  telegrams,   drew  up  a  formal  list  of  'Callers'  and 
•Enquiries,'  kept  accounts,  went  errands  for  the  two  trained 
nurses  who  were  in  day  and  night  attendance  on  the  uncon- 
scious invalid  upstairs,  and  made  himself  generally  useful  and 
reliable.     But  his  'fantastic'  notions  were  the  same  as  ever 
He  would  not,  as  he  put  it,  'partake  of  food'  at  the  Manor 
while  Its  mistress  was  lying  ili,— nor  would  he  allow  any  servant 
m  the  household  to'  wait  upon   him.     He  merely  came  and 
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went,  quietly  to  and  fro,  giving  his  best  services  to  all,  und 
never  failing  to  visit  Walden  every  day,  and  tcil  him  all  the 
latest   news.     He  even    managed  to   make   friends  with   the 
great  dog   Plato,   who,   ever   since   Maryllia's  accident,   had 
taken  up   nguiar  hours  of  vigil  outside   her  bedroom   door, 
regardless  of  doctor  and  nurses,  though  he  would  move  his 
leonine  body  gently  aside   whenever   they  passed  in  or  out, 
showing  a  perfectly  intelligent  comprehension  of  their  business. 
Plato  every  now  and  again  would  indulge  in  a  walk  abroad 
with  Julian,  accompanying  him  as  far  as  the  rectory,  where  he 
would  enter,  laying  his  broad  head  on  \Valden's  knee  with  a 
world  of  sympathy  in  his  loving  brown  eyes,  while  Nebbie,  half- 
jealous,  half-gratified,  squatted  humbly  in  the  shadow  of  his 
feathery  tail.     And  John  found  a  certain  melancholy  pleasure 
m   caressing  the  very  dog    Mar>Ilia   loved,   and   would  sit, 
thoughtfully  stroking  the  animal's  thick  coat,  while  Adderley 
and  Dr.  Forsyth,  both  of  whom  were  now  accustomed  to  meet 
in  his  little  study  every  evening,  discussed  the  pros  and  cons 
of  what  was  likely  to  happen  when  Maryllia  woke  from  her  long 
trance  of  insensibility.     Would  her  awakening  be  to  Vi  or 
death?    John  listened  to  their  talk,  himself  saying  nothing,  all 
unaware  that  they  talked  merely  to  cheer  him,  and  to  try  and 
put  the  best  light  they  could  on  the  face  of  affairs  in  order  to 
give  him  the  utmost  hope. 

The  weary  days  rolled  on  in  rain  and  gloom,— Christmas 
came  and  went  with  a  weight  and  du..ness  never  before  known 
m  St.  Rest.  Every  Sunday  since  the  accident,  Walden  had 
earnestly  requested  the  prayers  of  his  congregation  for  Miss 
Vancourt,  'who  was  seriously  ill'— ar.d  on  Christmas  Day,  he 
gave  out  the  same  request,  with  a  pathetic  alteration  in  the 
wording,  which  as  he  uttered  it,  caused  many  people  to  sob  as 
they  listened. 

"The  prayers  of  this  congregation,"  he  said— "are  desired 
for  Maryllia  Vancourt,  who  1  as  been  much  beloved  among 
you,  and  whose  life  is  now  in  imminent  peril ! " 

A  chill  seemed  to  strike  through  the  church,— an  icy  blast 
far  colder  than  the  wintry  wind,— the  alabaster  sarcophagus  in 
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front  of  the  altar  seemed  all  at  once  invested  with  a  terrible 
significance,— death,  and  death  only  was  the  sovereign  ruler 
of  the  world !  And  when  the  children's  choir  rose  to  give 
the  'Hark  the  herald  angels  sing,  Glory  to  the  new-horn 
King'— their  voices  were  unsteady  and  fell  out  of  tune  into 
tears. 

Maryllia  was  indeed  in  '  imminent  peril'  She  had  become 
suddenly  restless,  and  her  suffering  had  proportionately  in- 
creased. At  the  earliest  symptom  of  returning  consciousness, 
the  attention  of  the  watchers  at  her  bedside  became  redoubled  ; 
—should  she  speak,  they  were  anxious  to  hear  the  first  word 
that  escaped  her  lips.  For  as  yet,  no  one  knew  how  she 
had  come  by  her  accident.  None  of  the  hunters  had 
seen  her  fall,  and  Bennett  the  groom,  stoutly  refused  to 
believe  that  the  mare  had  either  missed  her  jump,  or  thrown 
her  mistress. 

"She  couldn't  have  done  it,"— he  declared— "  And  if  she 
could,  she  wouldn't  I  She's  too  sensible,  and  Miss  Vancourt's 
too  sure  a  rider.  Something's  at  the  bottom  of  it  all,  and  I'd 
give  a  good  deal  to  find  out  what  it  is,  and  who  it  is  ! " 

Thus  Bennett,  with  many  dark  nods  of  meaning,  and 
gradually  the  idea  that  Maryllia  had  been  the  victim  of  foul 
play,  took  root  in  the  minds  of  all  the  villagers  who  heard  him. 
Everyone  in  the  place  was  on  the  watch  for  a  clue,— a  whisper* 
—a  stray  suggestion  as  to  the  possible  cause  of  the  mischief! 
But  so  far  nothing  had  been  discovered. 

On  the  night  before  the  last  of  the  year,  Maryllia,  who  had 
been  tossing  uneasily  all  the  afternoon,  and  moaning  piteously, 
suddenly  opened  her  eyes  and  looked  about  her  with  a 
frightened  air  of  recognition.  Cicely,  always  at  hand  with  the 
nurse  in  attendance,  went  quickly  to  the  bedside  in  a  tremor 
of  hope  and  fear. 

"  Maryllia !     Dearest,  do  you  know  me  ?  " 
She  stared  vaguely,  and  a  faint  smile  hovered  about  her  lips. 
Then  her  brows  suddenly  knitted  into  a  perplexed,  pained 
frown,  and  she  said  quite  clearly — 
"It  was  Oliver  Leach  1" 
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Cicely  gave  a  little  cry.  The  nurse  warned  her  into  sflence 
by  a  gesture.  There  was  a  pause.  Maryllia  looked  from  one 
to  the  other  wistfully. 

"  It  was  not  Cleo's  fault,"— she  went  on,  speaking  slowly, 
but  distinctly— "Cleo  never  missed.  Oliver  Leach  took  the 
hedge  just  behind  us.  It  was  wrong  !  He  meant  to  kill  me. 
I  saw  it  in  his  face!"  She  shuddered  violently,  and  her 
eyelids  closed.  "He  was  cruel -cruel ! "  she  murmured 
feebly— "But  I  was  too  happy!" 

She  drifted  again  into  a  stupor,— and  Cicely,  her  whole  soul 
awakened  by  these  broken  words  into  a  white  heat  of  wrath 
and  desire  for  vengeance,  left  the  room  with  sufficient  infor- 
mation to  set  the  whole  village  in  an  uproar.     Oliver  Leach ! 
In  less  than  four-and-twenty  hours,  the  news  was  all  over  the 
place.     The  spreading  wave  of  indignation  soon  rose  to  an 
overwhelming  high  tide,  and  had  Leach  shown  himself  any- 
where in  or  near  the  village  he  would  have  stood  an   un- 
commonly good  chance  of  being  first  horsewhipped,  and  then 
•ducked'  in  the  river  by  an  excited  crowd.     Oliver   Leach! 
The  hated,  petty  upstart  who  had  ground  down  the  Abbot's 
Manor  tenantry  to  the  very  last  penny  that  could  be  wrested 
from  them  !— who  had  destroyed  old  cherished  landmarks,  and 
made  ugly  havoc  in  many  once  fair  woodland  places  in  order 
to  put  money  in  his  own  pocket,— even  he,  so  long  an  object 
of  aversion  among  them,  was  the  would-be  murderer  of  the  last 
descendant  of  the  Vancourts  1    The  villagers  talked  of  nothing 
else, — quiet  and  God-fearing  rustics  as  they  were,  they  had  no 
patience  with  treachery,  meanness  and  cowardice,  and  were 
the  last  kind  of  people  in  the  worid  to  hold  their  peace  on  a 
matter  of  wickedness  or  injustice,  merely  because  Leach  was 
in  the  employ  of  several  neighbouring  land-owners,  including 
Sir  Morton  Pippitt.     Murmurs  and  threats  ran  from  mouth  to 
mouth,  and  Walden  when  he  heard  of  it,  said  nothing  for,  or 
against,  their  clamour  for  revenge.     The  rage  and  sorrow  of 
his   own  soul   were    greater    than    the  wrath    of   combined 
hundreds,— and  his  feeling  was  all  the  more  deep  and  terrible 
because  it  found  no  expression  in  words.    The  knowledge 
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that  such  a  low  and  vile  creature  as  Oliver  Leach  had  been  the 
cause, -and  possibly  the  intentional  cause, -of  Maryllia's 
grievous  suffenng  and  injury,  moved  him  to  realise  for  the  first 
Umem  his  he  what  ,t  was  to  be  conscious  of  a  criminal  impulse. 
He  himself  longed  to  kill  the  wretch  who  had  brought  such 
destruction  on  a  woman's  beauty  and  happiness  !-and  it  was 
with  a  curious  sort  of  satisfaction  that  he  found  himself  called 
upon  m  the  ordinary  course  of  things  to  read  at  evening 
service  during  the  first  week  in  January,  the  Twenty-eighth 
Psalm,  wherein  David  beseeches  God  to  punish  the  ungodly. 

"  ^.7^;;d  them  according  to  their  deeds,  and  according  to 
the  wickedness  of  their  own  inventions  ! 

'-Recompense  them  after  the  work  of  their  hands  :  pay  them 
that  they  have  deserved  ! " 

Such  demands  for  the  punishment  of  one's  enemies  may  not 
be  Christian,'  but  they  are  Scriptural,  and  as  such,  John  felt 
andfeiviur         '"  P'^^^^^^'^^S  them  with  peculiar  emphasis 

.n^M"""'!;""'  ^^  t'"  ^'^'"''  '^^  •^"^'"inent  peril'  passed, 
and  Ma.yll,a  came  back  to  her  conscious  self,-a  self  that  was 
tortured  m  every  nerve  by  pain,-but,  with  the  return  of  her 
senses  came  also  her  natural  sweetness  and  gentleness,  which 
now  took  the  form  of  a  touching  patience,  very  sad,  yet  very 
beautiful  to  see.     The  first  little  gleam  of  gladness  in  her  eyes 
awoke  for  Cicely,-to  whom,  as  soon  as  she  recognised  her 
she  put  up  her  lips  to  be  kissed.     Her  accident  had  no! 
disfigured  her,-the  fair  face  had  been  spared,  though  it  was 
white  and  drawn  with  anguish.     But  she  could  not  move  her 
Iimbs,-and  when  she  had  proved  this  for  herself,  she  lay  very 
still,  thinking  quietly,  with  a  dream-like  wonder  and  sorrow  iri 
her  blue  eyes,  like  the  wistfulness  in  the  eyes  of  a  wounded 
animal  that  knows  not  why  it  should   be  made  to  suffer 
Docile  to  her  nurses,  and  grateful  for  every  little  service,  she 
remamed  for  some  days  in  a  sort  of  waking  reverie,  holding 
Cicely  s  hand  often,  and  asking  her  an   occasional   question 
about  the  house,  the  gardens  and  the  village.     And  January 
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was  nearly  at  an  end,  when  she  began  at  last  to  talk  connectedly 
and  to  enquire  closely  as  to  her  own  actual  condition. 

"Am  I  going  to  die,  Cicely?"  she  asked,  one  morning— 
"  You  will  tell  me  the  truth,  dear,  won't  you  ?  I  would  rather 
know." 

Cicely  choked  back  her  tears,  and  smiled  bravely. 

"No,  darling,  no!     You  are  better,— but but  you  will 

be  a  long  time  ill !  " 

Maryllia  looked  at  her  searchingly,  and  sighed  a  little. 

"  What  have  they  done  with  Cleo?"  she  murmured. 

"  Cleo  is  all  right,"— said  Cicely— "-She  was  badly  hurt,  but 
Bennett  knows  how  you  love  her,  and  he  is  doing  all  he  can 
for  her.     She  will  never  hunt  again,  I'm  afraid !' 

"Nor  shall  I !"  and  Maryllia  sighed  once  more,  and  closed 
her  eyes  to  hide  the  tears  that  welled  up  in  them. 

There  was  a  dark  presentiment  in  her  mind,— a  heavy  fore- 
boding to  which  she  would  not  give  utterance  before  Cicely, 
lest  it  should  grieve  her.  But  the  next  day,  when  Dr.  Forsyth 
paid  her  his  usual  visit,  and  said  in  his  usual  cheery  way  that 
all  was  'going  on  well'— she  startled  him  by  requesting  to 
speak  to  him  alone,  without  anyone  else  in  the  room,  not  even 
the  attendant  nurse. 

"  It  is  only  a  little  question  I  want  to  ask ! "  she  said,  with 
the  faint  reflex  of  her  old  bright  smile  on  her  face— "And  I'm 
sure  you'll  answer  it  1 " 

'  Jimmy '  Forsyth  hesitated.  He  felt  desperately  uncomfort- 
able. He  instinctively  knew  what  her  question  would  be,— a 
question  to  which  there  was  only  one  miserable  answer.  •  But 
her  grave  pleading  glance  was  not  to  be  resisted,— so,  making 
the  best  of  a  bad  business,  he  cleared  the  room,  shut  the  door, 
and  remained  in  earnest  conversation  with  his  patient  for  half- 
an-hour.  And  at  the  end  of  that  time,  he  went  out,  with  tears 
in  his  keen  eyes,  and  a  suspicious  cough  catching  his  throat,  as 
he  strode  away  from  the  Manor  through  the  leafless  avenues, 
and  heard  the  branches  of  the  trees  rattling  like  prison  chains 
in  an  angry  winter's  wind. 
The  worst  was  said,— and  when  it  was  once  said,  it  was  soon 
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known.  Maryllia  was  not  to  die— not  yet.  Fate  had  willed  it 
otherwise.  But  she  was  to  be  a  cripple  for  life.  That  was  her 
doom.  Never  again  would  her  little  feet  go  tripping  through 
the  rose  gardens  and  walks  of  her  beloved  home,— never  would 
her  dainty  form  be  borne,  a  weightless  burden,  by  'Cleopatra, 
Queen  of  Egypt '  through  the  flowering  woods  of  spring,— from 
henceforth  she  would  have  to  be  carried  by  others  up  and 
down,  to  and  fro,  a  maimed  and  nelpless  creature,  with  all  the 
physical  and  healthful  joys  of  living  cut  away  from  her  at  one 
cruel  blow !  And  yet— it  was  very  strange  !— she  herself  was 
not  stricken  with  any  particular  horror  or  despair  at  her  destiny. 
When,  after  the  doctor  had  left,  Cicely  came  in,  trembling  and 
afraid,— Maryllia  smiled  at  her  with  quite  a  sweet  placidity. 

"I  know  all  about  myself  now,"— she  said,  quietly — "I'm 
sorry  in  a  way, — because  I  shall  be  so  useless.  But— I  have 
escaped  Roxmouth  for  good  this  time ! " 

"Oh  my  darling!"  wept  Cicely— « Oh  my  dear,  beautiful 
Maryllia '.     If  it  were  only  me  instead  of  you  ! " 

Maryllia  drew  the  dark  head  down  on  the  pillow  beside  her. 
"Nonsense!     Why  should   it   have   been   you!"  she  said, 
cheerfully— "  You  will  be  a  delight  to  the  world,  with  your 
voice,  Cicely,— whereas  I  am  nothing,  and  never  have  been 

anything !     I  shall  not  be  missed ' 

Her  voice  faltered  a  moment,  as  the  thought  of  John  Walden 
suddenly  crossed  her  mind.  He  would  perhaps— only  perhaps 
—miss  her!  Anon,  a  braver  and  purely  unselfish  emotion 
moved  her  soul,  and  she  began  to  be  almost  glad  that  she  was, 
as  she  said  to  herself,  '  laid  aside.' 

"For  now,"— she  mused— "they  can  say  nothing  at  all 
about  him  at  my  expense !  Even  Roxmouth's  tongue  must 
stop  calumniating  me,— for  though  many  people  are  very 
heartless,  they  do  draw  the  line  at  slandering  a  crippled 
woman !  It's  all  for  the  best,— I'm  sure  it's  all  for  the  best ! " 
And  a  serene  contentment  took  possession  of  her,  —  a 
marvellous  peace  that  brought  healing  in  its  train,  for  with 
the  earliest  days  of  February,  when  the  first  snowdrops  were 
beginning  to  make  their  white  way  through  the  dark  earth,  she 
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was  able:  to  be  moved  from  her  bed,  and  carried  down  to  the 
morning-room,  where,  lying  on  her  couch,  near  a  sparkling  fire, 
with  a  bunch  of  early  flowering  aconites  opening  their  golden 
eyes  in  a  vase  beside  her,  she  looked  almost  as  if  she  were 
getting  well  enough  soon  to  rise  and  walk  again.  She  was 
bright  and  calm,  and  quickly  managed  to  impart  her  own 
brightness  and  calmness  to  others.  She  summoned  all  the 
servants  of  the  household  to  her  in  turn,  and  spoke  to  them  so 
kindly,  and  thanked  them  so  sweetly  for  the  trouble  and  care 
they  had  taken  and  were  taking  on  her  behalf,  that  they  could 
scarcely  hide  their  tears.  As  for  poor  Mrs.  Spruce,  who  had 
nervously  hesitated  to  approach  her  for  fear  of  breaking  down 
in  her  presence,  she  no  sooner  made  her  appearance  than 
Maryllia  stretched  out  her  arms  like  a  child,  with  a  smile  on 
her  face. 

"  Come  and  kiss  me,  Spruce ! "  she  said,  almost  playfully^ 
"and  don't  cry!  I'm  not  crying  for  myself,  you  see,  and  I 
don't  want  anyone  >e  to  cry  for  me.  You'll  help  to  make 
the  cripple-time  pie.--  it,  won't  you?— yes,  of  course  you  will! 
—and  I  can  do  the  housekeeping  just  the  same  as  ever— 
nothing  need  alter  that.  Only  instead  of  running  about  all 
oyer  the  place,  and  getting  in  the  way,  I  shall  hava  to  keep 
still,— and  you  will  always  know  where  to  find  me.  Thafs 
something  of  an  advantage,  Spruce !  And  you'll  talk  to  me  !— 
oh  yes  I— trust  you  for  talking,  you  dear  thing !— and  I  shall 
know  just  as  much  about  everybody  as  I  want  to,— there 
Spruce!— you  w/// cry!— so  run  away  just  now,  and  come 
back  presently  when  you  feel  better — and  braver!" 

Whereat  Mrs.  Spruce  had  kissed  her  or  '>e  cheek  at  her 
own  request,  and  had  caught  her  little  ha.  .id  kissed  that, 
and  had  then  hurried  out  of  the  room  before  her  rising  sobs 
could  break  out,  as  they  did,  into  rebellious  blubbering. 

"Which  the  Lord  Almighty's  ways  are  'ard  to  bear!"  she 
wailed.  "An'  that  they're  past  findin'  out,  no  sensible  person 
will  contradict,  for  why  Miss  Maryllia  should  be  laid  on  'er 
back  an'  me  left  to  stan'  upright  is  a  mystery  Gospel  itself  can't 
clear  I    An'  if  I  could  onny  see  Passon  Walden,  I'd  ask  'im 
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what  it  all  means,  for  if  anybody  knows  it  he  will,— but  he 
won't  see  no  one,  an'  Dr.  Forsyth  says  best  not  trouble  'im,  so 
there  I  am,  all  at  sea  without  a  life-belt,  which  Spruce  bein' 
'arder  of  'earin'  than  ever,  don't  understand  nohow  nor  never 
will  But  if  there's  no  way  out  of  all  this  trouble,  the  Lord 
Himself  ain't  as  wise  as  I  took  'im  for,  for  didn't  He  say  to  a 
man  what  'ad  crutches  in  the  Testymen  'Arise  an'  walk  '?— an' 
why  shouldn't  He  say  *  Arise  an'  walk '  to  Miss  Maryllia  ?  I  do 
'ope  I'm  not  sinful,  but  I'm  fair  'mazed  when  I  see  the  Lord 
'oldin'  off  'is  hand  as  'twere,  an'  not  doin'  the  right  thing  as  'e 
should  do!" 

Thus  Mrs.  Spruce  argued;  and  it  is  to  be  feared  that  'not 
doing  the  right  thing'  was  rather  generally  attributed  to  'the 
Lord,'  by  the  good  folk  of  St.  Rest  at  that  immediate  period. 
Most  of  them  were  thirsting  to  try  a  little  'right'  on  their  own 
account  as  concerned  Oliver  Leach.     For  the  whole  story  was 
now  known,— though   had    Maryllia    not    told   it  quite   in- 
voluntarily in  a    state    of  semi-unconsciousness,  she  would 
never  have   betrayed  the  identity  of  her  cowardly  assailant. 
But  finding  that  she  had,  unknowingly  to  herself,  related  the 
incident  as   it  happened,  there  was  nothing  to  be  done  on 
her  part,  except  to  entreat  that  Leach  might  be  allowed  to 
go  unpunished.    This,  however,  was  a  form  of  ultra-Chris- 
tianity which  did  not  in    any  way  commend  itself  to  the 
villagers  of  St.  Rest    They  were  on  the  watch  for  him  day 
and  night,— scouts  traversed  the  high-road  to  Riversford  from 
east  to  west,  from  north  to  south,  in  the  hope  of  meeting  him 
driving  along  to  the  town  as  usual    on  his  estate  agency 
business,  but  not  a  sign  of  him  had  been  seen  since  the 
evening  of  the  fox-hunt,  when  Maryllia's  body  had  been  found 
in  Farmer  Thorpe's  field.    Then,  one  of  Adam  Frost's  eldest 
boys  had  noticed  him  talking  to    the    Reverend  Putwood 
Leveson  at  the  entrance  of  the  park  surrounding  Badsworth 
Hall,  but  since  that  time  he  had  not  shown  himself,  and 
enquiries  at  his  cottage  failed  to  elicit  other  information  than 
that  he  was  '  not  at  home.'    The  people  generally  suspected 
him  of  being  '  in  hiding,'  and  they  were  not  far  wrong. 
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One  day,  soon  after  her  first  move  from  her  bedroom 
to  the  mornmg-room,  and  when  she  had  grown  in  part 
accustomed  to  bemg  carried  up  and  down.  Maryllia  suddenly 
expressed  a  wish  to  hear  the  village  choir 

said  to  Cicely-"  You  remember  the  hymn  they  sang  on  that 
one  Sunday  I  went  to  church  last  summer-' The  Lord  is 
my  Shepherd'?  You  sang  it  with  them,  Cicely,-and  it 
was  so  very  sweet!  Couldn't  they  come  up  here  to  the 
Manor  and  sing  it  to  me  again?" 

"Of  course  they  could,  if  you  wish  it,  darling!"  said  Cicely 
blinking  away  the  tears  that  were  only  too  ready  to  fall  at 
every  gentle  request  proffered  by  her  friend-"  And  I'm  sure 
they  will  I     1 11  go  now  and  tell  Miss  Eden  you  want  them." 

"Yes,  do!"  said  Maryllia,  eagerly— " And,  Cicely,— wait 
a  mmute !  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Walden  at  all  since  I've 
been  ill?" 

"No,"-replied  Cicely,  quietly-"  He  has  not  been  very  well 
himself,  so  Dr.  Forsyth  says,-and  he  has  not  been  about 
much  except  to  perform  service  on  Sundays,  and  to  visit 
his  sick  parishioners " 

"Well,  I  am  a  sick  parishioner!"  said  Maryllia— " Whv 
should  he  leave  me  out?"  '  / 

Cicely  looked  at  her  very  tenderly. 

"I  don't  think  he  has  left  you  out,  darling!  I  fancy  he 
has  thought  of  you  a  great  deal.  He  has  sent  to  enquire 
after  you  every  day." 

Maryllia  was  silent  for  a  minute.  Then,  with  her  own 
quaint  httle  air  of  authority  and  decision,  si  j  said— 

" Well !-I  want  to  see  him  now!  In  fact,  I  must  see 
h.m,-not  only  as  a  friend,  but  as  a  clergyman.  Because 
you  know  I  may  not  live  very  long " 

"Maryllia  !"  cried  Cicely,  passionately— " Don't  say  that'" 

"I  won't,  if  you  don't  like  it!"  and  Maryllia  smiled  up  at 
her  from  her  pillows-"  But  I  think  I  should  like  to  speak 
to  Mr.  AValden.  So,  as  you  will  be  passing  the  rectory  on 
your  way  to  fetch  Miss  Eden  and  the  children,  will  you  go 
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in  and  ask  him  if  he  will  come  up  and  see  me  this  after- 
noon  ? 

"I  will!"  And  Cicely  ran  out  of  the  room  with  a  sense 
of  sudden,  mexphcable  excitement  which  she  could  scarcely 
conceal.  Quickly  putting  on  her  hat  and  cloak,  she  almost 
«ew  down  the  Manor  avenue,  regardless  of  the  fact  thrt  it 
was  rammg  dismally,  and  only  noticing  that  there  was  a  scent 
of  violets  m  the  air,  and  one  or  two  glimmerings  of  yellow 
crocus  peepmg  like  golden  spears  through  the  wet  mould. 
Arrivmg  at  the  rectory,  she  forgot  that  she  had  not  seen 
VValden  at  all  smce  Maryllia's  accident,  and  scarcely  waiting 
for  the  maid  Hester  to  announce  her,  she  hastened  into  his 
study  with  startling  suddenness.  Springing  from  his  chair, 
he  confronted  her  with  wild  imploring  eyes,  and  a  face  from 
which  every  vestige  of  colour  had  fled. 

"What  is  it?"  he  muttered,  faintly-" My  God  spare  me'- 
she— she  is  not  dead  ?  " 

"No,  no!"  cried  Cicely,  smitten  to  the  heart  with  seif- 
reproachat  her  own  unthinking  impetuosity— '« No— no— w ! 
Oh  what  an  utter  idiot  I  am !  Oh,  Mr.  Walden,  I  didn't 
think-I   didn't  know-oh,  dear   Mr.   Walden,  I'm  so  sorry 

I  have  alarmed  you— do,   do  forgive    me! "    And  she 

began  to  cry  bitterly. 

He  looked  at  her  vaguely  for  a  moment,-anon  his  face 
relaxed,  and  his  eyes  softened.  Advancing  to  her,  he  took 
both  her  hands  and  pressed  them. 

"Poor  little  Cicely!"  he  said,  kindly-" So  it  is  you,  is 
It?    Poor  dear  little  singer  !-you  have  had  so  much  anxiety 

—and   I He  broke  off  and  turned    his   head   away. 

Then,  after  a  pause,  he  resumed "It's  all  right.  Cicely! 

You-you  startled  me  just  a  little-I  scarcely  knew  you! 
You  look  so  worn  out,  dear  child,  and  no  wonder!  What 
can  I  do  to  cheer  you  ?    Is  she—is  she  still  going  on  well  ?  " 

Cicely  raised  her  dark,  tear-wet  eyes  to  his  in  a  kind  of 
wistful  wonder.  Then  she  suddenly  stooped  and  kissed  the 
hands  that  held  her  own. 

"Homage  to  a  brave  man!"  she  said,  impulsively— " You 
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a«  brave !— don't  contradict  me,  because  I  won't  stand  itl" 
She  detached  her  hands  from  his  and  tried  to  laugh.  "Is 
she  going  on  well,  you  ask?  Yes,— as  well  as  she  can.  But 
—you  know  she  will  be  a  cripple— always  ?  " 

Walden  bent  his  head  sadly. 

"I  know!" 

"And  it's  all  through  those  terrible  'Five  Sister'  beeches '" 
she  went  on— "If  Oliver  Leach  had  been  allowed  to  cut  them 
down,  Maryllia  would  never  have  gone  out  to  save  them  that 
mornmg,  or  given  the  wretched  man  his  dismissal.  And  he 
wouldn't  have  cursed  her,  or  tried  to  murder  her ! " 

Walden  shuddered  a  little. 

"Then  it  is  quite  as  much  my  fault  as  anybody  else's. 
Cicely,"— he  said,  wearily— "For  I  had  something  to  do  with 
the  saving  of  the  old  trees.  At  any  rate,  I  did  not  exercise  my 
authority  as  I  might  have  done  to  pacify  the  villagers,  when 
their  destruction  was  threatened.  I  feel  somehow  that  I  have 
my  share  of  blame  iii  the  disaster.' 

"Nonsense!"  snapped  out  Cicely,  sharply,  almost  angrily— 
"Why  should  you  take  the  sins  of  everyone  in  the  parish  on 
your  shoulders?  Broad  as  they  are,  you  can  draw  the  line 
somewhere  surely !  You  might  as  well  blame  poor  old  Josey 
Letherbarrow !  He  was  the  one  who  persuaded  Maryllia  to 
save  the  Five  Sisters,— and  if  you  were  to  tell  him  that  all  the 
trouble  had  come  through  him,  he'd  die!  Poor  old  dear!" 
She  laughed  a  trifle  hysterically.  "It's  nobody's  fault,  I 
suppose.     It's  destiny.  ' 

John  sighed  heavily. 

"Of  course,"  went  on  Cicely  desperately— " Maryllia  may 
live  a  long  time,— or  she  may  not.  She  thinks  not.  And 
because  she  thinks  not,  she  wants  to  see  you." 

He  started  nervously. 

"  To  see  me  ?  " 

"  Yes.  It's  perfectly  natural,  isn't  it  ?  Isn't  it  your  business  to 
visit  the  sick,— and "   He  interrupted  her  by  a  quick  gesture. 

"Not  dying,"- he  said— "I  will  not  have  the  word  used! 
She  is  not  dying— she  will  not  die !    She  shall  not ! " 
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His  eyes  flashed— he  looked  all  at  once  like  an  inspired 
apostle  with  the  gift  of  life  in  his  hand.  Cicely  watched  him 
with  a  sudden  sense  of  awe. 

"If  you  say  so,"— she  faltered  slowly— " perhaps  she  will 
not.     Go  and  see  her ! " 

"To-day?" 

"Yes,— this  afternoon.      She    has    asked    for  the  school 
children  to  come  and  sing  to  her,— I  shall  try  to  get  Ihem 
about  four.     If  you  come  at  five,  she  will  be  able  to  see  vou 
—alone."  '     ' 

A  silence  fell  between  them. 

"  I  will  come  ! "  said  John,  at  last. 

"  That's  right !    Good-bye  till  then ! " 

And  with  a  glance  more  expressive  ^han  words.  Cicely  went. 

Left  to  himself,  John  threw  open  his  study  windows,  and 
stepping  out  into  his  garden  all  wet  with  rain,  made  his 
way  to  its  warmest  corner,  where,  notwithstanding  inclement 
weather,  the  loveliest  sweet  violets  were  thickly  blossoming 
under  his  glass  frames.  He  began  to  gather  them  carefully, 
and  massed  them  together  in  bunches  of  deep  purple  and 
creamy  white,— while  Bainton,  working  at  a  little  distance  off, 
looked  up  in  surprise  and  gratification  at  the  sight  of  him! 
For  it  was  many  weary  weeks  since  '  Passon '  had  taken  any 
interest  in  his  '  forced  blooms.'  Nebbie,  having  got  thoroughly 
draggled  and  muddy  by  jumping  wildly  after  his  master 
through  an  exceedingly  wet  tangle  of  ivy,  sat  demurely 
watching  him,  as  the  little  heap  of  delicately  scented  blossoms 
increased. 

"  The  violets  are  doing  wonderfully  well  this  year,  Bainton," 
he  presently  said,  with  his  old  kind  smile,  addressing  his 
gardener  — "I  am  taking  these  to  Miss  Vancourt  this 
afternoon." 

Bainton  lifted  his  cap  respectfully. 

"  God  bless  her ! "  he  said, '-''  An'  you  too,  Passon ! " 

And  John,  holding  the  fragrant  bunch  of  small  sweet  flowers 
tenderly  in  his  hand,  answered  gently — 

"  Thank  you,  my  friend !    I  hope  He  will  1" 
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CHAPTER  XXXI 

THE  rain  cleared  off  in  the  afternoon  and  a  bright  glint 
of  sunshine  shone  through  the  slowly  dispersing  clouds, 
enabling  the  children  of  the  village  choir  to  put  on  their  best 
frocks  and  hats  for  the  i;nportant  function  to  which  Cicely  had 
summoned  them.    There  was  great  excitement  among  these 
little  people.    That  they  should  be  specially  asked  to  sing  to 
Miss  Vancourt  wai  to  them  an  unexpected  and  unprecedented 
honour,  and  filled  them  with  speechless  delight  and  pride. 
They  were  all  very  shy  and  nervous,  however,  and  it  was  with 
quite  a  trembling  awe  that  they  scraped  their  feet  on  the 
polished  oak  floors  of  the  Manor,  and  dragged  them  hesitat- 
mgly  and  timidly  along  into  the  morning-room  where  Maryllia 
hy  peacefully  resting,  and  awaiting  their  approach.     Her  nurses 
had  attired  her  freshly  and  beoomingly,  and  had  wrapped  her 
in  soft  pale  rose  cashmere  with  delicate  ribbons  of  the  same 
hue  tying  it  about  her,  while  her  lovely  hair,  loosely  knotted 
on  the  top  of  her  head,  was  caught  together  by  a  comb  edged 
with  pink  coral  which  gave  just  a  contrasting  touch  of  colour 
to  the  gold-brown  curls.     She  turned  a  smiling  happy  face  on 
the  children  as  they  entered,  and  to  Miss  Eden  and  her  young 
assistant,  Susie  Prescott,  she  held  out  her  hand. 

"  It  is  so  good  of  you  to  humour  me  in  my  fancy  t "  she 
said;  "I  loved  the  little  hymn  you  all  sang  on  the  Sunday 
I  came  to  church  with  my  friends— don't  you  remember?— 
and  I  want  to  hear  it  again.  I  came  in  late  to  service  that 
day,  didn't  I  ?— yes  !— it  was  so  wrong  of  me !    But  I  should 

never  do  it  again  if  I  had  the  chance.     Unfortunately  we  are 

wo 
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a^ranT;/^''  °"'*  ^°"g-^"'"C''  '00  later    She  smiled 

E'Eden  irr"'-  1°  "1"™"^'^  "^-"^^  °^  ^y-^P-^hy  from 
Miss  Eden,  and  the  sight  of  tears  in  the  eyes  of  Susie  Prescott. 
made  haste  to  say-"  Oh  nol-l'm  not  in  any  pain  just  now 
lWe^::tr  ^'"'  ^'^^  •'  '  ^^  ^^^^  helpless-tL-s  ill  z 
sight  has  been  spared.  I  can  read  and  write,  and  enby 
mus.c,-so  you  see  how  many  blessings  are  still  left  to  me! 
Wni  you  ask  the  children  to  begin  now.  please?  There  i, 
men?  on  r  o,H  "  -'T'-'"^  ^'^^'^  ^'^  P'^^  »he  accompani- 

In    another    moment    they  were  all  grouped    round    the 
ancient  instrument  of  Charks  the  Second's  day,  and  Cice  y 
keeping  her  hands  well  pressed  on  the  jingling  i  3ry  keyl' 
managed  to  evoke  from  them  something  like  a     int   faroff 
o^an^ike  sound.     Falteringly  at  first,  aifd  then    .ore'ctar.y 

^hUd^sanr  '"  '""  ^°""'  "''-'  --''''''  ^^-'  ^^^ 

"  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd ;  I  shall  not  want. 
He  maketh  me  down  to  lie. 
In  pleasant  fields  where  the  lilies  gror 
And  the  river  runneth  by." 

Maryllia  listened,  watching  them.     The  declining  sunlight. 

and  LhfT'  t'^J-""^"-  "Pon  the  awkward  stumpy  ^s 
and  bashfully  shrinking  girls,  as  with  round,  affectionate  eyes 
fixed  upon  her,  they  went  on  tunefully-  ^ 

"The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd ;  He  feedeth  me 
In  the  depth  of  a  desert  land  ; 
And,  lest  I  should  in  the  darkness  slip, 
He  holdeth  me  by  the  hand. 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd  ;  I  shall  not  want. 

My  mmd  on  Him  is  stayed. 
And  though  through  the  Valley  of  Death  I  walk 

I  shall  net  he  afraid  1"  * 
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Here,  something  like  a  sob  interrupted  the  melody.  Some 
one  in  the  little  choir  broke  down,— but  Cicely  covered  the 
break  with  a  tender  chord,  and  the  young  voices  rose  above  it 

"  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd ;  O  Shepherd  sweet, 
Leave  me  not  here  to  stray ; 
But  guide  me  safe  to  Thy  heavenly  fold, 
And  keep  me  there,  I  pray  I  " 

With  each  verse,  the  harmony  grew  sweeter  and  more  solemn, 
till  Maryllia,  lying  back  on  her  pillows  with  closed  eyes  through 
which  the  tears  would  creep  despite  herself,  began  to  feel  earth 
very  far  away  and  heaven  very  near.     At  the  '  Amen,'  she  said : 

"  Thank  you  I  That  was  beautiful !  Do  you  mind  singing 
the  third  verse  over  again  ?  " 

They  obeyed,  looking  at  Cicely  for  the  lead. 

"  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd ;  I  shall  not  want, 
My  mind  on  Him  is  stayed, 
And  though  through  the  Valley  of  Death  I  walk, 
I  shall  not  be  afraid  t  * 

There  was  a  silence. 

"  Now,"  breathed  Cicely  softly—"  now  the  Amen ! " 

Full  and  grave  came  the  solemn  chord  and  the  young  fresh 
voices  with  it, — 

"A— men!" 

And  then  i    ely  went  up  to  Maryllia  and  bent  over  her. 

"  Are  you  pleased,  dearest  ?  " 

She  was  very  quiet.  There  were  tears  in  her  eyes,  but  at 
the  question,  she  smiled. 

"  Very  pleased !  And  very  happy !  Take  the  children  away 
now  and  give  them  tea.  And  thank  them  all  for  me, — say  I 
will  see  them  again  some  day  when  I  am  stronger — when  I  do 
not  feel  inclined  to  cry  quite  so  easily ! " 

In  a  few  minutes  all  the  little  scuffling  shuffling  feet  had 
made  their  way  out  of  the  room,  and  Maryllia  was  left  to  her- 
self in  the  deepening  twilight, — a  twilight  illumined  brightly 
every  now  and  again  by  the  leaping  flame  of  a  sparkling  log 
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fire.  Suddenly  the  door  which  had  just  been  closed  after  the 
children,  gently  opened  again,  and  Cicely  entering,  said  in 
rather  a  tremulous  voice — 

"  Mr.  Walden  is  here,  Maryllia." 
Whereat  she  quickly  disappeared. 

Maryllia  turned  her  head  round  on  her  pillows  and  watched 
John's  tall  straight  figure  slowly  approaching.  A  delicate. 
Spring-like  odour  floated  to  her  as  he  came,  and  she  saw  that 
he  carried  a  bunch  of  violets.  Then  she  held  out  her  hand. 
'•  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Walden  ! " 
He  tried  to  speak,  but  could  not.  Without  a  word  he  laid 
the  violets  gently  down  on  the  silk  coverlet  of  her  couch.  She 
took  thei  -  up  at  once  and  kissed  them. 

"How  sweet  they  are ! "  she  murmured— " The  first  I  have 
had  given  to  me  this  year  1 " 

She  smiled  up  at  him  gratefully,  and  pointed      v  chair  close 
beside  her. 

"  Will  you  sit  near  me  ?  "  she  said—"  And  then  we  can  talk  ! " 
Silently  he  obeyed.  To  see  her  lying  there  so  quietly  resigned 
and  helpless,  nearly  unmanned  him,  but  he  did  brave  battle 
with  his  own  emotions.  He  took  her  little  offered  hand  and 
gently  kissed  it.  If  to  touch  its  soft  smooth  whiteness  sent 
fire  through  his  veins,  there  was  no  sign  of  feeling  in  his  face. 
He  was  grave  and  strangely  impassive. 

"  I  am  very  grieved  to  see  you  like  this "  he  began. 

"Yes,  I  am  sure  you  are!"  she  quickly  interrupted  him— 
"  But  please  do  not  talk  about  it  just  now  I  I  want  to  forget 
my  poor  crippled  body  altogether  for  a  little  while.  I've  had 
so  much  bother  with  it  lately !  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about 
my  soul.  That's  not  crippled!  And  you  can  tell  me  just 
what  it  is  and  what  I  am  to  do  with  it" 
He  gazed  at  her  in  a  kind  of  bewildered  wonder. 
"  Your  soul !  "—he  murmured, 

"Yes."  And  a  shadow  of  sad  and  wistful  thought  darkened 
her  features— "You  see  I  may  not  live  very  long, — and  I  ought 
to  be  properly  prepared  in  case  I  die.  I  know  you  will  explain 
everything  that  is  difficult  to  me,— because  you  seem  to  be 
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sure  of  your  faith.     You  remember  your  sermon  on  the  soul, 
when  I  came  to  church  just  that  once?" 

He  bent  his  head.  He  could  find  no  words  with  which  to 
interrupt  her. 

"Well,  I  have  often  thought  of  it  since,— and  I  have  longed 
—oh,  so  much  !— to  make  a  confession  to  you !  But  may  I 
ask  you  one  or  two  questions  first  ?  " 

His  dry  lips  moved— and  he  whispered,  rather  than  spoke— 

''  You  may !  But  are  you  not  distressing  yourself  about 
matters  which -which  perhaps— could  wait ?  " 

Her  blue  eyes  regarded  him  with  a  wonderful  courage. 

"  Dear  Mr.  Walden,  I  don't  think  I  ought  to  wait,""— she 
said,  very  earnestly— "  Because  really  no  one  has  ever  done 
anything  for  me  in  a  religious  sense,— and  if  I  am  to  die,  you 
are  the  only  person  in  the  world  who  can  help  me ! " 

He  tried  to  rouse  hi^  wandering,  ebbing  energies. 

"  I  will  do  my  best,"— he  said,  slowly—"  My  best,  I  mean 
to  answer  your  questions."  * 

"You  will?— As  a  clergyman,  as  a  friend  and  an  honest 
man?— yes,  I  felt  sure  you  would!"  And  she  spoke  with 
almost  passionate  eagerness— "I  will  put  you  through  your 
catechism,  and  you  shall  if  you  like,  put  me  through  mine ! 
Now  to  begin  with.—though  it  seems  a  strange  thing  to  ask  a 
clergyman— do  yc  j  really  believe  in  God?' 

He  started,— wakened  from  his  trance  of  mind  by  sheer 
amazement.  f 

"Do  I  really  believe  in  God?  With  all  my  soul,  with  all 
my  heart,  I  believe  in  Him ! " 

"Many  clergymen  don't,"— said  Maryllia,  gravely  studying 
his  face,— "That  is  why  I  asked.  You  mustn't  mind!  You 
see  I  have  met  a  great  many  Churchmen  who  preach  what 
they  do  not  practise,  and  it  has  rather  worried  me.  Because, 
of  course,  if  they  really  believed  in  God  !y  would  be  careful 
not  to  do  things  which  their  faith  forbids  L.om  to  do." 

He  was  silent. 

•'  My  next  question  is  just  as  audacious  as  my  first,"— she  went 
on  after  a  pause—" It  is  this— do  you  believe  in  Christ?" 
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He  rose  from  his  chair  and  stood  tenderly  looking  down 
upon  her.  His  old  authoritative  energy  inspired  him, — he  had 
now  recovered  himself  sufficiently  to  be  able  to  trample  down 
his  own  clamorous  personal  emotions  for  the  time  and  to  think 
only  of  his  spiritual  duty. 

"  I  believe  in  Him  as  the  one  Divine  Man  ever  born ! "  he 
said. 

"  Is  that  quite  sufficient  for  orthodoxy  ?  "  And  she  looked 
up  at  him  with  a  half  smile. 

"  Perhaps  not !  But  I  fear  orthodoxy  and  I  are  scarcely  the 
best  of  friends ! "  he  replied—"  Must  I  really  tell  you  my  own 
private  form  of  belief?  " 

"Ah  yes!— please  do  so!"  she  answered  gently — "It  will 
help  me  so  much ! " 

He  paused  a  moment    Then  he  said — 

"I  believe  this; — that  Christ  was  born  into  the  world  as  a 
Sign  and  Symbol  of  the  life,  death  and  destined  immortality  of 
-each  individual  human  souL  Into  the  mystery  of  His  birth  I 
do  not  presume  to  penetrate.  But  I  see  Him  as  He  lived, — 
the  embodiment  of  Truth— crucified !  I  see  Him  dead, — 
rising  from  the  grave  to  take  upon  Himself  eternal  life.  I 
accept  Him  as  the  true  manifestation  of  the  possible  Divine  in 
Man — for  no  man  before  or  after  Him  has  had  such  influence 
upon  the  human  race.  And  I  am  convinced  that  the  faithful 
following  of  His  Gospel  ensures  peace  in  this  world,  and  joy 
in  the  world  to  come ! " 

He  paused,  and  drew  nearer  to  her.  "Will  that  suffice 
you?" 

Her  eyes  were  turned  away  from  his,  but  he  could  see  a 
sparkle  as  of  dew  on  her  lashes. 

"Sit  down  by  me  again,"— she  said  in  a  low  uncertain 
voice — "  You  do  believe ! — and  now  that  I  know  this  for 
certain,  I  can  make  my  confession  to  you." 

He  resumed  his  seat  beside  her  couch. 

"St  rely  you  have  nothing  to  confess "  he  said,  gently. 

"  Why  yes,  I  have  ! "  she  declared — "  I've  not  been  good, 
you  know  I " 


II 


m 


S76 


GOD'S  GOOD  MAN 


He  smiled. 

"  Have  you  not  ?  "  But  his  voice  trembled  a  Httle—"  Well ! 
I  suppose  I  must  believe  you— but  it  will  be  difficult !" 

She  looked  down  at  the  bunch  of  violets  she  held,  and 
touched  the  purple  and  white  blossoms  tenderly. 

"I  don't  mean,"— she  continued  softly— "that  I  have  been 
downright  wicked  in  a  qriminal  sense.  Oh  no!— I  haven't 
anything  to  confess  that  way  1  What  I  mean  is  that  I  haven't 
been  religious.  Now  please  let  me  go  straight  on  and  explain 
— will  you  ?  " 

He  made  a  slight  gesture  of  assent 

"WeU  now,  to  begin  with,"  she  said— "of  course  when  I 

was  quite  a  child,  I  was  taught  to  say  prayers,  and  !  was  taken 

to  church  on  Sundays  just  in  the  usual  way.     But  I  never 

could  quite  believe  there  was  anyone  to  listen  to  my  prayers, 

and  going  to  church  bored  me  and  made  me  dreadfully  sleepy. 

All  the  clergymen  seemed  to  talk  and  preach  in  exactly  the 

same  way,  and  they  all  spoke  in  the  same  sing-song  voice. . 

I  found  it  very  dull  and  monotonous.     I  was  told  that  God 

Uved  up  in  the  sky,  and  that  He  loved  me  very  much  and 

would  take  care  of  me  always,— but  I  never  could  make  out 

why,  if  God  loved  me.  He  should  not  tell  me  so  Himself, 

without  the  help  of  a  clergyman.     Because  then  I  should  have 

understood  things   better.     I   daresay  it  was  a  very  wicked 

idea,— but  it  used  to  come  into  my  head  like  that,  and  I 

coulda't  help  it.    Then,  everything  in  my  life  as  a  child  came 

to  an  end  with  a  great  crash  as  it  were,  when  my  father  was 

killed.     I  adored  my  father !     He  was  always  kind  to  me,— 

always  tender!— he  was  the  only  man  in  the  world  that  ever 

loved  me  1    And  when  he  was  taken  away  suddenly  from  me 

like  that,  and  I  was  told  it  was  God's  will,  I  hated  God !    I 

did  really!     You  know  unless  you  are  a  bom  angel,  it  is 

natural  to  hate  anyone  who  takes  away  the  dearest  and  most 

beloved  thing  you  have  to  live  for,  issn't  it  ?  " 

John  turned  his  head  a  little  away,  and  looked  straight 
befor*  him  into  the  glowing  embers  of  the  fire.  A  deep  sigh 
involuntarily  escaped  him. 
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;i  suppose  it  is  natural!"  he  said.  slowly_«But  we  must 
fight  against  nature.    We  must  believe  that  God  knows  best » " 
Her  eyes  blue  as  flax-flowers,  turned  towards  him  wistfully 

ml2r  r  '^' l"  ^'^  ^'^^-"  Vou  are  sure  that  c'od 
means  everythmg  for  the  best,  even  when  He  makes  you  suffer 
for  no  fault  of  your  own  ?  " 

At  this  his  heart  was  sorely  troubled  within  him,  but  he 
answered  quietly  and  firmly— 

"  Yes  !    I  am  sure  that  God  means  everything  for  the  best 
even  when  He  makes  me  sufl^er  for  no  fault  of  my  own «" 

His  voice,  always  soft  and  mellow,  dropped  to  a  tenderer 

r  rS  u'  '^^  *  ^'"^  '^'■'^"*  °f  *^«  Master  he  served,- 
he  faithfully  asserted  his  ^lief.  that  even  in  personal  sonow, 
the  Divine  will  is  always  a  Divine  blessing 

J^l^  ^"^"^'-     ^'^"  ^^"^^  --  -  -e- 
"Well,  I  was  wicked,  you  see!    I  could  nof  believe  that 

t^r'fT*  u'  ^r^''  '"  '''"'"«  '"y  ^^^'^^^^  And  I  know 
that  my  father  himself  never  could  understand  that  God  was  at 

^1  good  m  allowing  my  mother  to  die  when  I  was  born     So 
that  I  was  quite  set  against  God,  when,  after  my  father's  death 
Uncle  Fred  and  his  wife  came  and  took  me  away  to  live  with 
them,  and  adopted  me  as  their  daughter.      And  living  with 
them   and  being  always  surrounded  by  the  society  they  enter- 
tained, made  me  forget  religion  altogether.    They  never  went 
to  church  --neither  did  any  of  the  people  they  called  their 
friends.     Indeed   nobody  I   ever   met   in  all  the  'sets'  of 
London,  or  Paris,  or  New  York  ever  seemed  to  think  of  God 
or  a  future  life  at  all.    Some  of  them  went  in  for  what  they 
called    spiritualism'  and  deceived  each  other  in  the  most 
terrible  way  !     I  never  heard  people  tell  so  many  dreadful  lies ! 
rhey  used  to  joke  about  it  afterwards.     But  no  one  ever 
seemed  to  think  that  religion,-real  religion-real  Christianity 
—was  at  all  necessary  or  worth  talking  about.     They  called  it 
an    exploded  myth.'    When  I  met  Cicely  Bourne  I  found  that 
.^believed  m  it     And  I  was  quite  surprised  !     Because  she 
had  such  a  hard  life,  and   she  had  always  been   so  cruelly 
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treated,  that  I  wondered  how  she  could  believe  in  anythme. 
But  she  told  me  that  when  she  knew  she  had  a  voice  and  a 
gift  for  music,  she  used  to  pray  that  an  angel  might  be  sent  to 

i'.K*'"'7^^1.''i'^"  ^  ^^^  her-' Did  the  angel  come?'  she 
said  that  God  had  sent  me  as  the  angel !  Of  course  it  wasn't 
true,  but  it  was  very  sweet  of  her  to  say  it ! " 

She  paused.     Walden  was  quite  silent  *  Leaning  his  elbow 
on  the  raised  head  of  her  couch,  he  shaded  his  brow  with  one 
hand,  thus  partially  covering  his  eyes  from  the  glow  of  the  fire 
There  were  tears  in  those  eyes,  and  he  was  afraid  she  would 
see  them. 

"Cicely  was  always  so  brave  and  contented,"— she  presently 
continued-"  And  when  I  learned  to  know  more  of  her  I 
began  to  wonder  if  really  after  all,  her  religion  helped  her? 
And  then  there  came  a  time  of  great  worry  and  trouble  for  me 
-and-I  came  home,  here  to  try  and  find  peace  and  rest- 
and  I  met  >-<>«/" 

He  moved  restlessly,  but  said  nothing. 

"To  meet  you  was  an  event  in  my  life  !"  she  said,  turning 
towards  him  a  httle,  and  laying  her  hand  timidly  on  his  coat 
sleeve—"  It  was  really ! "  •  ^ 

^^  He  looked  at  her,-and  a  wave  of  warmth  passed  over  his 

"  Was  it  ?  "  he  murmured. 

"  Of  course  it  was ! "  she  declared.-and  almost  she  laughed ; 

ly^h.  rf /"^'"''1?  r  ^  <i---y'-but  to  mee?  you 
for  the  first  time  «  a  kmd  of  event  to  most  people!  liey 
b^n  to  thmk  about  you.-they  can't  help  it!  You  are  so 
different  from  the  ordinary  sort  of  clergyman.-I  don't  know 
how  or  why,— but  you  are!"  «""tiinow 

He  smiled  a  trifle  sadly. 

II Talk  of  yourself,  not  of  me;  "-he  said,  uneasily. 
Yes,  but  I  cannot  very  well  talk  of  myself  now  without 
bnnging  you  into  it,"-she  insisted,-"  And  you  must  let  me 
tell  my  story  in  my  own  way  ! " 

He  shaded  his  eyes  again  from  the  firelight,  and  listened. 
After  I  met  you  that  morning,"  she  went  on-«I  heard 
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many  things  about  you  in  the  village.  Everyone  seemed  to 
ove  you !-yes.  even  the  tiniest  children-  The  poor  people, 
tiie  o  d  and  the  s.ck  all  seemed  to  trust  you  as  thei/truS  Ld 
best  fnend !  And  when  I  knew  all  this  I  began  to  think  very 
earnestly  about  the  religious  faith  which  seemed  to  make  yo^ 

rno7^h  r  T     ^f '  ^°  '°  '^"^^^^  *°  ^^"  y°"  preach-you 
know  that  l-I   only  went   once-and   I   was  late-you  re- 

DuIni^hL  h  '  'I  "  T  ^^"  ^"y^''"«  y°"  ^-«  -'d  in  the 
pulpit  that  has  changed  me  so  much.     It  is  just  you,  yourself ! 

11  Hv^r''  r.  '"'  ^^^^  "^^  ^'  y°"  ^°'  ^'^^^  I  ^^"t  to  learn 
to  live  the  rest  of  mme  just  a  little  bit  like  it.  even  though  I 

am  cnppled  and  more  or  less  useless.     You  will  teach  me. 

won  t  you  ?    I  want  to  have  your  faith-your  goodness ^ 

He  mteiTupted  her. 

I  cZot"! "  ^"  ""'  ^"^^ '  "  ^"  '''^'  '■"'"^^y-"  ^  """«*  ^"  it ' 
She  looked  at  him,  and  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes. 

Im  afraid  you  will  have  to  bear  it!"  she  said,  softly- 

For  you  a«good  !-you  have  always  been  good  to  mc  !    And 

I  do  honestly  believe  that  God  means  everything  for  the  best 

iri  ^X'r    ""T  """^  ^  "'"  "  "'PP'^'  I  ^^^^  ^«^Ped  once 
and  for  all  from  the  marriage  my  aunt  was  trying  to  force  me 

itfo^r  thaU''  "'•     '  ''^"'  ^  '^^'^  --"^^  <'^-y 
"  You  never  loved  him  ?  " 

John's  voice  was  very  low  and  tremulous  as  he  asked  this 
question. 

"Never!"  she  answered,  in  the  same  low  tone.     "How 
could  you  think  it?"  °^ 

''I  did  not  know-I  was  not  quite  sure "  he  murmured. 

No,  I  never  loved  him !"  she  said,  earnestly— "I  alwavs 
fear^  and  hated  him !  And  he  did  not  love  me,-he  only 
cared  for  the  money  my  aunt  would  have  left  me  had  I 
married  him.  But  I  have  always  wanted  to  be  loved  for 
myself-and  this  has  been  my  great  trouble.  If  anyone  had 
ever  really  cared  for  n,e,  I  think  it  would  have  made  me  good 
and  wise,  and  full  of  trust  in  God-I  should  have  been  a 
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much  better  woman  than  I  am— I  am  sure  I  should !  People 
say  that  the  love  I  want  is  only  found  in  poems  and  story 
books,  and  that  my  fancies  are  quite  ridiculous.  Perhaps 
they  are.  But  I  can't  help  it.  I  am  just  myself  and  no 
other!"  She  smiled  a  little — then  went  on — "Lord  Rox- 
mouth  has  a  great  social  position,— but,  to  my  mind,  he  has 
degraded  it.  I  could  never  have  married  a  man  for  whom  I 
had  no  respect.  You  see  I  can  talk  quite  easily  about  all 
this  because  it  is  past.  For  of  course  now  I  am  a  cripple, 
the  vtr/  idea  of  marriage  for  me  is  all  over.  And  I  am 
really  very  glad  it  is  so.  No  one  can  spread  calumnies  about 
me,  or  compromise  my  name  any  more.  And  even  the  harm 
Lord  Roxmouth  meant  to  tr>'  and  do  to  you,  has  been  stopped. 
So  this  time  God  Aas  answered  my  prayers ! " 

John  looked  up  suddenly. 

"Did  you  pray -}"  he  began  i.i  a  choked  voice— then 

checked  himself,  and  said  quickly— "  Dear  child,  I  do  not 
think  Lord  Roxmouth  could  have  ever  done  me  any  harm ! " 

"Ah,  you  don't  know  him  as  I  do ! "  and  she  sighed—" He 
stops  at  nothing.  He  will  employ  any  base  tool,  any  mean 
spy.  to  gain  his  own  immediate  purposes.    And— and— "  she 

hesitated — "you  know  I  wrote  to  you  about  it he  saw 

us  in  the  picture-gallery " 

"Well!"  said  John,  and  his  eyes  kindled  into  a  sudden 
light  and  fire— "What  if  he  did?" 

"  You  were  telling  me  how  much  you  disliked  seeing  women 
smoke  "—she  faltered—"  And— and— you  spoke  of  Psyche,— 
you  remember " 

"I  remember!"  And  John  grew  bolder  and  more  resolute 
in  spirit  as  he  saw  the  soft  rose  flush  on  her  cheeks  and 
listened  to  the  dulcet  tremor  of  her  voice — "  I  shall  never 
forget ! " 

"And  he  thought he  thought "  here  her  words  sank 

almost  to  a  whisper "  that  I that  you " 

He  turned  suddenly  and  looked  down  upon  her  where  she 
lay.  Their  eyes  met,— and  in  that  one  glance,  love  flashed 
a  whole  unwritten  history.    Stooping   over  her,  he  caught 
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her  little  hands  in  his  own,  and  pressed  them  against  his  heart 
with  strong  and  passionate  tenderness. 

"  If  he  thought  I  loved  you,"— he  said—"  he  was  right !  I 
loved  you  then— I  love  you  now  !  I  shall  love  you  for  ever— 
till  death,  and  beyond  it!  My  darling,  my  darling!  You 
know  I  love  you ! " 

A  half  sob,  a  little  smile  answered  him,— and  then  soft, 
broken  words. 

"  Yes— I  know !     I  always  knew ! " 

He  folded  his  arms  about  her,  and  drew  her  into  an 
embrace  from  which  he  wildly  thought  not  Death  itself 
should  tear  her. 

"  And  you  care  ?  "  he  whispered. 

"I  care  so  much  that  I  care  for  nothing  else!"  she  said- 
then,  all  suddenly  she  broke  down  and  began  to  weep  pitifully, 
clinging,  to  him  and  murmuring  the  grief  she  had  till  now  so 
bravely  restrained—"  But  it  is  all  too  late ! "  she  sobbed—"  Oh 
my  dearest,  you  love  me,— and  I  love  you,— ah !— you  will 
never  know  how  much  !— but  it  is  too  late !— I  can  be  of  no  use 
to  you  1—1  can  never  be  of  use  !  I  shall  only  be  a  trouble  to 
you, — a  drag  and  a  burden  on  your  days !— oh  John !— and  a 
little  while  ago  I  might  have  been  your  joy  instead  of  your 
sorrow ! " 

He  held  her  to  him  more  closely. 

"  Hush,  hush ! "  he  said  softly,  soothing  her  as  he  would 
have  soothed  a  child,— and  with  mingled  tenderness  and 
reverence,  he  kissed  the  sweet  trembling  lips,  the  wet  eyes,  the 
tear-stained  cheeks— " Hush,  my  little  girl!  You  are  all  my 
joy  in  this  world— can  you  not  feel  that  you  are  ?  "  And  he 
kissed  her  aga-n  and  yet  again.  "And  I  am  so  unworthy  of 
you ! — so  old  and  worn  and  altogether  unpleasing  to  a  woman ! 
I  am  nothing!  Yet  you  love  me!  How  strange  that 
seems !— how  wonderful !— for  I  have  done  nothing  to  deserve 
your  love!  And  had  you  been  spared  your  health  and 
strength,  I  should  never  have  spoken— never !  I  would  not 
have  clouded  your  sunny  life  with  my  selfish  shadow !  No  I 
I  should  have  let  you  go  on  your  way  and  have  kept  silence 
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to  the  end!  For  in  all  your  vital  brightness  and  beauty  I 
should  never  have  dared  to  say  I  love  you,  Maryllia  !" 

At  this  she  checked  her  sobs,  and  looked  up  at  him  in 
vague  amazement. 

••  You  would  never  have  spoken  ?  " 

"Never!" 

"You  would  have  let  me  live  on  here,  quite  close  to  you, 
seemg  you  every  day  perhaps,  without  a  word  of  the  love  in 
your  heart  ?  " 

He  kissed  her,  half-smiling. 

"I  think  I  should!" 

"Then"— said   Maryllia,  with  grave  sweetness— "I  know 
that  God  does  mean  everything  for  the  best— and  I  thank 
Him  for  having  made  me  a  cripple !    Because  if  my  trouble 
has  warmed  your  heart,— your  cold,  cold  heart,  John!"— and 
she  smiled  at  him  through  her  tears— "and  has  made  you  say 
you  love  me,  then  it  is  the  most  blessed  and  beautiful  trouble 
I  could  possibly  have,  and  has  brought  me  the  greatest  happi- 
ness of  my  life !    I  am  glad  of  it  and  proud  of  it,— I  glory  in 
It!    For  I  would  rather  know  that  you  love  me  than  be  the 
straightest,  brightest,  loveliest  woman  in  the  world !    I  would 
rather  be  here  in   your  arms— so— "  and  she  nestled  close 
agamst    him-"  than    have    all    the    riches    that   were    ever 
counted! -and -listen,    John!"    Here,   with    her  clinging 
caressing  arms,  she  drew  his  head  down  close  to  her  breast-- 
"  Lven  if  I  have  to  die  and  leave  you  soon,  I  shall  know  that 
all  is  right  with  my  soul !— yes,  dear,  dear  John !— because  you 
will  have  taken  away  all  its  faults  and  made  it  beautiful  with 
your  love !— and  God  will  love  it  for  love's  sake,  almost  as 
much  as  He  must  love  you  for  your  own,  John ! " 

There  was  only  one  way— there  never  has  been  more  than 
one  way- -to  answer  such  tender  words,  and  John  took  that 
way  by  silencing  the  sweet  lips  that  spoke  them  with  a  kiss  in 
wh.ch  the  pent-up  passion  of  his  soul  was  concentrated.  The 
shadows  of  the  winter  gloaming  deepened ;— the  firelight  died 
down  to  a  mass  of  rosy  embers;— and  when  Cicely  softly 
opened  the  door  an  hour  later,  the  room  was  almost  dark 
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But  the  scent  of  violets  was  in  the  air-she  heard  soft 
whisperings,  and  saw  that  two  human  beings  at  least,  out  of  all 
a  seeking  world,  had  found  the  secret  of  happiness.  And  she 
stole  away  unseen,— smiling,  yet  with  glad  tears  in  her  eyes,— 
and  a  little  unuttered  song  in  her  heart— 

"  If  to  love  is  the  best  of  all  things  known. 
We  have  gain'd  the  best  in  the  world,  mine  own  1 
We  have  touch'd  the  summit  of  love— and  live,- 
And  God  Himself  has  no  more  to  give  I" 
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CHAPTER  XXXIl 

THE  prime  of  youth  i$  said  to  be  the  only  time  of  life 
when  lo\  ers  are  supposed  by  poets  and  romancists  to 
walk  '  on  air,'  so  as  John  Walden  was  long  past  the  age  when 
men  are  called  young,  it  is  difficult  to  determine  the  kind  of 
buoyant  element  on  which  he  trod  when  he  left  the  Manor 
that  evening.  Youth  !— what  were  its  vague  inchoate  emotions, 
its  trembling  hesitations,  its  more  or  less  selfish  jealousies, 
doubts  and  desires,  compared  with  the  strong,  glowing  and 
tender  passion  which  filled  the  heart  of  this  man,  so  long  a 
solitary  in  the  world,  who  now  awaking  to  the  consciousness 
of  love  in  its  noblest,  purest  form,  knew  that  from  henceforth 
he  was  no  longer  alone !    A  liJe,— delicate  and  half  broken  by 

cruel  destiny,  hung  on  his  for  support,  help  and  courage, 

a  soul,  full  of  sweetness  and  purity,  clung  to  him  for  its  hope 
of  Heaven!  The  glad  blood  quickened  in  his  veins,— he 
was  twice  a  man, — never  had  he  felt  so  proud,  so  powerful, 
and  withal  so  young.  Like  the  Psalmist  he  could  have  said 
•My  days  are  renewed  upon  the  earth!' — and  he  devoutly 
thanked  God  for  the  blessing  and  glory  of  the  gift  of  love 
which  above  all  others  makes  existence  sweet. 

"  My  darling ! "  he  murmured,  as  he  walked  joyously  along 
the  little  distance  stretching  between  the  lodge  gates  of  the 
Manor  and  his  own  home — "She  shall  never  miss  one  joy 
that  I  can  give  her!  How  fortunate  it  is  that  I  am  tall 
and  strong,  for  when  the  summer  days  come  I  can  lift  her 
from  her  couch  and  carry  her  out  into  the  garden  like  a 
little  child  in  my  arms,  and  she  will  rest  under  the  trees. 
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and  perhaps  gradually  get  accustomed  to  the  Ion  of  her  own 

I  wi  1  fill  her  days  wth  varied  occupations  and  try  to  make 

he  t.me  pass  sweetly     she  shall   keep  all   her  Lres^in 

the  village-nothmg  shall  be  done  without  her  consent    .h 

'"  rL'r  '  ''''''  "'^  ^^'^'  »°  -'^ke  her  happier  tltrJc 

^ould  be  .f  left  to  bear  her  trouble  quite  aloneT  If  i^^^'e 

trong  and  well.  I  should  be  no  fit  partner  for  her-^uTI! 

Vf^r^^f'  ""^  '°^^  '"^^  -'"^-  '-'  -<^  -y  -wort'hJ^eL" 
Thus  thinking,   he  arrived  at   his   rectory,  and  entering 
pushed  open  the  door  of  his  study.     The^;,  somewtarto 
his  surpnse,   he  found  Dr.  'Jimmy'  Forsyth  standing  La 
meditative  attitude  with  his  back  to  the  fire  ^ 

"  Hullo,  Walden  ! »  he  said-"  Here  you  are  at  last !     I've 
been  waiting  for  you  ever  so  long ' "  ^ '     *  ve 

JtlT  TrK'"J*u-^°^"'  ''"•'■"«  ^^^"^"''y-  threw  off  hi. 
ha  .and  pushed  back  his  grey-brown  curis  from  his  forehead- 
"  I  m  sorry !     Anything  wrong  ?  " 
Dr.  'Jimmy'  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
"Nothing particular.     Oliver  Leach  is  dead,-that'8  all ! - 
Walden  started  back.    The  smile  passed  from  hL  face, 
for,  remembering  the  scarcely  veiled  threats  of  his  parishioner 
he  began  to  fear  lest  they  should  have  taken  some  ur^S 
vengeance  on  the  object  of  their  hatred  unlawful 

hark'lllfdhimi""'"'  -azedly-..Surely  no  one-no  one 

ha;pt:dV''  °'  ''"  ^'  "°'^^^^'  complacently-«It  J„3t 

"How?" 

"Well,  it  appears  that  the  rascal  has  been  lying  low  for 
a  considerable  time  in  the  house  of  our  reverend  friend 
Putwood    Leveson.      That    noble    soul    has    been    nl»!: 
Wtuary;  to  him.  and  no  doubt  warned  him  :?  th'eTry' 

Wm"  hJ7  T  "'"'  ^'^  ^"'^^^"  °^  St.  Rest  regarded 
him.  He  has  been  maturing  certain  plans,  and  waiting  tiU 
an  opportunity  should  arise  for  him  to  get  a^ay  to  r3o^" 
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where  apparently  he  intended  to  take  up  his  future  abode, 
Mordaunt  Appleby  the  brewer  having  offered  him  a  situation 
as  brewt.y  accountant.  The  opportunity  occurred  last  night, 
so  I  hear.  He  managed  to  get  off  with  his  luggage  in  a  trap, 
and  duly  arrived  at  the  Crown  Inn.  There  he  was  set  upon 
in  the  taproom  by  certain  old  friends  and  gambling  associates, 
who  ^used  him  of  wilfully  attempting  to  injure  Miss 
Vancourt.  He  denied  it.  Thereupon  they  challenged  him 
to  drink  ten  glasses  of  raw  whiskey,  one  on  top  of  another 
to  prove  his  innocence.  It  was  a  base  and  brutal  business, 
but  he  accepted  the  challenge.  At  the  eighth  glass  he  fell 
down  unconscious.  His  companions  thought  he  was  merely 
drunk— but— as  it  turned  out— he  was  dead." 
Walden  heard  in  silence. 

"It's  horrible!"  he  said  at  last— "Yet— I  cannot  say  I'm 
sorry!  I  suppose  as  a  Christian  minister  I  ought  to  be,— 
but  I'm  not!  I  only  hope  none  (  .'  my  people  were  con- 
cerned in  the  matter  ?  " 

"You  may  be  quite  easy  on  that  score,"— replied  Forsyth— 
"Of  course  there  will  be  an  inquest,  and  a  severe  reproof 
will  be  administered  to  the  men  who  challenged  him,— but 
there  the  affair  will  end.  I  really  don't  think  we  need  grieve 
ourselves  unduly  over  the  exit  of  one  scoundrel  from  a  worid 
already  overburdened  with  his  species."  With  that,  he  turned 
and  poked  the  fire  into  a  brighter  blaze.  "Let  us  talk  of 
something  else"— he  said.  "I  called  in  to  tell  you  that 
Santori  is  in  London,  and  that  I  have  taken  the  responsibility 
upon  myself  of  sending  for  him  to  see  Miss  VancourL" 
Walden  was  instantly  all  earnest  attention. 
"Who  is  Santori?"  he  asked. 

"  Santori,"  replied  Forsyth, "  is  a  great  Italian,  whose  scientific 
researches  into  medicine  and  surgery  have  won  him  the  honour 
of  all  nations,  save  and  except  the  British.  We  are  very 
insular,  my  dear  Walden !— we  never  will  tolerate  the  '  furriner ' 
even  if  he  brings  us  health  and  healing  in  his  hand  !  Santori 
is  a  medical  '  furriner,'  therefore  he  is  generally  despised  by  the 
English  medical  profession.     But   I'm  a  Scotsman— I've  no 
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««c  »  that  in  her^«l,  Zi  r         •-         ™'"  '"'"'  "  *^' 
be  a  very  long  one."  "™""=<''       'h.it  life  cannot,  I  fear, 

Go  on  I    he  said  huskily. 

«e?„'bo:»  rrlklria"!""""  P^^""''"-  8-«r-".h.re 
Ihe  .pine     I  s^mT        I  ""^*"''' "  -^^n'r^d  in  damage  to 

bes.  'p^iali  t  Tn  t'hirrnt'Tn/t  '''"'T"  ''"■-""•"' 
no  hope  whatever  of  anv  '^'  ,  '  ^'"'^  ""'  *"*  »» 
I  hapiTned  to  s2  i„  Z         *'  ["  ""'  '^■""-    ^"•"''"y. 

I  wrote  him  a  tetto  atont  T'T°"  '  !""''"  '"'P'""'™. 
"kins  him  to  me«  L"      "P'f "'."«  'h=  "ho'e  case,  and 

answer  .JSaj^^saXhrwlUir.''"""-     "'  ^'  ""«'  « 
w,M    .         ^  ^         "'  "^  ^''•''e  to-morrow." 

^Wel  1"  hT  T'-'w"  "''"'""f"'  •»!"  »nd  yearning 
"Whl,  rK     ,'^'  •  *'"'  "  '■'«'"  "gb-'-And  what™eni- 

con.r^ed.-anlX::Llry-:or:=K^^^^^^^^^ 

bel^'::iK  o/tr  "rar^'P--'- 

o.;^pcT:irrmi:iV^ii,;£..'°  -  — 

Without  a  word,  'Jimmy 'gripped  his  hand  and  pressed  it 
pohshed  them  vigorously,  though  they  were 
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"  I  thought  you  would ! "  he  said,  after  a  while—"  Of  course 
I  saw  how  the  land  lay  !     I  knew  you  loved  her " 

"  I  suppose  that  was  easy  to  guess  ! "  said  John,  a  warm  flush 
of  colour  rising  to  his  brows  as  he  spoke—"  But  you  could  not 
have  imagined  for  a  moment  that  she  would  love  me !  Yet  she 
does  !  That  is  the  wonder  of  it !  I  am  such  an  old  humdrum 
fellow — and  she  is  so  young  and  bright  and  pretty !  It  seems 
so  strange  that  she  should  caie ! " 

Dr.  Forsyth  looked  at  him  with  an  appreciative  twinkle  in  his 
eye.     Then  he  laid  a  friendly  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

"  You  are  t  quaint  creature,  John  ! "  he  said—"  Yet,  do  you 
know,  I  rathe:  like  your  humdrum  ways?  I  do,  positively! 
And  if  I  were  a  woman,  I  think  I  should  esteem  myself 
fortunate  if  I  got  you  for  a  husband  !  I  really  should  !  You 
certainly  don't  suffer  from  swelled  head,  John ! — that's  a  great 
point  in  your  favour  ! " 

He  laughed, — and  John  laughed  with  him.  Then,  drawing 
their  chairs  to  opposite  sides  of  the  fire,  they  talked  for  an  hour 
or  more  on  the  subject  that  was  most  interesting  to  them  both. 
John  was  for  marrying  Maryllia  as  soon  as  possible — "  in  order 
that  I  may  have  the  right  to  watch  over  her,"  he  urged,  and 
Forsyth  agreed. 

"  But  wait  till  Santori  has  seen  her,  and  given  his  opinion," 
he  said — "If  he  comes,  as  his  telegram  says  he  will,  to- 
morrow, we  can  take  him  entirely  into  our  confidence,  and 
decide  what  is  best  for  her  peace  and  pleasure.  The  ceremony 
of  marriage  cati  be  gone  through  privately  at  the  Manor, — by 
the  way,  why  don't  you  ask  your  friend  the  Bishop  to  officiate  ? 
I  suppose  he  knows  the  position  ?  " 

"  He  knows  much,  but  not  all," — said  John — "  I  wrote  to 
him  about  the  accident  of  course — and  have  written  to  him 
frequently  since,  but  I  did  not  think  I  should  ever  have  such 
news  to  tell  him  as  I  have  now ! "  His  eyes  darkened  with 
deep  feeling.  "  He  has  had  his  own  tragedy — he  will  under- 
stand mine ! " 

A  silence  fell  between  them, — and  soon  after,  Forsyth  took 
his  leave.    Walden,  left  aloae,  and  deeply  conscious  of  the 
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new  responsibility  he  had  taken  upon  his  life  set  to  wnri,  . 
get  through  his  parish  business  foV  the  eveninf  in  nT  "* 
have  time  to  devote  to  Maryllia  the  n!-.  h"  ^'  ?  ^'  ^° 
Ion,  letter  to  Bishop  Brent,  hf  l^ld  "  .at^^  ^::7V 
late-found  happiness.-his  hopes,  hi.  souolrh  4Ts  and 
his  intentioh  to  show  what  a  man's  :u,  lov  co  d ^T' 
woman  whom  unkind  destiny  had  dcprivea  o    'n  th.      .     ^ 

.  lavour  01  allowing  the  innocent  to  suffer  " 
clouds     o„^      «r  Diue.  save  for  a  few  scattered  grey  fleecv 
noncea  was  a  root  of  primroses   breaking  shyly  into  ao„„ 

at„r  rr '™"""« "-  ^""■"^^'^  ^'-  ^rSnST- 

"Spring  is  evidently  on  the  way,  Sainton  I »  he  said  cheeril. 
We  are  getttng  past  the  white  into  the  gold  again  r  '' 

••  An' JSe^T;  t'rd"  "^li  "  "'"'"''  »'^-«<>".  »!•»  >  smile- 
blue,  'X^'L'tlt  r  thrrosf,'  r tlL'^s^  T  '"^ 

»',r:^«^.— .he  red";  z  '^Vto''  r  rrr 

crang:i,^:;;,o"l;:;t  zijy:!!^'^'"  '■^  -  «• «' 
andtrrsh'fr,';;"'  '"i"  '■"'  ■''"''  •'■"'"'•  ^  ^^'^  =>"<'  »-"„, 

"  wT.^  „     '  '■'"  "  '^"'  "'  "eh'  ilsdf  across  his  feature, 
Jha,  Ba.„tonl'.  he  said-" So  you  know  all  Iru 
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Bainton  began  to  chuckle  irrepressibly. 
"  Well,  if  the  village  ain't  a  liar  from  its  one  end  to  its 
t'otherest,  then  I  knows ! "  he  declared  triumphantly—"  Lord 
love  ye,  Passon,  you  don't  s'pose  ye  can  keep  any  secrets  in 
this  'ere  parish?  They  knows  all  about  ye  'fore  ye  knows 
yerself !— an'  Missis  Spruce  she  came  down  from  the  Manor 
last  night  in  such  a  state  o'  fluster  as  never  was,  an'  she  sez,  all 
shakin'  like  an'  smilin' — *  Miss  Maryllia's  goin'  to  be  married,' 
sez  she,  an'  we  up  an'  sez  to  'er— '  What,  is  the  Dook  goin'  to 
'ave  her  just  the  same  though  she  can't  walk  no  more  ? '  an' 
she  sez :  •  Dook,  not  a  bit  of  it !  There's  a  better  man  than 
any  Dook  close  by  an*  it's  'im  she's  goin'  to  'ave  an'  nobody 
else,  an'  it's  Passon  Walden,'  sez  she,  an'  with  that  we  all  gives 
a  big  shout,  an'  she  busts  out  cryin'  an'  laughin'  together,  an' 
we  all  doos  the  same  like  the  nesh  fools  we  are  when  a  bit  o' 

news  pleases  us  like,-^an'— an' "    Here  Sainton's  voice 

grew  rather  husky  and  tremulous  as  he  proceeded — "so  of 
course  the  news  went  right  through  the  village  two  minutes 
arterwards.  An'  it's  all  we  could  do  to  keep  from  comin'  up 
outside  'ere  an'  givin'  ye  a  rousin'  cheer  'fore  goin'  to  bed,  onny 
Mr.  Netlips  'e  said  it  wouldn't  be  '  commensurate '  wotever  that 
is,  so  we  just  left  it.  Howsomever,  I  made  up  my  mind  I'd  be 
the  first  to  wish  ye  joy,  Passon  !— an'  I  wish  it  true ! " 

Silently  Walden  held  out  his  hand.  Bainton  grasped  it  with 
affectionate  respect  in  his  own  horny  palm. 

"Not  that  I'd  'ave  ever  thought  you'd  a'  bin  a  marryin'  man, 
Passon!"  he  averred,  his  shrewd  eyes  lighting  up  with  the 
kindliest  humour — "  But  it's  never  too  late  to  mend ! " 
Walden  laughed. 

"That's  true,  Bainton!  It's  never  too  late  to  repent  of 
one's  follies  and  begin  to  be  wise!  Thank  you  for  all  your 
good  wishes— they  come  from  the  heart,  I  know  !    But  "—and 

his  smile  softened  into  an  earnest  gravity  of  expression "  they 

must  be  for  her— for  Miss  Maryllia— not  for  me!  I  am 
already  happier  than  I  deserve— but  she  needs  everyone's 
good  thoughts  and  prayers  to  help  her  to  bear  her  enforced 
helplessness— she  is  very  brave— yet— it  is  hard " 
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He  broke  off  not  trusting  hin.self  to  say  more. 

s;.o„gan--eI.hya„.read  To  bloom  jjt^"«iT?  """''  ^' 
that  day  well '— 'twa*:  th<l  c,       J^     ^  " '  '  remember 

tree  anl    he  wi"^"?' ^L"  'X""  """^  "»  W- 

•mazed  over  that  'olev  bit     h, ,  I  f      ^  "    '  ""^  f"' 

hor-hor-hori"  »nw  K  ."''''"  '  '""nd  out  all  about  it!_ 

delighra'",  o^n^Z^'ZI  ''"'"  ""''  ^^'^'"'^ 

some  .1,:^:  ;\',  "r  hTxh  "'^ '"  '^''•■°' 

village  for  findin'  out  evervtodv^  i  „  J*""''  "'"8""  "'=  » 
beats  every  other  one  Sr  tord  dfonTth^',^  T  ""^* 
it  do  reely  now !    I  say  P^^n  „hl  V  '""^  °  ""*• 

.he  stori  J,„„nd  abou7;ouTn°  MUs  VaX"^  '"  m'^  "" 
a  tale  about  the  'oley  bitf couWn"!; »       """•  '  ""'''  ^  ""'» 

.et-I  :u7;:^;r^  ■  :,1^'!F''«'  ^n.  good.„aturedly-..and 

yet.  Mebbe  T^^,  Zl  'Z  "bifoldt  '  .it""™^  '•"* 
Pa^n,  as  W  Oliver  Leach  is  dead  ?'  ''  '°  '"'"* 

1'm'^~°''  ''°"''*  '"'''  "'  "a"  night." 

demfnd:d''Lmt-"Hres:'a„'r  ^r''"  "-enM 
Almighty  wants  W?-  '  '"  """•")"  '^•"'^  ">=  Lo'd 

wa^^d;S'rar::thr^rfn.eS  ^"""'"'  «""»- 

Don't  ye  answer  unless  ye  like    Passont"  Ko     k 
sagacijusly-"!  don't  want  .»  r^lu  ''^  observed, 

orthodox  I    You  keL  Hd  1 1  '? /^^  '^^"^^  ''^'^^  ^^'^ 

YOU  keep  a  stiU  tongue,  an'  I  shall  understand!" 


i^  -^^wf-^^mmm-^JW^Tf^'M 
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bJw  V  T'-  "'  '^'^'  *  '*•"  tongue '-and  turned 
back  from  the  garden  into  the  house.  Bainton  chuckled  softly. 
Passon  can't  lie ! "  he  said  to  himself-"  He  couldn't  do  it 
to  save  his  hfe !  That's  just  the  best  of  'im !  Now  if  he'd 
begun  tellm  me  that  he  was  sure  that  blackhearted  rascal  'ad 
gone  to  keep  company  with  the  angels  I'd  a  nigh  despised 
im ! — I  would  reely  now  I "  °         r 

That  same  morning,  when  John  walked  up  to  the  Manor 
again,  he  entered  it  as  a  privileged  person,  invested  with  new 
authority.  Cicely  ran  to  meet  him,  and  frankly  put  up  her 
face  to  be  kissed.  /*'*'« 

"A  thousand  and  one  congratulations ! "  she  said— "I  knew 
this  would  come!-I  was  sure  of  it!  But  the  credit  of  the 
first  gues:;  is  due  to  the  Moon-calf,-Julian,  you  know  !-he's 
a  poet,  and  he  made  up  whole  romance  about  you  and 
Maryllia  the  first  d^y  he  ever  saw  you  with  her!" 

"Did  he?"— and  Walden  smiled-" Well,  he' was  right! 
I  am  very  happy.  Cicely!" 

"So  am  li"  And  the  'Goblin'  clasped  her  hands  affec- 
tionately across  his  arm-"  You  are  just  the  very  man  I  should 
have  chosen  for  Maryllia !— the  only  man,  in  fact  !-I've  never 
met  anybody  else  worthy  of  her!  But  oh,  if  she  were  only 
strong  and  well !    Do  you  know  that  Dr.  Forsyth  is  bringing 

another  specialist  to  see  her  this  afternoon?" 
"Yes,  I  know!" 

"And  there's  other  news  for  you  this  morning  "—pursued 
Cicely,  a  broad  smile  lighting  up  her  face  and  eyes— "Very 
amusing  news!     Lord  Roxmouth  is  married ! " 

"Married!"  exclaimed  Walden,  incredulously— « Not  dos- 
sible ! "  /  i~ 

"•Come  and  see  the  wedding  cards !"— and  Cicely,  laughing 
outright,  caught  his  hand,  and  pulled  him  along  into  the 
mommg-room,  where  Maryllia,  with  her  couch  turned  so  that 
she  could  see  the  first  glimpse  of  her  lover  as  he  entered  the 
doorway,  was  eagerly  awaiting  his  approach— "  Maryllia,  here's 
John  !  Prove  to  him  at  once  please  that  Mrs.  Fred's  miUions 
are  lost  to  you  for  ever  1" 
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Moryllia  laughed,  and  blushed  sweetly  too.  as  John  bent 
over  her  and  k.ssed  her  with  a  very  expressive  look  of  tende" 
ness,  not  to  say  proprietorship.  °^'' 

John's  blue  eyes  lighted  with  sudden  laughter. 

•  Well  done!"  he  exclaimed,  gaily -"Any  thine  for  th„ 

he  wife  S  ,L  f  f  '°i?  '■''"  *^"""'  ""^  "«»  '"'"ead  of 
w«e le/Ll^edT  '"'^  ""'  *'"^"^'    ^^-^  ^  "^e^ 
"Last  week,  at  the  Embassy  in  P^ric      1-    1 

neii,  we  never  had  any  answer  at  all  to  that  letter -not  a 

lt^,2'^Z  f "'""  I'  '""'''''■  -"'^^^  -  "• 

ing     Dehold  !— the  Roxmouth  wedding  cards  « " 

clo!e  bSrdeLflnd'r"'  "7^^^  '''"'  °"  ^  ""'^  *^ble 
Close  beside  her,  and  drawing  out  from  it  the  cards  in  question 

^uch  rco"nCpt"^  ^'-    *='^'"  «'-->  -'  *-  »"!'': 

"Shall  I  wire  our  united   heartiest  congratulations?"  he 

quened.^  s„,l.„g_"And  add  that  we  arf  engagSlo  1^ 

kisZT  !fj?„»^7'"«-;lt^P"8  his  hand  in  her  own  and 
kissing  t_  Go  and  send  the  wire  off  through  dear  old  Mrs 
Twlel     And  then  all  the  village  will  vLZ  tf^l 

"How  happy  a«  are,"— corrected  John-"!  thint   fh«„ 

t:  Ihl r^'f  '•^'^"'"'  """  "  ^''"'  »=  -"X-sS 

Later  on,  Avhen  he  was  in  the  villaee   makincr  h.'c  i 

round  of  visits  among  the  sick  and  rZ.  and  "'eMng  the 
of  hTh?  rV'*"  °'  """^  """had  heard  t™  net 
m  m»  g,g  with  another  man  oeside  him,  who,  as  he  richtlv 
guessed.^was  no  other  than  the  celebrated  Mian  s^TaS^ 


'Tytm,i*2^mMm^st9SW:W^'m  fmw:^ei^^:^fm3^^ 
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Santori.  Forsyth  had  promised  to  come  and  tell  him  the 
result  of  the  consultation  as  soon  as  he  knew  it  himself,  and 
Walden  waited  for  him  hour  after  hour  with  increasing  im- 
patience. At  last  he  appeared,— pale,  and  evidently  under 
the  influence  of  some  strongly  suppressed  excitement. 

"  Walden,"— he  said,  without  preface  or  hesitation— "  are 
you  prepared  to  face  a  great  crisis?" 

Walden's  heart  almost  stood  still.  Had  anything  happened 
to  Maryllia  m  the  short  space  of  time  which  had  elapsed  since 
he  saw  her  last  ? 

"What  do  you  mean?"  he  faltered-"!  could  not  bear  to 
lose  her now " 

"You  must  lose  her  iij  a  year  at  the  utmost,  if  you  do  not 
run  the  risk  of  losing  her  to  save  her  now,"— said  Forsyth 
Dluntly— "Santori  has  seen  her— and— keep  cool,  John '—he 
says  there  is  just  ore  ihance  of  restoring  her  to  her  former 
health  and  activity  again,  but  it  is  a  chance  fraught  with 
immment  danger  to  her  life.  He  will  not  risk  it  without  her 
full  consent,— and  (knowing  you  are  her  betrothed  husband) 
—yours.  It  is  a  very  serious  and  difficult  operation,— she 
may  live  through  it,  and  she  may  not." 

"I  will  not  have  it!"  said  Walden,  quickly,  almost  fiercely. 
"She  shall  not  be  touched " 

"Wait!"  continued  Forsyth,  regarding  him  steadily— "In 
her  present  condition,  she  will  die  in  a  year.  She  must 
There  is  no  help  for  it.  If  Santori  operates— and  he  is  quite 
willing  to  undertake  it— she  may  live.— and  not  only  may 
she  live,  but  she  may  be  absolutely  strong  and  well  again,— 
able  to  walk  and  ride,  and  enjoy  her  life  to  the  full  It  rests 
with  her  and  with  you  to  decide,— yes  or  no ! " 

Walden  was  silent. 

"I  may  as  well  tell  you,"— went  on  Forsyth— " that  she- 
Miss  Vancourt  herself,— is  ready  to  risk  it.  Santori  has  gone 
back  to  London  to-night,— but  if  we  agree  to  place  her  under 
his  hands  he  will  come  and  perform  the  operation  next  week." 

"Next  week!"  murmured  Walden,  faintly— « Must  it  be 
so  soon?" 
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"The  sooner  the  better,»-said  Forsyth,  quietly,  yet  firmly, 
Come,  John,  face  this  thing  out !  I  am  thinking  of  the 
chance  of  her  happiness  as  well  as  yours.  Is  it  worth  while 
to  sacrifice  the  whole  of  a  young  life's  possible  activity  for 
the  sake  of  one  year's  certainty  of  helplessness  with  death 
at  the  end?  Wrestle  the  facts  out  with  yourself;-go  and 
see  her  to-night.  And  after  you  have  talked  it  over  together, 
let  me  know.  ' 

He  went  out  then,  and  left  Walden  alone  to  face  this  new 
dark  cloud  of  anxiety  and  suspense  that  seemed  to  loom  over 
a  sky  which  he  imagined  had  just  cleared.     But  when  he  saw 
Maryllia  that  evening,  her  face  reflected  nothing  but  sunshine 
and  her  eyes  were  radiant  with  hope.  ' 

"I  must  take  this  chance,  John!"  she  said-" Do  no^ 
withhold  your  consent!  Think  what  it  means  to  us  both  if 
this  great  surgeon  is  able  to  set  me  on  my  feet  again  i_ 
and  he  is  so  kind  and  gentle  I-l.  says  he  has  every  hope 
of  success!  What  happiness  it  will  be  for  me  if  I  can  be  all 
in  all  to  you  John  !-a  real  true  wife,  instead  of  a  poor 
helpless  mvalid  dependent  on  your  daily  care !— oh  John  let 
me  show  you  how  much  I  love  you  by  facing  this  ordeal,  'and 
trying  to  save  my  life  for  your  sake ! " 

He  drew  her  into  his  arms,  and  folded  her  close  to  his 
heart. 

"  My  child— my  darling  !  If  you  wish  it,  it  shall  be  done  • " 
he  murmured  brokenly-"  And  may  God  in  His  great  mercy 
be  good  to  us  both  !  But  if  you  die,  my  Maryllia,  I  shall  die 
too— so  we  shall  still  be  together ! " 

So  it  was  settled;  and  Dr.  Forsyth,  vacillating  uneasily 
between  hope  and  fear,  communicated  the  decision  at  once  to 
the  famous  Italian  surgeon,  who,  without  any  delay  or  hesita- 
tion responded  by  promptly  fixing  a  day  in  the  ensuing  week 
for  his  performance  of  the  critical  task  which  was  either  to 
kill  or  cure  a  woman  who  to  one  man  was  the  dearest  of  aU 
earth's  creatures.  And  with  such  dreadful  rapidity  did  the 
hours  fly  towards  that  day  that  Walden  experienced  in  himself 
all  the  trembUng  horrors  of  a  condemned  criminal  who  knows 
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that  his  execution  is  fixed  for  a  certain  moment  to  which  Time 
Itself  seems  racing  like  a  relentless  bloodhound,  sure  of  its 
quarry.  Writing  to  Bishop  lirent  he  told  him  all,  and  thus 
concluded  his  letter : — 

"  If  I  lose  her  now— now,  after  the  joy  of  knowing  that  she 
loves  me— I  shall  kneel  before  you  brokenhearted  and 
implore  your  forgiveness  for  ever  h-ving  called  you  selfish  in 
the  extremity  of  your  grief  and  despair  f-r  the  loss  of  love 
For  I  am  myself  utterly  selfish  to  the  heart's  core,  and  though 
I  say  every  night  in  my  prayers  'Thy  Will  be  done,'  I  know 
that  if  she  is  taken  from  me  I  shall  rebel  against  that  Will ! 
For  I  am  only  human,— and  make  no  pretence  to  be  uore 
than  a  man  who  loves  greatly ! " 

During  this  interval   of  suspense  Cicely  and  Julian  were 
thrown  much  together.     Every  moment  that  Walden  could 
spare  from  his  parish  work,  he  passed   by  the  side  of  his 
beloved,  knowing  that  his  presence   made  her  happy,  and 
feanng  that  these  days  might  be  his  last  with  her  on  earth. 
Marylha  herself  however  seemed  to  have  no  such  forebodings 
She  was  wonderfully  bright  and  cheerful,  and  though  her  body 
was  so  helpless  her  face  was  radiant  with  such  perfect  happi- 
ness  that  it  looked  as  fair  as  that  of  any  pictured  angel 
Cicely,  recognising  the  nature  of  the  ordeal  through  which 
these  two  lovers  were  passing,  left  them  as  much  by  them- 
selves as  possible,  and  laid  upon  Julian  the  burden  of  her  own 
particular  terrors  which  she  was  at  no  pains  to  conceal.    And 
unfortunately  Julian  did  not,  under  the  immediate  circum- 
stances, prove  a  very  cheery  comforter. 

"I  hate  the  knife! "he  said,  gloomily— "Everyone  is  cut 
up  or  slashed  about  in  these  days— there's  too  much  of  it  alto- 
gether. If  ever  a  fruit  pip  goes  the  way  it  should  not  go  into 
my  mterior  mechanism,  I  hope  it  may  be  left  there  to  sprout 
up  mto  a  tree  if  it  likes— I  don't  mind,  so  long  as  I'm  not 
sliced  up  for  appendicitis  or  pipcitis  or  whatever  it  is." 

"I  wonder  what  our  great-grand-parents  used  to  do  when 
they  were  ill?"  queried  Cicely,  with  a  melancholy  stare  in  her 
big,  pitiful  dark  eyes. 
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"They  let  blood,"— replied  Julian— "They  used  to  go  to 
the  barber's  and  get  a  vein  cut  at  the  same  time  ns  their  hair. 
Of  course  it  w.  3  all  wrong.  We  all  know  now  that  it  was  very 
wrong.  In  another  hundred  years  or  so  we  shall  find  out  that 
twentieth-century  surgery  was  just  as  wrong." 
Cicely  clasped  her  hands  nervously, 

"Oh,   don't  you   think   Maryllia  will    come  through    the 
operation  all  right?"  she  implored,  foi  aboui  the  hundredth 
time  in  the  course  of  two  days. 
Julian  looked  away  from  her. 

"I  don't  know— and  I  don't  like  to  express  any  opinion 
about  It,"— he  answered,  with  careful  gentleness— "But  there 

ts  danger— and— if  the  worst  should  happen " 

"  It  won't  happen  !     It  sha'n't ! "  cried  Cicely  passionately. 
"Dear  little  singing  Goblin,   I   wish    you    could   control 
fate!"    And,  taking  her  hand,   he  patted   it  affectionately. 
••Everything  would  be  all  right  for  everybody  if  vou  could 
make  it  so,  I'm  sure  !— even  for  me !    Wouldn't  it  ?  " 
Cicely  blushed  suddenly. 

"  I  don't  know,"— she  said—"  I  never  think  about  you !" 
He  smiled. 

"Don't  you?  Well,— perhaps  some  day  you  will !  When 
you  are  a  great  prima  donna,  you  will  read  the  poems  and 
verses  I  shall  write  about  you  in  all  th.  newspapers  and 
magazines,  and  you  will  say  as  you  take  kings'  and  emperors' 
diamonds  out  of  your  hair:  'Who  is  this  fellow?'  Ah 
yes!  I  remember  him  I  He  was  a  chum  of  mine  down 
m  the  little  village  of  St.  Rest.  I  called  him  Moon- 
calf, and  he  called  me  Goblin.  And-he  was  very  fond 
of  me ! " 

She  laughed  a  little,  and  drew  away  her  hand  from  his. 

"Don't  talk  nonsense!"  she  said— "Think  o!  Maryllia— 
and  of  Mr.  Walden!"  ^ 

"I  do  think  of  them,-I  think  of  them  all   the   time'" 
declared  Julian  earnestly— "  And  that  is  whv  I  am  so  uneasy 
For-if  the   worst  should    happen,   it    will    break  Walden'i 
heart 
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Cicely's  eyes  filled  with  tears.  She  hurried  awav  from  k;« 
without  another  word  or  gunce.  ^  "" 

The  fateful  morning  dawned.  Walden  had  parted  from 
Marylha  the  previous  night,  promising  himself  that  he  wodd 
see  her  agam  before  she  passed  into  the  surgeon^s  hands -^ 
but  Forsyth  would  not  permit  this.  nands,- 

asklf  me?n%T  "''"^  '''  t^"""-^^  said-"  And  she  has 
asked  me  to  tell  you  so.  Stay  away  from  the  Manor-keen 
qme  m  your  own  house,  if  you  feel  unable  to  perfL  your 
usual  round  of  work  It  will  be  best  for  her  and  for  you'  I 
W.L  let  you  know  d.rectly  the  operation  is  over.  Sa^tori  is 
a^eady  here.  Now"-and  he  gave  Walden's  hand  a  cLe 
and  friendly  grip-"  steady.  Johnl  Say  your  prayers  if  yon 
hke,-we  want  all  the  help  God  can  give  us  > "  ^ 

The  door  opened  and  closed  again-he  was  gone.    A  great 

Hence.-a    horrible    oppression    and    lonelinfss    fell    S 

Walden's  heart.     He  sank  into  his  accustomed  chair  C 

htl  nTk'™  J^''  """^^"^  eye^-mechanical^patUng 
h^s  dog  Nebbie  while  gently  pushing  the  aramal  back  in  "t! 
attempts  to  clamber  on  his  knee 

witZlh'tH""'  ''°''"  '^  'nuttered-"VVhat  shall  I  do 
Someone  opened  the  door  again  just  then.     He  started 

t^nj  he  had  forgotten.  But  the  tall  attenuated  form  that 
confronted  him  was  not  that  of  Forsyth.  A  look  of  amied 
recognition,  almost  of  awe,  flashed  into  his  eyes 
«  I'^'/T'"  u-^  "'^d'-and  he  caught  at  the  pale  hands 
extended  to  him.-hands  like  those  of  a  saint  ^ose  fl^h 
IS  worn  by  fasting  and  prayer  ;-then,  with  somethbg  of  a 
so^  exclaimed  again-"  Harry !    How why  did  you  come  ?  » 

Brent  s  eyes  met  his  with  a  world  of  sympathy  and  tenderness 
m  their  dark  and  melancholy  depths.  a  tenaerness 

"I  have  come,"-he  said,-and  his  musical  voice   crave 
and  sweet,   trembled  with   deep  feeling-"  because   I   SLk 

this  IS  your  dark  hour,  John!-and  because perhaw— 

you  may  need  me  I "  *  cnwps 
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And  John,  meeting  that  sad  and  steadfast  gaze,  and  shaken 

ren^hrr  s'^ ''  ^"^"^ '''--'  -'  -^^--  -<^<'-'? 

in  hJ^tlf  ""f  ''1 V  "'''^'  *PP^^>'"g'y.  ''ith  the  tears  struggling 
m  h^s  throat-"  You  are  right-I  need  you  !  Help  mefo  bf 
strong-— you  are  nearer  God  than  I  am  !     Pray  for  me !  " 

Gently  the  Bishop  withdrew  his  hands  from  the  fevered 
clasp  that  held  them,  and  laid  them  tenderly  on  the  bowed 
head.     H.S  hps  moved,  but  he  uttered  no  words.     There  11, 

fntTutrhl'^^'^"  °"'^  ''  ^'^  ''^^  ''-'-^  °^  ^'^  ^^-k 

to.fr WW  "''"^J"  °^'^''"""  *°  ^•'  f"«"d's  persuasive 
touch  VValden  stood  awhile  with  face  turned  awayf  trying  to 
master  h.mself.   yet  trembling   in   every  nerve,   despfte'hi' 

.hr?r"''"~"^f-,^^^'  ^"'^"y "^  ^"^  shamed  that  you 

should  see  me  like  this so  weak " 

T  k'^.''^'''1"T  ^^^"^  '''"  '""'^^  y°"  stronger  by  and  by 
John!  and  the  Bishop  linked  a  friendly 'arm  withb  h^ 
own-" Come  mto  the  church  with  me/will  you?  I  f^ 
the  influence  of  your  enshrined  Saint  upon  me!  Let  us 
wait  for  news,  good  or  bad,  at  the  altar.-and  while  waiting 
we  will  pray.  Do  you  remember  what  I  said  to  you  when 
you  came  to  see  me  last  summer  ?    •  Some  day.  when  we  arL 

Z17?    c7:^r''^'''^''  "'"  ^^^  "'^'^°"'  ^^'"^  -  do 

Without  a  word  of  demur,  John  obeyed.     They  passed  out 

of  the  house  together  and  took  the  private  by  path  to  the 

a  soft      •   \r  T  ^'°"'  "°°"'  ^"^'^^  -"  'hone  through 
a  soft  mist  that  threatened  rain  without  permitting  it  to  fall 
The  famt  piping  of  a  thrush  in  the  near  distance  suggested 

plant-hfe  pushing  ,ts  way  through  the  earth  gave  a  pungen 
freshness  to  the  quiet  air.     Arriving  at  the  beautiful  S 
sanctuary    they  entered  it   by  the  vestry,  though  the  pub  c 
door  stood  open  according  to  invariable  custom.     A  singula  iy 
brUlont  glare  of  luminance  reflected  from  the  plain  cle^r  gS 
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that  filled  the  apertures  of  the  rose-window  above  the  altar 

.  1"?  !^?k'  °"  '^'  °'^'^°'''^  sarcophagus  which  doubtle« 
contained  the  remams  of  one  who,  all  '  miraculous '  attributes 
apart  had  nobly  lived  and  bravely  died,-and  as  the  Bishop 
moved  reverently  round  it  to  the  front  of  the  altar-rails,  his 
eyes  were  uplifted  and  full  of  spiritual  rapture 

"Kneel  here  with  me.  John!"  he  said-" And  with  all  our 
hearts  and  all  our  minds,  let  us  pray  to  God  for  the  life  of 
the  btloved  woman  whom  God  has  given  you,-given.  surely, 
not  to  take  away  again,  but  to  be  more  completely  made  your 
own !  Let  us  pray,  as  the  faithful  ser>'ants  of  Christ  prayed  in 
the  early  days  of  the  Church.-not  hesitatingly,  not  doubtingiy, 
no  feanngbr  !-but  believing  and  making  sure  that  our  prayers 
will,  if  good  for  us,  be  granted ! "  i'    /  " 

They  knelt  together.  Walden,  folding  his  arms  on  the 
altar-rails,  hid  his  face.^but  the  Bishop,  clasping  his  hands 
and  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  word  'Resurget'  that  flashed  out 
of  the  worn  alabaster  wherein  the  unknown  'Saint'  reposed 
seemed  to  gather  to  himself  all  the  sunlight  that  poured 
through  the  window  above  him,  and  to  exhale  from  hiV  own 
slight  worn  frame  something  like  the  mystic  halo  of  dory 
pictured  round  the  figure  of  an  apostle  or  evangelist 

.h7l!^rK""*^'  '^°'''^  ^^^^  ^^^y-     '^^^  church  clock  chimed 
he  half-hour  n   >r  noon-and   they  remained  absorbed  in  a 
trance  of  spe  ^  ess,  passionate  prayer.     They  were  unaware 
that  some  of  Walden's  parishioners,  moved  by  the  same  idea 
of  praying  for  Maryllia  while  she  was  undergoing  the  operation, 
which  was  to  save  or  slay,  had  come  to  the  church  also  foJ 
that  purpose,  but  were  brought  to  a  pause  on  the  threshold 
of  the  building  by  the  sight   they  saw  within.     That  their 
own  beloved  'Passon'  should  be  kneeling  at  the  altar  in  the 
agony  of  his  own  heart's  Gethsemane  was  too  much  for  their 
simple  and  aff-ectionate  souls,-and  they  withdrew  in  haste 
and  silence,  many  of  them  with  tears  in  their  eyes.     Thev 
were  considerably  awed  too  by  the  discovery  that  no  less  a 
personage  than  the  Bishop  of  the  diocese  himself  was  com- 
panioning Walden  in  his  troubie,-and,  moving  away  in  little 
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rr  .If  '7'  "f  '*"'"■  "">'  '"^  ••»•«  •-,«  .„d  .her. 

workinn  fields  or  gardens,  or  barns  Of  orchards,  an'  i(  ,11 

P^tf»'ort"H'„.!"'=  -  -''-  -  -  -  -" 

.rs  "XTvfr  .s^'m,  v?,dT  ""^ 

„:n  1     .    ,    ""v  •*"»    «na  Dy  one  common  imoulse  th*. 

vilagers  looked  up.  watching  the  quivering  of  its  wiZ 
"Bless  us !    That's  the  first  skylark  of  the  year  "^iH  lif 

ipbie,  oyine  hand,  stood  near  the  church  Dorch_"AJ„'^    ♦ 
smgin' sweet?"  ^"urcn  porch—  Amt  it 

wh];rxTird  Trj:rzTt:"::r'T''"'  "'"'<-"'■ 

anH  e«„    J  u-  L        '*^*^"  ^^"g  on  more  and  more  exultineiv 
the  sky  '''"  "'   ''^'^^  '"^°   ^^^   -'^ty  grey-bK 

Ins'^deth-T  '^'"^T^  ''"^'^   ^''^  ^  ^harp   clang   'one.' 
from  th  '  '''  ^''P  '•^^^rberation  startleS  the  watch"„ 

from  their  prayers  with  an  abrupt  shock-and  Walden  Ufted 
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his  head  from  his  folded  arms,  showing  in  the  bright  shaft  cf 
strong  sunshme  that  now  bathed  him  in  its  radianc,  his  sad 
eyes,  heavy  and  swollen  with  restrained  tears.  Suddenly  there 
was  a  murmur  of  voices  outside,— a  smothered  cry,— and  then 
a  little  flying  figure,  breathless,  hatless,  with  wild  sparkling 
eyes  and  dark  hair  streaming  loose  in  the  wind,  rushed  into 
the  church.     It  was  Cicely. 

"  It's  all  over ! "  she  cried. 

Walden  sprang  up,  sick  and  dizzy.  Bishop  Brent  rose  from 
his  knees  slowly,  his  delicate  right  hand  clutching  nervously 
at  the  altar-rail.  Like  men  in  a  dream,  they  heard  and  gazed, 
stncken  by  a  mutual  horror  too  paralysing  for  speech. 

"AU  over!"  — muttered  John,  feebly— "My  God!  — my 
God!    All  over!"  y       ui      my 

Cicely  sprang  to  hijn  and  caught  his  arm. 

"Yes!— Don't  you  understand?"  and  her  voice  shook  with 
excitement-" All  over!  She  is  safe!-quite  safe!-she  will 
be  well !  Mr.  Walden  !-John  !-don't  look  at  me  like  that  i 
oh  dear!"  and  she  turned  a  piteous  glance  on  Bishop  Brent 

who  was,  to  her,  a  complete  stranger "He  doesn't  seem 

to  hear  me— please  speak  to  him !— do  make  him  understand ! 
Everything  has  been  done  successfully— and  Maryllia  will  live 
—she  will  be  her  own  dear  bright  self  again!  As  soon  as  I 
heard  the  good  news,  I  raced  down  here  to  tell  you  and 
everybody !— oh  John  I— poor  John ! " 

For,  with  a  great  sigh  and  a  sudden  stretching  upward  o! 
his  arms  as  though  ne  sought  to  reach  all  Heaven  with  his 
souls  lull  measure  of  gratitude,  John  staggered  blindly  a  few 
steps  from  the  altar  of  the  Saint's  Rest  and  fell,— senseless. 


« 


* 
* 


* 
* 


« 
« 
« 


« 
* 
« 


« 
* 


« 
« 


Again  the  merry  month  of  May  came  in  rejoicing.  Again 
the  May-pole  glorious  with  blossoms  and  ribbons,  made  its 
nodding  royal  progress  through    the    village   of   St.    Rest 
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the  open  window,  of  M^ia."   avoul^^Jf"''"  '^'"«  "^""^ 
Matyllia  henrelf  sw^r^i^f "  '""""'^  ""omingroom,  where 

« We  have  been  rambling  all  this  night, 

And  almost  all  this  day ; 
And  now  returning  back  again, 
We  bring  you  in  the  May ! 

A  branch  of  May  we  have  brcght  you. 
And  at  your  door  it  stands, 

'Tis  but  a  sprout. 

But  'tis  budded  out 
By  the  work  of  our  Lord's  hands. 

The  Heavenly  gates  are  open  wide, 

Our  paths  are  beaten  plain; 
And  If  a  man  be  not  too  far  gone, 

He  may  return  again  1 " 

be.o^'ld":ii"  T/4  ];^  1^^""  •""  -"O  M. 

half-hidien  by  .hriLri"       t ,""  ""  ''""  "'"<=«'  «" 
"Ifan,.„Kr  clu»tenng  gold-brown  curs  above  it  — 

so  a«en>ive-so^we„ .  T'       ,"tT  """"'^  °'  ">'''«'>'  1""« 


r'^ffli'MIM^^Ili-^- 
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Im  sure  you  would!"  she  rejoined —  « For  an  «old' 
bachelor  John,  you  are  quite  an  adept  at  that  kind  of  thine  I « 
Here  the  little  village  dancers  slackened  the  speed  of  their 
tripping  measure  and  moved  slowly  round  and  round,  allowing 
the  garlands  and  ribbons  to  drop  from  their  hands  one  by  ow 
against  the  May-pole,  as  they  sang  in  softer  tones— 

"The  moon  shines  bright,  and  the  stars  give  light. 
A  little  before  it  is  day,  ^^ 

So  God  bless  you  all,  both  great  and  smaU, 
And  send  you  a  merrie  May !  ■ 

Ceasing  at  this,  they  all  gathered  in  one  group  and  burst 
out  into  an  ecstatic  roar. 

"  Hurra !    Three  cheers  for  Passon ! " 

"Hurra!    Hurra!     Hurra!" 

"  Three  cheers  for  Miss  Vancourt ! " 

"Hurra!"  But  here  there  was 'a  pause.  Someone  was 
obstructing  the  wave  of  enthusiasm.  Signs  of  mixed  scuffling 
were  apparent,-when  all  suddenly  the  bold  voice  of  Bob 
Keeley  cried  out: 

"Not  a  bit  of  it!  Three  cheers  for  Missis  Passon  t" 
Shouts  of  laughter  followed  this  irreverent  proposal,  together 
with  such  whooping  and  cheering  as  never  was.  Ipsie  Frost, 
who  of  course  was  present,  no  village  revel  being  considered 
complete  without  her,  was  dancing  recklessly  all  by  herself  on 
the  grass  chirping  in  her  baby  voice  a  ballad  of  her  own  con- 
tnvmg  which  ran  thus  : 

"Daisies  white,  violets  blue, 
Cowslips  yellow,— and 

I  loves  W| 

Little  bird's  nest 
Up  in  a  tree, 
Spring's  comin',— and 

'Oo  loves  tful" 

And  it  was  after  Ipsie  that  Maryllia  ran,  to  cover  her  smiles 
and  blushes  as  the  echo  of  the  children's  mirth  pealed  through 
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Aeirc^wned  symbol  c'f  thrdal^nTitinglf^^Xv  r^'' 
you  so  much  ,  I  never  knew  of  an/  nf,X  ^  S"™ 
much  by  50  many  people  in  one  little  place  as  you  are  Toh^° 
And  to  be  loved  by  all  the  children  is  I  grea"  £  /t„  J 
-of  c„un«  I  cannot  be  quite  sure-but  I  Zm,'?! 
aceptional  thing-for  a  dengyman !  -        """""'>"»«" 

*  «  M,  ^ 


« 
* 


« 
« 


* 
* 


With  rosMrowned  June,  the  rose-window  in  the  church 
o  St.  Rest  was  filled  in  and  completed.  MaryllU  had  fo™5 
^1  the«n,a,„,ng  ancient  stained  glaas  .„at  h^  been  „S 
to  g,ve  the  finishing  touch  to  its  beauty,  and  the  Io^LTSd 

Ka-^t^^rtttthityr^nighfr'  ?-^ 

«>em  were  wo„derr„,  an^d  I^.^J.Tl'X^'rf^2^ 
the  fusing  wings  of  some  great  ministering  ang,l,-a„d  undS 
the  blaa,  of  splendid  colour,  the  wWte  MrcophL,^  t^  1S 
.nknown  -Sain.  •  ^leep,  Uy  steeped  in  soft  fo'STf  Smsi^ 
juid  azure,  gold  and  amethj^st,  while  even  the  hollow  «""« 
m.he«:ulp.„redword  -Resui^ef  seemed  filled  with  delicto 
nnts  like  those  pamted  by  old-world  monk,  on  tre^u^ 

brea  h  of    ummer,  sunny  and  beautiful,-when  the  window 
was  solemnly  re-consecrated  by  Bishop  Brent  at  ten  o'cZk  - 

Ser'a^'^f  '1'™""  "^  *'  '™''  """  W°-  ringing  of  ;^ 
bells,  and  1  further  sacred  ceremony,_the  solemnisation  „r 
matnmony  between  John   Walden  Ind   Ma^llIT  C^urt 
jWl  the  village  swarmed  out  like  a  hive  of  Ls  frZl^ 
honeyK^II.  ,0  see  their    -Passon'  married.      Hundr^    „ 
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honest  and  affectionate  eyes  looked  love  on  the  bride,  as  clad 
m  the  simplest  of  simple  white  gowns,  with  a  plain  white  veil 
draping  her  from  head  to  foot,  she  came  walking  to  the  church 
across  the  warm  clover-scented  fields,  like  any  village  maid, 
straight  from  the  Manor,  escorted  only  by  Cicely,  her  one 
bridesmaid.     At  the  churchyard  gate,  she  was  met  by  all  the 
youngest  girls  of  the  school,  arrayed  in  white,  who,  carrying 
rush  baskets  full  of  wild  flowers,  scattered  them  before  her  ^ 
she  moved,— and  when  she  arrived  at  the  church  porch,  she 
was  followed  by  the  little  child  Ipsie,  whose  round,  fair  cherub- 
hke  face  reflected  one  broad  smile  of  delight,  and  who  carried 
between  her  two  tiny  hands  a  basket  full  to  oversowing  of  old 
French  damask  roses,  red  as  the  wine-glow  of  a  summer  sun- 
set    The  church  was  crowded,— not  only  by  viUagers  but 
by  county  folks,— for  everyone  from  near  or  far  that  could 
be  present  at  what  they  judged  to  be  a  'strange'  wedding— 
namely  a  wedding  for  love  and  love  alone— had  mustered  in 
force  for  the  occasion.     One  or  two  had  stayed  away  from 
a  certain  sense  of  discrepancy  in  themselves,  to  which  it  is 
needless  to  refer.     Sir  Morton  Pippitt  was  among  these.     He 
felt,— but  what  he  felt  is  quite  immaterial.     And  so  far  as  his 
daughter  was  concerned,  she,  as  Sainton  expressed  it,  had 
'gone  a-visitin'.'    The  Ittlethwaites,  of  Ittlethwaite  Park    in 
all  the  glory  of  their  Magnum  Chartus  forebears  were  present, 
as  were  the  Mandeville-Porehams ;— while  to  Julian  Adderley 
was  given  the  honour  of  being  Walden's  'best  man.'     He  as 
the  music  of  the  wedding  voluntary  poured  from  the  orian 
through  the  flower-scented  air,  wondered  doubtfuUy  whether 
poetic  mspiration  would  ever  assist  him  in  such  wise  as  to 
enable  him  to  express  in  language  the  exquisite  sweetness  of 
Maryllia's  face,  as,  standing  beside   the  man  whose  tender 
and  loyd  love  she  was  surer  of  than  any  other  possession  in 
this  world  she  repeated  in  soft  accents  the  vow :  "to  have  and 
to  hold,  from  this  day  forward,  for  better,  for  worse,  for  richer 
for  poorer,  in  sickness  and  in  health,  to  love,  cherish,  and  to 
obey  till  death  do  us  part ! " 
And  when  Bishop  Brent  placed  her  little  hand  in  that  of 
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his  old  college  friend,  and  pressed  them  tenderly  together  he 
felt  lookmg  at  the  heavenly  light  that  beamed  fromTer  sw^t 
eyes,  that  not  even  death  itself  rnn iri  ,,,-*  u     r    1 
.ha.  of  .he  „,a„  who™  iTot^  ™J^  ."S"  Io^mT^  """  'T 
and  faithfully  in  God'.  si<,hi     Th         i^  her  jo  purely 

Away  m  London,  on  this  same  marriage-day    Ladv  Rov 
inouth,  formerly  Mrs.  Fred  Vancourt  sat  at  Sk^^    •     u 

heard  of  i._such  an  alliance  for  a  Vancourt  i    AnH  m        f 
Mr.  Bludlip  Cour.enay  .ell  n,e  .ha.Trr  W^de„" 

^1  L  .1      °  "'"''*  '""  ''^™  '°»8i"«J  *e  would  recover 

«  for  Kfa^S     ""'T""  °'^""  ^0  *e  ™ 
«« w  II   u  ^  "^  ^°  himself." 

"EnS        ""^  '^^"^  evidently,"-said  Roxmouth,  curtly 

«ie  h.       J'    ""'  ""  ^"^""^  ^^  '^^^^^^  them."  ^ 

at  it    rZ       Tr'  '°  '"'°"^'y  ^"J"^^d  ^  the  local  man 

Roxmouth  said  nothing.     She  studied  his  face  with  amused 

you7w^r.i'  !r/"°?"  ""'^  '"^'^  *°  «^t  rid  of  you  and 
your  woomg,  ~sne  went  on— "Dear  me!     What  an  evfr» 
ordmary  contempt  Ma^llia  always  had  for  you  tcl  be  sure  " 
He  moved  restl^sly.  and  she  smiled-a  hard  little  smile. 
I  guess  you're  hankering  after  her  still ! "  she  hinted 
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"Your remarks  are  in  rather  bad  taste,"~he  rejoined,  coldly, 
helping  himself  to  another  glass  of  wine. 

She  rose  from  her  chair,  and  came  round  the  table  to  where 
he  sat,  laying  a  heavily  jewelled  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"Well,  you've  got  me  I"  she  said-"  And  all  I'm  worth  I 
And  you  Move'  me,  don't  you?" 

She  laughed  a  little. 

He  looked  full  at  her,-at  her  worn,  hard,  artificially  got- 
up  face,  her  fashionable  frock,  and  her  cold,  expressionless 

"  Oh  yes ! "  he  answered,  drily—"  I  '  love '  you !  You  know 
I  do.     We  understand  each  other ! " 

"I  guess  we  do!"  she  thought  to  herse'"  as  she  left  him— 

And  when  I'm  tired  of  being  called  'My  lady'  or  'Your 

Grace'  I'll  divorce  him !    And  I'll  take  care  he  isn't  a  penny 

the  ncher!    There's  always  that  game  to  play,  and  you  bet 

the  Smart  Set  know  how  to  play  it!" 

But  of  the  ways,  doings  or  sayings  of  the  Smart  Set  the 
village  of  St.   Rest  knows  little  and   cares    less.     It  dozes 
peacefully  with  the  sun   in   its  eyes,  year  in   and  year  out, 
under  the  shadow  of   the    eastern    hills,   with    its  beloved 
•Passon'  and  now  its  equally  beloved  'Passon's  wife,'  as  king 
and  queen  of  its  tiny  governmental  concerns,  drawing  health 
and  peace,  contentment  and  tranquillity  from  the  influences 
of  nature,  unspoilt   by  contact  with   the   busier  and  wearier 
world.     'Passon   Walden's'  wedding-day  was  the  chief  great 
histonc  event  of  its  conscious  life.     For  on  that  never-to-be- 
forgotten  and    glorious    occasion,   the    tenantry   of   Abbot's 
Manor,  together  with  all  the  villagers  and  the  school-children 
were  entertained  at  an  open-air  festival  and  dance,  which  lasted 
all  the  afternoon  and  evening,  on  the  broad  smooth  greensward 
encircling  the  famous  'Five  Sister'  beeches  where  bride  and 
bridegroom  had  looked  upon   each   other  for  the  first  time. 
What  a  high  tide  of  simple  revelry  it  was  to  be  sure !     Never 
had  the  delicate  tremulous  green  foliage  of  the  rescued  trees 
waved  over  a  happier  scene.     'Many  a  kiss  both  odd  and 
even    was  exchanged  among  lads  and  lasses  at  that  bUthe 
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merry-making, — even  Cicely  and  Julian  Adderley  were  not 
always  to  be  found  when  they  were  wanted,  having  taken  to 
*  composing  music  and  poetry  together,'  which  no  doubt  quite 
accounted  for  their  long  rambles  away  from  all  the  rest  of 
the  merry  crowd.  Mrs.  Spruce,  with  a  circle  of  her  gossips 
round  her,  sat  talking  the  whole  livelong  day  on  the  *  ways  o' 
the  Ix)rd  bein'  past  findin'  out.' 

"  For,"  said  she,  "  when  Miss  Maryllia  first  come  'ome  she 
'adn't  an  idee  o'  goin'  to  hear  Passon  Walden,  an'  sez  I, '  Do-ee 
go  an'  hear  'ini,'  an'  she  sez—'  No,  Spruce,  I  cannot,  I  don't 
believe  in  it  '—an'  I  sez  to  myself,  '  Never  mind,  the  Lord  'e 
knows  'is  own,'  which  He  do,  but  'ard  as  are  His  ways  I  never 
did  think  He'd  a'  brought  her  to  be  Passon's  wife,— that  do 
beat  me,  though  it's  just  what  it  should  be,  an'  if  the  Lord 
don't  know  what  should  be  why  then  no  one  don't,  an*  that 
'minds  me  o'  when  I  sent  for  Passon  to  see  me  unpack  Miss 
Maryllia's  boxes,  he  was  that  careful  he  made  me  pick  up  a 
pair  o'  pink  shoes  what  'ad  fell  on  the  floor — '  Take  care  o' 
them,'  he  sez — Lor ! — now  I  come  to  think  of  it,  he  was  mortal 
struck  over  them  pink  shoes ! " 

And  Sainton  commenting  on  general  events  observed : — 

"Well,  I  did  say  once  that  if  Passon  were  married  he'd 
be  a  fine  man  spoilt,  but  I've  altered  my  mind  now !  I  think 
he's  a  fine  man  full  growed  at  last,  like  a  plant  what's  stopped 
a  bit  an'  suddenly  takes  a  start  an'  begins  to  flower.  An'  so 
far  as  my  own  line  goes,  if  Missis  Walden,  bless  'er,  comes  round 
me  talkin'  about  ftie  rectory  garden,  which  is  to  be  kep'  up 
just  the  same  as  ever,  an'  fusses  like  over  the  lilac  bush  what 
he  broke  a  piece  off  for  her,  well!  —  I  did  say  I'd  never 
»ave  a  petticut  round  my  work — but  a  pretty  petticut's  worth 
looking  at,  it  is  ree^"  now  ! " 

So  the  harmless  chatter  among  the  village  folks  went  on, 
and  the  feasting,  dancing  and  singing  lasted  long.  Chief 
of  important  personages  among  all  that  gathered  under  the 
old  beech-trees  was  Josey  Letherbarrow, — very  feeble, — very 
dim  of  eye,  but  stout  of  heart  and  firm  of  opinion  as  ever. 
Beside  him  sat  Bishop  Brent,— with  Walden  himself  and  his 
39 
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bride  -for  from  his  venerable  hands  Maryllia  had  Kmrtt 

Z  '»  «-  Sq"i,e's  gel  .appy ,    An"  Se  ^^^pyT-i^^J^ 

P~«d  .0  »ee™n,1his  brilh,  iv"  A^rT'l"'  '^" 
A'n,,gh.y  He  knows  wha.  t'stbou.l  fell  ,e- and  r'""' 

The  Bishop  smiled. 

"Verily  I  have  not  found  so  ereat  a   fi-VK 

"How  they  smile  openly  to  the  sun  i"  h-  .    j 
them  as  John  approachedl'^LlTe  love  1-t  J^^fh  -^""^'"^  ^° 
John  was  silent  a  moment     Then  he  said  suddenly- 

frJ.n!J°'l-  u'J'^  ^'■^"*''  ^y^'  ^^^^'^d   f"»  into  those  of  his 
friend,  stnughtly  and  steadfastly.     "Not  now     I  wm%o  .k 
work  appointed  for  me  to  the  end ! »  "^^  "^^ 

"Thank   God!"  said  Walden    simnW      a„j   .u  •     l     ^ 

The  sun  sank,  and  the  moon  beean   to  rise     Sona  on^ 

dance  gradually  ceaspH    nn^   *k     u  ^°"S  and 

giauudwy  ceased,  and   the   happy  vi  hears   hpaan   »« 

airs:; Srl:s V'r T ''™="'^-  ■-"?"*'  ■ 

io>e  breathed  in  Ihe  perfume  of  the  flowers-love  tuned 
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[heirtTf  °^  *he  passionate  nightingales  that  warbled  out 
their  mating  songs  m  every  hazel  copse  and  from  every  aca^ 
bough  m  the  Manor  woods,  and  love  seemed,  as  the  p^t^^ 

K?     T'l^X?  '^'  '"°°"'  '^  '^^  «lver  orb  peered^erThe 
gables  of  the  Manor  itself  and  poured  a  white'shower  of  glo  ' 

.n    he  old  Tudo  "'  "'""^r  '""  ''  ^^^^  «  »he  sS 

ioJet   i?th  her  h  TT^'  "°^  ^  ^^"^^^^  ^"demess  of 
«o^.ere,  with  her  husband's  arm  round  her,  listening  to  the 

famt  far-off  singing  of  the  villagers  returning  to  thefr  Lome^ 
through  the  scented  green  lanes.  ^ 

"Everyone  has  been  happy  to-day!"  she  said,  lookine  un 
with  a  snjile-"  All  the  world  around  us  seems  to  th  nk  God - 
All  the  world  would  thank  Him  if  it  could  but  find  what 
we  have  found!"  answered  John,  drawing  her  close  to  ht 

for  this  world  and  the  next,  is  simply-Love  1 "  ' 


TH£  END 
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